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XnStilScl) 

TO 

IIY OLD FEIEND 

A.LGEENON BOETHWICK 

XN MEMORY OF TITE J>AT1 OF 

«PUCK»' 

AKD AS A SLIGHT TOKEN OF AN 
CKCHANGED REGARD 


AND ESTEEM, 




Le mondo aime le vice et h^t I’atnour; le vice est un 
bon enfant, un vireur, un drOle, un gourmet; il tient 
bonne tabje, et vous invite Bouvent; I’amour, au contrairo, 
est un pddant, un solitaire, un misanthrope, un va-au- 
pieds; il ne vous amuse pas; vous oriez vito, “i la 
lauterne! ”—Eivabez. 
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CHAPTER I. 

Lady Doily ought to have been perfectly happy. She had every¬ 
thing that can constitute the joys of a woman of her epoch. 

She was at Trouville. She had won heaps of money at play. 
She had made a correct book on thoraces. She had seen her chief 
rival looking bilious in an unbecoming gown. She had had a letter 
from her husband to say he was going away to Java or Jupiter or 
somewhere indefinitely. She wore a costume which had cost a 
great taflor twenty hours of anxious and continuous reflection. 
Nothing but hapUile indeed 1 but hapiiste sublimised and apotheo- 
sised by niellb buttons, old ^ce, and genius. She had her adorers 
and slaves grouped about her. She had found her dearest friend 
out in cheating at cards. She had dined the night before at the 
Maison Persanne and would dine this night at the Maison Nor- 
mande. She haibcen told a state secret by a minister which she 
knew it was shameful of him to have been coaxed and chaffed into 
revealing. She had had a new comedy read to her in manuscript- 
form three mouths before it would he given in Paris, and had 
screamed at all its indecencies in the choice company oj a Serene 
Princess and two ambassadresses as they all took their chocolate in 
their dressing-gowns. Above all, she was at Trouville, having left 
half a million of debts behind her strewn about in all directions, and 
standing free as air in gossamer garments on the planks in the 
summer sunshine. There was a charming blue sea beside her; a 
balmy fluttering breeze around her, a crowd of the most fashionable 
sunshades of Europe before her, like a bed of full-blown anemones. 
She had floated and bobbed and swum and splashed semi-nude, 
with all the other mermaids & la mode, and had shown that she 
must still be a pretty woman„pretty even in daylight, or the men 
would not have looked at her so: and yet with all this she was not 
enjoying herself. 

It was very hariJi 

The yachts came and went, the sands glittered, the music 
sounded, men and women in bright-coloured stripes took headers 
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into tho tide or pulled themselves about in little canoes; ^e snowy 
canvas of the tent shone like a huge white mushroom^ and the 
faces of all tho houses were lively with green shutters and awningj 
brightly striped like the bathers; people, the gayest and best-born 
people in Ewope, laughed and chattered, and inade l(?ve, and La(^ 
Dolly with them, pacing tho deal planks with her pretty high- 
heeled shoes; but for all that she was wretched. 

She was thinking to herself “ What on earth shall I dp with 
her .* ” ^ 

It ruined her morning. It clouded the sunshine. It spelled 
her cigarette. It made tho waltzes sound like dirges. It made her 
chief rival look almost good-looking to her. It made a gown com¬ 
bined of parrots’ breasts and passion-flowers that she was going to 
wear in the afternoon feel green, and yellow, and bilious in her 
anticipation of it, though it was quite new and a wonder. It 
made her remember her debts. It made her feel that she had not 
digested those icrevisses at supper. It niiido her fancy that her 
husband might not really go to Java or Jupiter. It was so sudden, 
so appalling, so bewildering, so'endless a question; and Lady Dolly 
only asked questions, she never answered them or waited for their 
answers. 

After all, what could she do with her ? She, a pretty woman 
and a wonderful flirt, who liked to dance to the very end of tho 
cotillon, and had as many lovers as she had pairs of slices. What 
could she do with a daughter just sixteen years old ? 

“ It makes one look so old! ” she had said to herself wretchedly, 
as she had bobbed and danced in tho waves. Lady Dolly was not 
old; she was not quite thirty-four, and she was as pretty as if she 
were seventeen, perhaps prettier; even when sCe was not “ done 
up,” and she did not need to do herself up very much just yet, really 
not much, considering,—well, considering so many things, that she 
never went to bed till daylight, that she never ate anything digest¬ 
ible, and' never drank anything wholesome, that she made her 
waist fifteen inches round, and destroyed her nerves with gambling, 
chloral, and many other things; considering these, and so many 
other reasons, besides Iho one supremo reason that everybody does 
it, and that ydu always look a fright if you don’t do it. 

The thought of her daughters impending arrival made Lady 
Dolly miserable. Telegrams were such horrible things. Before 
she had had time to realize the force of the impending catastrophe 
the electric wires had brought her tidings that the girl was actually 
on her way across tho sea, not to be stayed by any kind of means, 
and would be there by nightfall. Wightfell at Trouvillo! When 
Lady Dolly in ihe deftest of summer-evening toilettes would be 
just opening her pretty mouth for her first n^arsel of salmon and 
drop of Chablis, with the windows open and the moon rising on the 
sea, and the card-tables ready set, and the band playing within 
earshot, and the courtiers all around and at her orders, whether she 
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liKed to ^ out aod dance, or sttly at lionio for poker or chcmin- 
•de-fer. • 

“ What in the world shall I do with her, Jack ? ” she sighed to 
her chief counsellor. 

The chief counsellor opened his lips, answered, “ Marry her! ” 
then dosed them on a big cigar. 

“ Of course 1 One always marries girls; how stupid you arc! ” 
said I#dy Dolly peevishly. 

The counsellor smiled grimly, “ And then you will bo a grand¬ 
mother,” he said with a c/ucl relish : he had just paid a bill at a 
hric-drhrM shop for her and It h.ad left him uiiamiable. 

“ I suppose you think that witty,” said Lady Dolly with deli¬ 
cate contempt. “ Well, Hdldno there is a great-grandmother, and 
look at her 1 ” 

lldldne was a Prussian princess, married to a Russian minister: 
she was arrayed in white with a tender blending about it of all the 
blues in creation, from that of a summer sky to that of a lapis 
lazuli ring; she h.ad a quantity of fair curls, a bro.ad hat wreathed 
with white lilac and convolvulus, a complexion of cream, teeth of 
prearl, a luminous and innocent smile; she was talking at the top 
of her voice and munching chocolate; she had a circle of young 
men round her; she looked, perhaps, if you wished to bo ill-natured, 
eight and twenty. Yet a great-grandmother she was, and the 
“ Alrnanach de Gotha ” said so, and alas! ^aid her age. 

“ You won’t wear so well as Ildlenc. You don’t take care of 
yourself,” the counsellor retorted, with a puff of smoke between 
each sentence. 

“What! ” screamed Lady Dolly, so that her voice rose above 
the din of all the other voices, the sound of the waves, the click- 
clack of the high heels, and the noise of the band. Not take care 
of herself!—she!—who had every fashionable medicine that came 
out, and, except at Tfouville, never would be awakened for any 
earthly thing till one o’clock in the day. 

“ You don’t take c.aro of yourself,” ^aid the counsellor. “ No; 
you oat heaps of sweetmeats. Yon take too much tea, too inuch ice, 
too much soup, too much wine; too much everything. Yo u—— ” 

“ Oh ! if you mean to insult me and call me a drunkard——! ” 
said Lady Dolly very hotly, flushing up a little. 

“ You smoke quite awfully too much,” pursued her companion 
immovably. “ It hurts us, and can’t bo good for you. Indeed, all 
you women would be dead if you smoked right; you don’t smoke 
right; you send all your smoke out, chattering; it never gets into 
your mouth even, and so that saves you all; if you drew it in, as 
we do, you would be dead, all of you. Who was'the first woman 
that smoked, I ofteif wonder ? ” “ 

“ The idea of my not wearing as well as Helene,” pursued Lady 
Dolly, unable to forgot the insult. “Well, there are five and 
twenty years between us, thank goodness, and more I ” 
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“ I say you won’t,” said the ^sonnsellor, “ not if youlgo on as 
you do, screaming all night over those cards and takin^uarts of 
chloral because you can’t sleep. Why can’t you sleep ? 1 can.” 

“ All the lower animals sleep lilio tops,” said Jjady Dolly. 
“You seem to have been reading medical treatises, and thty 
haven’t agreed with you. Go and buy me a ‘ Petit Journal.’/’ 

'I’be counsellor went grumbling and obedient—a tall, good- 
looking, well-built, and very fail* Englishman, who had shot^very- 
thing that was shootahlo all over the known world. Lady Dolly 
smiled serenely on the person ^who glided to her elbow, and took 
the vacant place; a slender, pale, aftd graceful Frenchman, the 
Duo do Dinant of the vieille souche. 

“Dear old Jack gets rather a proscr,” she thought, and she 
began to plan a fishing picnic with her little Duke; a picnic at 
which eveiybody was to go barefooted, and dress like peasants— 
real common peasants, you know, of course,—and dredge, didn’t 
they call it, and poke about, and hunt for oysters. Lady Dolly 
had lovely feet, and could afford to uncover them; very few of 
her rivals could do so, a fact of which she took cruel advantage, 
and from which she derived exquisite satisfaction in clear shallows 
and rock pools. “ The donkeys! they’ve cramped themselves in 
tight boots! ” she said to herself, with the scorn of a superior mind. 
She always gave her miniature feet and arched insteps their natural 
play, and therein displayed a wisdom of which it must be honestly 
confessed, the rest of her career gave no glimpse. 

The counsellor bought the “ Petit Journal ” and a “ Figaro ” 
for himself, and came back; but she did not notice him at all. A 
few years before the neglect would have made him miserable; now 
it made him comfortable—such is the ingratitude of man. He sat 
down and read the “ Figaro ” with complacency, while she, under 
her sunshade, beamed on Gaston de Dinant, and on four or five 
others of his kind ; youngsters without youth, but, as a compen¬ 
sation for’ the loss, with a perfect knowledge of Judic’s last song, 
and Dumas’ last piece, of the last new card-room scandal, and the 
last drawing-room adultery; of everything that was coming out 
at the theatres, and of all that was of promise in the stables. They 
were not in the least amusing in themselves, but the chatter of the 
world has almost always an element of the amusing in it, because 
it ruins so many characters, and gossips and chuckles so merrily 
and so lightly over infamy, incest, or anything else that it thinks 
only fun, and deals with such impudent personalities. At any 
rate they amused Lady Dolly, and .her Duo de Dinant did more; 
they arranged the picnic,—without shoes, that was indispensable, 
without shoes, Hud in real peasant’s things, else there would be 
no joke—they settled their picnic, divorc^ half a dozen of their 
friends, conjectured about another half-dozen all those enormities 
which modem society would blush at in the Bible but, out of it, 
whispers and chuckles over very happily; speculated about tho 
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few unbajpy unknowns who had tfared to enter the magic precincts 
of tliese very dusty sands; wondered with whom the Prince of 
Wales would dine that night, and whose that new yawl was, that' 
had been standing olf since morning flying the B. Y. S. flag; and 
^nerally diverted one another so well, that beyond an occasional 
passing spasm of remembrance. Lady Dolly had forgotten her im¬ 
pending trial. 

“ J#think I will go in to breakfast,” she said at last, and got up. 
It was one o’clock, and the sun was getting hot; the anomonc-bed 
begiin to heave and be dispersed •,»up and down the planks the 
throng was thick still, the last bathers, peignoir-enwrapped, were 
sauntering up from the edge of the sea. The counsellor folded his 
“ Figaro,” and shut up his cigar-case; his was the useful but humble 
task to go home before* her and see that the Moselle was iced, the 
])rawns just netted, the strawberries just culled, and bhe cutlets 
duly frothing in their silver dish. The Due de Dinant sauntered 
by her with no wcigliticsr duty than to gaze gently down into her 
eyes, and buy a stephanotis or a knet of roses for her bosom when 
they passed tlie flower-baskets. 

“ What are they all looking at? ” said Lady Dolly to her escort 
suddenly. Bodies of the picturesque parti-coloured crowd were all 
streaming the same way, inland towards the sunny white houses, 
whose clo.sed green shutters were all so attractively suggestive of the 
shade and rest to be found within. But the heads of the crowd 
were turning back seaward, and their eyes and eyeglasses all gazed 
in the same direction. 

Was it at the Prince? Was it at the President? Was it the 
Channel fleet had hove in .sight ? or some swimmer drowning, or 
some porpoises, or what? No, it was a now arrival. A new arrival 
was no excitement at Trouville if it were somebody that everybody 
knew. Emperors were commonplace; ministers were nonentities; 
marshals were monotonous; princes were more nmnerou* than the 
poriwiscs; an<l groat dramatists, great_ singers, great actors, great 
orators, were all there as the very sands of the sea. But an arrival 
of somebody that nobody knew had a certain interest, if only as 
food for laughter. It seemed so queer that there should be such 
people, or that exi-sting, they should venture there. 

“ Who is it ? ” said Trouville, in one breath, and the women 
laughed, and the men stared, and both sexes turned round by 
common consent.. Something lovelier than anything there was 
coming through them as a sunbeam eomes through dust. Yet it 
wore nothing but brown hoHand! Brown holland at Trouville 
may be worn indeed, but it is brown holland t;ansflgured, subli¬ 
mated, canonised, borne, like Lady Dolly’s haptiste, into an apo¬ 
theosis of ecru IjTce and floss silk embroideries, and old point 
cravats, and buttons of repoussd work, or ancient smaito; brown 
holland raised to the empyrean, and no more discoverable to the 
ordinary naked eye than the original flesh, fish, or fowl lying at 
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the roof of a good cook’s mayorftiam is discernible to t^e unedu¬ 
cated palate. 

But this was brown holland naked and not ashamed, unadorned 
and barbaric, without any attempt at disguise of itself and looking 
wet and wrinkled from sea-water, and very brown indeed besiAj 
the fresh and ethereal costumes of the ladies gathered there, that 
looked like bubbles just blown in a thousand hues to float upon 
the breeze, 

“ Brown holland 1 good gracious! ” said Lady Dolly, putting up 
her eyeglass. She could not very well see the wearer of it; there 
were so many men between them; but she could see the wet, 
clinging, tumbled skirt which came in amongst the wonderful 
garments of the sacred place, and to make this worse there was au 
old Scotch plaid above the skirt, not worn, 'thrown on anyhow, as 
she said pathetically, long aftenvards. 

“ What a guy ! ” said Lady Dolly. 

“ W'hat a face! ” said the courtiers; but they said it under their 
breath, being wise in their generation, and praising no woman 
before another. 

But the brown holland came towards her, catching in the wind, 
and showing feet as jicrfect as her own. The brown holland 
stretched two hands out to her, and a voice cried aloud— 

“Mother! don’t you know me, mother? ” 

Lady Dolly gave a little sharp scream, then sstodd still. Her 
pretty face was very blank, her ro.'iy small mouth was parted in 
amaze and disgust. 

“ In that dbess ! ” she gasped, when the position became clear 
to her and her senses returned. 

But the brown holland was clinging in a wild and joyous kind 
of horrible, barbarous way all about her, as it seemed, and tlie 
old Scotch plaid was pressing itself against her hapliste skirts. 

“ Oh, mother! how lovely you are! Not changed in the very 
least! Don’t you know me. Oh dear! don’t you know me? I 
am Vere.” 

Lady Dolly was a sweet-tempered woman by nature, and only 
made fretful occasionally by maids’ contretemps, debts, husbands, 
and other disagreeable accompaniments of life. But, at this 
moment, she had no other sense than that of rage. She could 
have struck her sunshade furiously at all creation; she could have 
fainted, only the situation would have been rendered more ridi¬ 
culous still if she had, and that consciousness sustained her; the 
sands, and the planks, and the sea, and the sun, all went round her 
in a whirl of vfrath. She could hear all her lovers, and friends, 
and rivals, and enemies tittering; and Princess HelOne Olgarouski, 
who was at her shoiilder, said in the pleasantest way— 

I “Is that your little daughter, dear? Why, she is quite a 
wonran 1 A new beauty for Monseignour.” 

Lady Dolly could have slain her hundreds in that moment, had 
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her sxinsriade but been of steel, ffo be made ridiculous! There is 
no more disastrous destiny under the sun. 

». The brown holland had ceased to cling about her, finding itself’ 
repulsed ; th% Scotch plaid had fallen down on the plank; there 
■\»ere two brilliant and wistful eyes regarding her from above, and 
one hand stili stretched out shyly. 

“ I am Vere! ” said a voice iii which tears trembled and held a 
strug^ with pride. 

“ I see you are 1” said Lady Dolly with asperity. “What on 
earth made you come in this—thi^—indecent %vay for—without 
oven dressing! I expected you at night. Is that Fraulcin 
bchroder? She should bo ashamed of herself.” 

“ I see no shame, Mil.adi,” retorted in guttural tones an injured 
German, “ in that a loag-absont and much-loving daughter should 
bo breathless to flee to embrace the one to whom she owes her 
being- ” 

“ Hold your tongue! ” said Lady Dolly angrily. Fraulcin 
Schroder wore a green veil and bluft spectacles, and was not beau¬ 
tiful to the eye, and was grizzle-headed; and the friends and 
lovers, and courtiers, and enemies, were laughing uncontrollably, 

“ What an angel of loveliness 1 But a woman; quite a woman. 
She must bo twenty at least, my dear ? ” said Princess Helene, 
who always said the pleasantest thing she could think of at any 
time. 

“Vere is sixteen,” said Lady Dolly* sharply, much ruffied, 
seeing angrily that the girl’s head in its sunburnt sailor’s hat, bound 
with a black ribbon, was nearly a foot higher than her own, hung 
down, though it now wa.s, like a rose in the rain. 

There was a person coming up from his mile swim in the sea, 
with the burnous-like folds cast about him more gracefully than 
other men were able ever to cast theirs. 

“How do you manage to get so much grace out ofadqzon yards 
of bath towelling, Correze ? ” asked an Englishman who was with 
him. 

“ CTest mon mitier a moi d'etre poseur" said the other, para¬ 
phrasing the famous saying of Joseph the Second. 

“Ah, no,” said the Englishman, “you never Aoposer; that is 
tho secret of the charm of the thing. I feel like a fool in these 
spudilles and swathings; but you—^you look as if you had just 
come up from a sacred river of the East, and are worthy to sing 
strophes to a Nourmahal.” 

“Encore unefois — mon milier" said the other, casting some of 
the linen folds over his head, which was exceedingly handsome, 
and almost line for lino like the young Sebastian ol Del Sarto. At 
that moment he savf the little scene going on between Lady Dolly 
and her daughter, and watched it from a distance with much 
amusement. 

“ What an exquisite face that child has,-^that lovely tint like 
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the wild white rose, there is nothing like it. It makcii aJI the 
women with colour look vulgar,”.he said, after a proloif^cd gaze 
tirough a friend’s fioW-glass. “ \Vho is she, do you say V MilacH 
jDolly’s daughter? Is it i)os.siblc? I thought Miladi was made 
herself yesterday in Giroux’s shop, and was kept in a wadded has 
when her mechanism was not wound up. Surely, it is impossible 
Dolly can ever have stooped to such a homely unartificial thing as 
maternity. You must be mistafoi.” 

“ No. In remote ages she married a cousin. The white wild 
rose is the result.” *• 

“ A ebarmiug result. A child only, but an exquisite child. It 
is a pity wo are in this costume, or we would go and bo presented ; 
though Miladi would not be grateful, to judge by her face now. 
Poor little Dolly! It is hard to have a daughter—^and a daughter 
that comes'to Trouville in August.” 

Then he who was a figure of grace even in white towelling, and 
had a face like Saint Sebastian, handed the field-glass back to his 
friend, and went to his hotel to dress. 

Meanwhile Lady Dolly was saying irritably: “ Go homo to my 
house, Vore,—the Chfilet Ludoft'. Of course you ought to have gone 
there first; why didn’t you go there first and dress f None but an 
idiot would ever have allowed you to do it. The idea! Walk on, 
pray—and as quickly as you can.” 

“We went to the house, but they said you were'on the beach, 
and so, mother-” 

“ Pray don’t call mo mother in that way. It makes one feel 
like What’s-her-namo in the ‘Trovatore,'” said Lady Dolly, with a 
little laugh, that was very fretful. “ And be kind enough not to 
stand here and stare; everybody is listening." 

“What for should they not listen?” said Friiulcin Schroder 
stoutly. “ Can there ho in nature a sweeter, more soul-inspiring, 
and of-heavcn-always-blessed emotion than the outcoming of filial 
love and the spontaneous flow of-” 

“ Rubbish! ” said Lady Dolly. “ Vere, oblige me by walking 
in; I shall be with you in a moment at the house. You’ll find 
Jack there. You remember Jack ? ” ’ 

“ What an angel! any one would give her twenty years at least,*' 
said Princess llclJne again. “ But your German, in her blue 
glasses, she is a drolesse -” 

“ A vei'y clever woman; dreadfully blue and conscientious, and 
all that is intolerable; the old duchess found her for mo,” replied 
Lady Dolly, still half willing to faint, and half inclined to cry, and 
wholly in that,state of irritation which Fuseli was wont to say 
made swearing delicious. 

“ I always fancied—so stupid of me 1—^that’your Vere was quite 
a little child, always at the Sacr4 Coeur,” continued the Princess 
musingly, with her sweetest smile. 

“I wish to heaven we had a Saerd Coeur," said Lady DoUy 
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devoutly. “We wretched Enflish people have nothing half so 
sensible^ you know that, Hdliino, as well as I do. Vere is tall and 
"very like her poor father and the old Duke.” 

“But Vere—surely that is not the name of a girl?” 

“ It was her father’s. That was the old duchess’s doing too. 
Of course one will callher Vcr.a. Well, au revuir, ma tres c/iere, a 
ce soir.” 

‘With nods and becks and Tfreathed smiles,” and many good- 
days and pretty words, poor Lady Dolly got away from her 
IViends and her acquaintances, apd had the common luxury of 
hearing them all begin laughing again as soon as they imagined she 
had got out of earshot. Her yomig courtiers accompanied her, of 
course, but she dismissed them on the doorstep. 

“ 1 can't think of Anything but my child to-day! ” she said very 
charmingly. “So glad you think her nice-looking. When she is 

dressed, you know-” and she disappeared into her own house 

with the phrase unfinished, leaving all it suggested to her hearers. 

“Where’s Vere?” she said sharply to her counsellor, entering 
the breakfast-room, before the empty stove of which, from the 
sheer fireplace club-room habit of his race, that person stood 
smoking. 

“Clone to her room,” he answered. “You’ve made her cry. 
You were nasty, weren’t you ? ” 

“ I was Ifurious! You wouldn’t havq boon ? That vile drc.ss 1 
that abominable old woman 1 And kissing mo too—^me—on the 
beach! ” 

Her companion smiled gi'imly. 

“She couldn’t tell that one musn’t touch you when you’re 
‘done up.’ You didn’t do up so much throe years ago. She’ll 
soon learn, never fear." 

“You grow quite horribly rude. Jack.” 

He smoked serenely. 

“ And quite too odiously coarse.” 

He continued to smoke. 

She often abused him, but she could never do without him ; and 
he was aware of that. 

“ And what a height she is! and what her gorvns will cost 1 
and she must come out soon—and that horrid Hdlino 1 ” sobbed ' 
Lady Dolly, fairly bursting into tears. She had been so gay and 
comfortable at Trouville, and now it was all over.' What comlbrt 
could there be with a girl nearly six feet high, that looked twenty 
years old when she was sixteen, and who called her “ Mother 1 ” 

“ Don’t make a fuss,” said the counsellor from,the stove. “ Slie’s 
very handsome, awfully pretty, you’ll marry her in no time, and 
bo just as larky a^you were before. Don’t cry, there’s a dear little 
soul. Look here, the cutlets are getting cold, and there’s all these 
mullets steaming away for nothing. Come and eat, and the thing 
•won’t seem so terrible.” 
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Being versed in the ways of consolations, he opened a iottle of 
Moselle with an inviting rush of sound, and let the goldeft stream 
foam itself softly over a lump of ice in a glass. Lady Dolly looked 
up, dried her eyes, and sat down at the table. 

“ Vere must be hungry, surely,” she said, with a sudden re-« 
mcmbrance, twenty minutes later, eating her last morsel of a 
truffled timbale. 

The counsellor smiled grimly.* 

“ It’s rather late to think about that; I sent her her breakfast 
before you came in.” , 

“ Dear me! how very fatherly of you! ” 

The counsellor laughed. “ I feel like her father, I assure you.” 

Lady Dolly coloured, and lit a cigarette. She felt that she 
would not digest her breakfast. Henceforth there would be two 
bills to pay—the interest of them at any rate—at all the great 
tailors’ and milliners’ houses in Paris and London; she had an un¬ 
easy sense that to whirl in .and out the inaKOS of the cotillons, or 
smoke your cigarette on the smooth lawns of shooting-clubs, vis-&- 
vis with your own daughter, was a position, in the main, rather 
ridiculous; and she had still an uneasicr conviction that the girl in 
the brown holland would not be taught in a moment to compre¬ 
hend the necessity for the existence of Jack—^and the rest. 

“ That horrid old duchess! ” she murmured, sinking to sleep 
with the last atom of her cig.arotte crumbling itself dway on the 
open page of a French novel. For it was the duchess who had scut 
her Vere. 


CHAPTER n. 

Lady DonoTHT Vakderdecken, who was Lady Dolly to every¬ 
body, down to the very bdys that ran after her carriage in the 
streets, was the seventh daughter of a very poor peer, the Earl of 
Caterham, who was a clover politician; but always in a chronic 
state of financial embarrassment. Lady Dolly had made a very 
silly love-match with her own cousin, Vere Horliert, a younger son 
of her unelo the Duke of Mull and Cantire, when she was only 
seventeen, and he had just left Oxford and entered the Church, 
But Vere Ilcrbort had only lived long enough for her to begin to get 
very tired of his country parsonage in the wilds of the Devonshire 
moors, and to bo left before she was twenty with a miserable pit¬ 
tance for her portion, and a little daughter twelve months old to 
]dague her farther. Lady Dolly cried terribly fbr a fortnight, and 
thought she cried for love, when she only cried for worry. In 
another fortnight or so she had ceased to cry, had found out that 
crape brightened her pretty tea-rose skin, had discarded her baby 
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to the care of her aunt and mother-in-law, the old and austere 
I)uchea»of Mull, and had gone for her health with her own gay 
Jittle mother, the Countess of Oaterham, to the south of Franc* 
Ill the soutjii of France Lady Dolly forgot that she had ever cried 
^t all; and in a year’s time from the loss of Vere Herbert had 
married herself again to a Mr. Vanderdecken, an Englishman of 
Dutch extraction, a rich man, of no remarkable lineage, a financier, 
a contractor, a politician, a very Restless creature, always rushing 
about alone, and never asking any questions—which suited her. 
On the other hand it suited him to ally himself with a score of 
grc.at families, and obtain a lovely and high-born wife; it was 
one of those marriagc.s which everybody calls so sensible, so suit¬ 
able, so very nice 1 Quite unlike the marriage with poor Vere 
Herbert, which everybody had screamed at, as they had not mado 
up five hundred a year in income, or forty-five years in<Bge between 
them. 

Lady Dolly and Mr. Vanderdecken did not perhaps find it so 
jierfectly well assorted when thoy,had had a little use of it; slie 
thought him stingy, ho thought her frivolous, but they did not tell 
anybody else so, and so everybody always said that the marriage 
was very nice. They were always seen in the Bois and the Bark 
together, and always kept house together three months every spring 
in London; they went to country houses together, and certainly 
dined out tbgcthcr at least a dozen times every season: nothing 
could be nicer. Lady Dolly took care of that. 

Sho thought hun a great bore, a great screw; she never had 
enough money by half, and ho was sometimes very nasty about 
cheques. But he was not troublesome about anything else, and 
’.vas generally head over cars in some wonderful loan, or contract, 
or subsidy, which entailed distant journeys, and absorbed him 
entirely; so that, on the whole, she was content and enjoyed 
herself. 

This morning, however, she had gone down to the' shore not 
indeed fully anticipating such a blowws had fallen ui)on her, but 
ruflied, disgusted, and nervous, conscious that her daughter was 
travelling towards her, and furious with the person she termed a 
“ horrid old cat.” 

The old cat was the now dowager Duchess of Mull, who for 
fifteen years had kept safe in Northumbria the daughter of poor 
Vere, and now had hurled her like a cannon-ball at Lady Dolly’.s 
head in this hideous, abominable, unforeseen manner, straight on 
the sands of Trouville, in sigljt of that snake in angel’s guise, the 
Princcsse Helene Olgarouski 1 

Lady Dolly, who never would allow that Sho gave up her 
maternal rights, tl»ough she would never be bored with maternal 
responsibilities, had quarrelled for the nine-hundredth time (by 
post) with the Duchess of Mull; quarrelled desperately, impu¬ 
dently, irrevocably, quarrelled once too often; and the result of tho 
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quarrel had been the instant dcspaiteh of her daughter to Trouville, 
with the duchess’s declaration that she could struggle foiwthe soul 
fcf her poor son’s child no longer, and that come what would, she, 
consigned Vere to her mother then and for ever more. 

“ 'J'he horrid woman will bo howling for the child again in q 
w'eek’s time,” thought Lady Dolly, “ but she has done it to spits 
me, and I’ll keep the child to spite her. That’s only fair.” 

The duchess had taken her atf her w'ord, that was all; but^thon, 
indeed, there are few things more spiteful that one can do to any¬ 
body than to take them at their word. Lady Dolly had been 
perplexed, irritated, and very angry with herself for having written 
all that rubbish about suffering Irom the unnatural deprivation of 
her only child’s society; rubbish which had brought this stroke of 
retribution on her head. 

She had' pulled her blonde jierrttgue all awry in her vexation; 
she did not want that pernKjue at all, for her own hair was thick 
and pretty, but she covered it up and wore theperrujue because it 
was the fashion to do so. „ 

Lady Dolly had always been, and was very pretty: she had 
lovely large eyes, and the tiniest mouth, and a complexion which 
did not want all the pains she bestowed on it; when she had not 
the perruque on, she had dark silky hair all tumbled about over 
her eyebrows in a disarray that cost her maid two hours to com¬ 
pose ; and her eyebrows then)selves were drawn beautifully in two 
tine, dark, slender lines by a pencil that supplied the one defect of 
Nature. When she was seventeen, at the rectory, amongst the 
rosebuds on the lawn, she had been a rosebud herself; now she was 
a Dresden statuette; the statuette was the more finished and 
brilliant beauty of the tw'o, and never seemed the worse for wear. 
This is the advantage of artificial over natural loveliness; the latter 
will alter with health or feeling, the former never; it is always the 
same, unless you come in at its toilette, or see it when it is very ill. 

Lady Dolly this morning woke up prematurely from her sleep, 
and fancied she was in the old parsonage gardens on the lawn, 
amongst the roses in Devonshire, with poor Vero’s pale handsome 
face looking down so tenderly on hers. She felt a mist before her 
eyes, a tightness at her throat; a vague and worried jvain all ov'cr 
Her. “ It is the prawns! ” she said to herself, “ I will never smoko 
after prawns again.” 

She was all alone; the counsellor had gone to his schooner, 
other counsellors wore at their hotels, it was an hour when every¬ 
thing except Englishmen and dogs \\;ero indoors. She rose, shook 
her muslin breakfast-wrapper about her impatiently, and went to 
SCO her daughter.' 

“He used to be so fond of me, poor felkiwl” she thought. 
Such a pure fond passion then amongst the roses by the sea. It 
had all been very silly, and he had used to bore her dreadfully with 
Kcble, and his namesake, George of holy memory, and that old 
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proser Thomas ft-Kempis ; hut it had been a different thing to 
all thes# other loves. He lay in his grave there by the Atlantic 
,«mongst the Devon roses, and she had liad no memory of him fof 
many a yeas, and when-he had been alive, she had thought the 
•hurch and the old women, and the saints, and the flannel, and the 
choral services, and the matins- and vcsper-nonson.se, all so tiresome; 
but still he had loved her. Of course they all adored her now, heaps 
of th|m—but his love had been & different thing to theirs. And 
somehow Lady Dolly felt a tinge and twinge of shame. 

“ Poor Verc,” she murmured t(i herself tenderly j and so went 
to SCO his daughter, who had been ealled after him by that absurd 
old woman, the Duchess of Mull, with whom Lsidy Dolly in her 
dual relation of niece and daughter-in-law had alwivys waged a 
fierce undying war; a war in which she had now got the worst 
of it. 

“ M.ay I come in, dear ? ” she said at the bed- chamber door. 
She felt almost nervous. It was very absurd, but why would tho 
girl have her dead father’s eyes ? • 

Tho girl opened the door and stood silent. 

“ A beautiful creature. They are quite right,” thought Lady 
Dolly, now that her brain was no longer filled with the dreadful 
rumpled brown holland, and tho smiling face of Princess HelSn'e. 
'J'hc girl was in a white wrapper like her own, only without any lace, 
and any of the ribbons that adorned Lqdy Dolly at all jwints, as 
tassels a Homan honso at Carnival. Lady Dolly was too lovely 
herself, and also far too contented with herself to feel any jealousy; 
but she looked at her daughter critically, as she would have looked 
at a young untried actress on the boards of tho Odeon. “ Quito 
another style to me, that is fortunate,” she thought as she looked. 
“Like Vere—very—quite extraordinarily like Vere—only hand¬ 
somer still.” 

Then she kissed her daughter very prettily on both cheeks, and 
with effusion embraced her, much as she embraced Princess Hdleno 
or anybody else that she hated. 

“ You took mo by surprise to-day, love,” she said with a little 
accent of apology, “ and you know I do so detest scenes. Pray try 
and remember that.” 

“ Scenes ? ” said Vere. “ Please what are they ? ” 

“ Scenes ? ” said Lady Dolly, kissing her once more, and a littlo 
puzzled as everybody is, who is suddenly asked to define a familiar 
word. “Scenes? Well, dear mo, scenes are—scenes. Anything, 
you know, that makes a fuss, that looks silly, that sets people 
laughing; don’t you understand ? Anything done before people,' 
you know: it is vulgar.” 

“ I think I untJerstand,” said Vere Herbert. She was a very 
lovely girl, and despUe her height still looked a child. Her small 
head was perfectly poised on a slender neck, and her fiice, quite 
colourless, with a complexion like the leaf of a white rose, had perfect 
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features, straiglit, delicate, and noWe; her fair hair was cut square 
f ver her brows, and loosely knotted behind ; she had a beautiful 
serious mouth, not so small as her mother’s, and serene eyes, grey/ 
as night, contemplative, yet wistful. . 

She was calm and still. She hail cried as if her heart would 
break, but she would have died rather than let her mother guess it. 
She had been what the French call refoulee sur elle-metne; and the 
process is chilling. s. 

“Have you all you w.ant?” said Lady Dolly, casting a hasty 
glance round the room. “ You know 1 didn't expect you, dear; 
not in the least.” 

“ Surely my grandmother UToto V ” 

“ Your grandmother tclegraplied that you had started; just lik« 
her! Of course I wished to have you here,'and meant to do so, 
hut not all in a moment.” 

“ The horrid old woman will be howling for the child back 
again in three weeks’ time,” thought Lady Dolly once more. “ But 
she has done it to .sjiite me: the old cat! ” 

“ Are you sorry to come to me, love ? ” she said sweetly mean¬ 
while, drawing Vere down beside her on a couch. 

“ I was very glad,” answered Vere. 

Lady Dolly discreetly omitted to notice the past tense. “Ah, no 
doubt, very dear of you 1 It is three years since I saw you; for 
those few days at Buliuor hardly count. Buhner is ferribly dull, 
isn’t it ? ” 

“I suppose it is dull; I was not so. If grandmamma had not 
been so often-” 

“ Cross as two sticks, yon mean,” laughed Lady Dolly. “ Oh, I 
know her, my dear: the most disagreeable person that ever lived. 
The dear old duke was so nice and so handsome; but you haixlly 
remember him, of course. Your grandmamma is a cat, dear—a cat, 
positively a cat! We will not talk about her. And how she has 
ilresscd you 1 It is quite wicked to dre.ss a girl like that, it docs 
her taste so much harm. You arc very handsome, Vere.” 

“ Yes ? I am like my father, they say.” 

“Very.” 

Lady Dolly felt the mist over her eyes again, and this time 
knew it was not the prawns. She saw the sunny lawn in Devon, 
and the roses, and the little large-eyed child at her breast. Heavens 1 
what a long way away all that time seemed. 

She gazed intently at Vere with a musing .pathetic tenderness 
that moved the girl, and made her •tremble and glow, because at 
last this lovely mother of hers seemed to feel. Lady Dolly’s gaze 
grew graver and graver, more and more introspective. 

“ She is thinking of the past and of my ftther,” thought the 
girl tenderly, and her young heart swelled with reverent sympathy. 
She did not dare to break her mother’s silence. 

“ Vore 1" said Lady Dolly di-camily, at length, “ I am trying to 
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think what one can do to get ymi decent clothes. My maid must 
run up •omothing for you to wear by to-morrow. It is a pity to 
J:cep you shut up all this beautiful weather, and a little life will dif 
you good aft^r that prison at Bulmer. I am sure those three days 
i was last there I thought I should have yawned till I broke lay 
neck, I did indeed, dear. She would hardly lot me have breakfast 
in my own room, and she toould dine at six !—six ! But she wa.s 
ncver^like anybody else; when <?vcn the duke was alive she was 
the most obstin.ale, humdrum, nasty old scratch-cat in the county. 
Such ideas, too ! She was a sort yf Wesley in petticoats, and, by 
the way, her gowns rvero never long enough for her. But I was 
saying, dear, I will have Adrienne run up something for you 
directly. She is clever. I never let a maid maJee a dress. It is 
absurd. You might as well want llubiustein to make the violin ho 
plays on. If she is inferior, she will make you look a'dowdy. If 
sho is a really good maid she will not make, she will arrange, what 
your tailor has made, and perfect it—nothing more. But still, for 
you, Adrienne will go out of her way for once. Sho shall combine 
a few little things, and sho can get a girl to sow them for her. 
Something to go out in they really must manage for to-morrow. 
You shall have brown holland if you are so fond of it, dear, but yo\i 
shall see what brown holland can look like with Adrienne.” 

Vero sat silent. 

“ By-tho*-by,” said her mother vivaciouslj’^, " didn’t you bring a 
maid? Positively, not a maid? ” 

“ Grandmama sent Keziah: sho lias always done very well 
for me.” 

“Keziah 1 ” echoed Lady Dolly with a shudder. “How exactly 
it is like your grandmother to give you a woman called Keziah ! 
That horrible Friiulcin ouo might dismiss too, don’t you think ? 
You are old enough to do without her, and you shall have a nice 
French maid; Adrienne will soon find one.” 

The girl’s eyes dilated with fear. 

“ Oh! pray do not send away the Fraulein 1 Wo are now in 
the conic sections.” 

“ The what ? ” said Lady Dolly. 

“ I mean I could not go on in science or mathematics without 
her, and besides, sho is so good.” 

”Mathematics 1 science! why, what can you want to make 
yourself hateful for, like a Girton College guy ? ” 

“ I want to know things; pray do not send away the Frauleiu.” 

Lady Dolly, who was at hpart very good-natured when her own 
comfort was not too much interfered with, patted her check and 
laughed. 

“ What should^you want to know?—know how to dress, how 
to curtsey, how to look your best; that is all you want to know. 
Believe me, men will ask nothing more of you. As for your 
hideous Schroder, I think her the most odious person inexistence, 
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except your grandmother. But if ier blue spectacles comfort you, 
keep her at present. Of course you will want somebody t%be with 
you a good deal: I can’t be; and I suppose you’ll have to stay^ 
with me now. You may be seen hero a little, and wherever I go' 
in autumn ; then you can come out in Paris in the winter, and b^ 
presented next spring. I shall do it to spite your grandmother, 
who has behaved disgracefully to mo—disgracefully! I believe 
she’d be capable of coming up t« London to present you herself, 
though she’s never set foot there for fifteen years! ” 

Verc was silent. 

“ What do you like best ? ” %ald her mother suddenly. Some¬ 
thing in the girl worried her: she could not have said what it was. 

Vere lifted her great eyes dreamily. 

“ Greek,” she answered. 

“ Greeks a horse ? a pony? a dog ?” 

“ A language,” said Vere. 

“ Of course Greek is a language; I know that,” said her mother 
irritably. " But of course T thopght you meant something natural, 
sensible; some pot of some kind. And what do you like best after 
that, pray ?” 

“ Music—Greek is like music.” 

“ Oh dear me 1 ” sighed Lady Dolly. 

“ I can ride; I am fond of riding,” added Vere; “ and I can 
shoot, and row, and sail, and steer a boat. 'I’he keepers taught me.” 

“ Well, that sort of thing goes do’ivn rather, now that they walk 
with the guns, though Pm quite sure men wish them anywhere all 
the while,” said Lady Dolly, somewhat vaguely. “ Only you must 
bo masculine with it, and slangy, and you don’t seem to me to bo 
that in the least. Do you know, Vere—it is a horrible thing to 
say—but I am dreadfully afraid you will be just the old-fashioned, 
prudish, open-air, touch-me-not Englishwoman I I am indeed. 
Now you know that won’t answer anywhere, nowadays.” 

“ Answer—what?” 

“ Don’t take my words up like that, it is rude. I mean, you 
know, that kind of style is gone out altogether, pleases nobody; 
men hate it. 'Pho only women that please nowadays are Kussians 
and Americans. Why? Because in their totally different ways 
they neither of them care one fig what they do if only it please 
them to do it. They are all chic, you know. Now you haven’t a 
bit of chic ; you look like a creature out of Bume Jones’s things, 
don’t you know, only more—more—religious-looking. You really 
look as if you were studying your Bible every minute; it is most 
extraordinary!” * 

“ Her father imuld read mo Keble and Kempis before she was 
bom,” thought Lady Dolly angrily, her wrath rising against the 
dead man for the psychological inconsistencies in her daughter; 
a daughter she would have been a milUon times better without at 
any time. 
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“Well, then, my love,” sh% said suddenly; “you shall ride 
and youdian swim j that will ccrbunly help you better than your 
Greek and your conic sessions, whatever they may bo; they sound 
«ko something about magistrates, perhaps they have taught you 
law ns well ?" 

“ May I swim here ? ” asked Vere. 

“ Of course; it’s the tiling to do. Can you dive ?’ 

“ Oh yes! I am used to the laater,” 

“Very well, then, But wait; you can’t have any bathing- 
dress?” 

“ Yes. I brought it. 'Would yoft wish to see it ? Keziah— 

Keziah was bidden to seek for and bring out the bathing-di'css, 
and after a little delay did so. 

Lady Dolly looked. Gradually an expression of horror, such as 
is depicted on the faces of those who are supposed to. «co ghosts, 
spread itself over her countenance and seemed to change it to stone. 

“ That thing! ” she gasped. 

What she saw was the long indjgo-coloured linen gown—high 
to tho throat and down to the feet—of the uneducated British 
hather, whoso mind has not been opened by tho sweetness and 
light of continental shores. 

“ That thing! ” gasped Lady Dolly. 

“What is the matter with it?” said Vere, timidly and per¬ 
plexed. ■ . 

“ Matter ? It is indecent 1 ” 

“ Indecent ? ” Vere coloured all over the white rose-leaf beauty 
of her face. 

“Indecent,” reiterated Lady Dolly. “If it isn’t worse I Good 
gracious! It must have been worn at tho deluge. The very 
children would stone you! Of course I knew you couldn’t have 
any decent dress. You shall have one like mine made to-morrow, 
and then you can kick about as you like. Blue and white or blue 
and pink. You .shall seo mine.” 

She rang, and sent one of her makis for one of her bathing 
costumes, whicli were many and of all hues. 

Vere looked at the brilliant object when it arrived, puzzled and 
troubled hy it. She could not understand it. It appeared to be 
cut off at the shoulders and the knees. 

“It is like what tho circus-riders wear,” she said, with a dcci'-- 
breath. 

“Well, it is, now you name it,” said Lady Dolly amused. 

" You shall have one to-morrow.” 

Vere’s face crimsoned. 

“But what covers one’s legs and arms?” 

“Nothing 1 whaWa little silly you are! I suppose you have- 
nothing the matter with them, have you? no mark, or twist, or 
anything? I don’t remember any when you were little. You 
were thought an extraordinarily well-made baby.” 


0 
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Might one then go naked pAvided only one had no mark or 
twist? Vere wondered, and wondered at the world into^hioh she 
had strayed. _ , » 

“I would never wear a costume like that,” sh® said quictiv 
after a little pause. 

“ You will wear what I tell you,” said her sweet little mother 
sharply; “and for goodness’ sake, child, don’t be a prude whatever 
you are. Prudes belong to No^’s Ark, like your bathing-gown.” 

Vere was silent. 

“ Is Mr. Vanderdecken htye ? ” she asked at length, to change 
the theme, and, finding her mother did not speak again, who, in¬ 
deed, was busy, thinking what her clothes were likely to cost, and 
also whether she would arrange a marriage for her with the young 
Duo de Tambour, son of the Prince do'Chambrde. The best 
alliance slie could think of at the minute—but then the p)Oor child 
had no dot. 

“Mr. Vanderdecken?” said Lady Dolly waking to fact. “Oh, 
he is on the sea going somewl«3re. lie is always going somewhere; 
it is Java or Japan, or Jupiter; something with a J. Ho makes 
his money in that sort of way, you know. I never understand it 
myself. AVhenever peoidc want money he goes, and he makes it 
because the people he goes to haven’t got any; isn’t it (juccr? 
Come here. Do you know, Vere, you are very pretty? You will 
bo very handsome. Kiss me again, dear.” ' 

Vere did so, learning, by a kind of intuition, that she must 
touch her mother without injuring the artistic work of the maids 
and the “ little secrets.” Then she stood silent .and passive. 

“ She is an xmcomfortable girl,” thought Lady Dolly once more. 
“ And, detir me, so like poor Vere! What a tall creature you are 
getting 1 ” she said aloud. “ You will be married in another year.” 

“ Oh no 1 ” said Vere with a glance of alarm. 

“ You unnatural child 1 How on earth would you like to live 
if you don’t want to be married ? ” 

“ With the Friiulein in the country.” 

“ All your life 1 And die an old maid ? ” 

“ I should not mind.” 

Lady Dolly laughed, but it was with a sort of shock and 
shudder, as an orthodox jxsrson Laughs when they hear what is 
amusing but irreverent. 

“ Why do you say such things ? ” she said impatiently. “ They 
are nonsense, and you doh’t mean them.” 

" I mean them—quite.” . 

“ NonsensoJ ’’ said Lady Dolly, who never discussed with any¬ 
body, finding asseveration answer all purposes very much better; 
as, indeed, it does in most cases. “ Well, gobd-bye, my love; you 
want to rest, and you can’t go out till you have something to we<ar, 
and I have an immense deal to do. Good-bye; you are very 
pretty I ” 
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“Who was that gentleman ksaw?” asked Vere, as her mother 
-ose and Jfissed her once more on her silky fair hair, “Is he any 
relation of papa’s ? He was very kind.” 

Lady Dolly coloured ever so little. 

“Oh! thSt’s Jack. Surely you remember seeing Jack three 
^cars ago at Homburg, when you came out to moot me there ? ” 

“ Is he a relation of ours ? ” 

“ No; not a relation exactly; 6nly a friend." 

“ Xnd has he no name but Jack ? ” 

“Of course. Don’t say silly things. He is Lord Jura, Lord 
Shetland’s son. He is in the Guards. A very old acquaintance, 
dear—recollects you as a baby.” 

“ A friend of my father’s, then ? ” 

“Well, no, dear, not quite. Not quite so far back as that. 
Certainly he may have fogged for poor Vere at Eton perhaps, but I 
doubt it. Good-bye, darling. I will send you Adrienne. You 
may put yourself in her hands blindly. She has perfect taste.” 

Then Lady Dolly opened the doer, and escaped. 

Vere Herbert was left to herself. She was not tired; she was 
strong and healthful, for all the white rose paleness of her fair 
skin; and a fovclvo hours’ tossing on the sea, and a day or two’s 
rumbling on the rail, had no power to fatigue her. Her grand¬ 
mother, though a humdrum and a cat, according to Lady Dolly, 
liad sundry oVl-fashiouod notions from whiph the girl had benefited 
both in body and mind, and the fresh strong air of Buhner Chase— 
a breezy old forest place on the Northumberland seashore, where 
the morose old duchess found a dower house to her taste—had 
braced her physically, as study and the absence of any sort of 
excitement had done mentally, and made her as unlike her mother 
as anything female could have been. The Duchess of Mull was 
miserly, cross-tempered, and old-fashioned in her ways and in her 
prejudices, but she was an upright woman, a gentlewoman, and no 
fool, as she would say herself. She had been harsh with the girlj 
but she had loved her and been just to her, and Vere had spent her 
life at Buhner Chase not unhappily, varied only by an occasional 
visit to Lady Dolly, who had always seemed to the child something 
too bright and fair to be mortal, and to have an enchanted exist¬ 
ence, where caramels and cosaques rained^ and music was always 
heard, and the sun shone all day long. 

She was all alone. The Fraulein was asleep in the next room. 
The maid did not come. 'The girl kneeled down by the window- 
scat and looked out through qpc of the chinks of the blinds. It 
was late afternoon by the sun; the human butterflies were be¬ 
ginning to come out again. Looking up and down she saw the 
whole sunshiny coast, and the dancing water that was boisterous 
enough to be pretty and to swell the canvas of the yachts standing 
off the shore. 

“How bright it all looks 1” she thought, with a little sigh; 



20 Moms. 

the salt fresh smell did her good, and Dulraer, amidst its slowly 
budding woods and dreary moors, and long dark winter^ had been 
anything but bright. Yet she felt very unhappy and lonely. Her 
mother seemed a great deal farther away than she had done 
Vorc had sat dreaming about her on the side of the rohgh heathereci/ 
hills, with the herons calling across from one marshy pool to another. 

She leaned against the green blind and ceased to see the sea and 
the sky, the beach and the butterflies, for a little while, her tears 
were so full under her lashes, and she did her best to keep them 
back. She was full of pain because her mother did not care for 
her; but, indeed, why should she care? said Verc to herself; they 
had be(m so little together. 

She looked, almost without seeing it at first, at the picture 
underneath her; the stream, which gradually swelled and grew 
larger, of'beautifully dressed fairy-like women, whose laughter 
every now and then echoed up to her. It was one unbroken 
current of harmonious colour, rolled out like a brilliant riband on 
the fawn-coloured sand against the asure sea. 

“ And have they all nothing to do but to enjoy themselves ? ” 
thought Vere. It seemed so. If Black Caro were anywhere at 
Trouville, as it was everywhere else in the world, it took pains to 
wear a face like the rest and read its “ Figaro.” 

She heard the door underneath unclose, and from underneath 
the green verandah she,saw her mother saunter oute Three other 
ladies wore with her and half a dozen men. They were talking 
and laughing all at once, no one waiting to be listened to or seem¬ 
ing to expect it; they walked across the beach and sat down. 
They put up gorgeous sunshades and outspread huge fans: they 
were all twitter, laughter, colour, mirth. 

All this going to and fro of gay people, the patter of feet and 
flutter of petticoats, am^ed the girl to watch almost as much as 
if she had been amidst it. There were such a .sparkle of sea, such 
a radiance of sunshine, such a rainbow of colour, that though it would 
liave composed ill for a landscape, it made a pretty panorama. 

Vere watched it, conjecturing in a youthful fanciful ignorant 
way all kinds of things about the persons who seemed so happy 
there. When she had gazed for about twenty minutes, making 
her eyes 'ache and getting tired, one of them especially attracted 
her attention by the way in which people all turned after him as 
he passed, and the delight that his greeting appeared to cause those 
with whom he lingered. He was a man of such remarkable 
personal beauty that this alone njight have been reason enough 
for the eager welcome of the listless ladies; but there was even a 
greater charm in his perfect grace of movement and vivacity and 
airy ease: he stayed little time with any one; but wherever he 
loitered a moment appeared to be the centre of all smiles. She 
did not know that he was her admirer of the noonday, who had 
looked at her as he had sauntered along in his bathing shroud and 
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!>i3 wliite shoos; hut she watchM the easy graceful attitudes of 
him with^torest as he cast liimsclf down on the sand, leaning on 
IjS elbow, by a group of fair women. 

“ Can yowtell me who that gentleman is?” she asked of her 
mother’s head-maid, the inimitable Adrienne. 

Adrienne looked and smiled. 

“ Oh I that is M. de Correze.” ^ 

“ Correze! ” Vere’s eyes opened in a blaze of eager wonder, 
and the colour rose in her pale cheeks. “Correze! Are you sure?” 

“ But yes: 1 am quite .sure,” laughed Adrienne. “ Docs made¬ 
moiselle feel emotion at the sight of him? She is only like all 
■others of her sex. Ah ! le hem Correze! ” 

“ I have never heard him sing,” said Vero, very low, as if she 
spoke of some religious thing; “ but I would give, anything, 
anything, to do so. And the music he comixises himself is 
beautiful. There is one ‘ Messe de Minuit-’ ” 

“ Mademoiselle will hear him often enough when she is once 
in the world,” said Adrienne, good-naturedly. “ Ah! when she 
shall see him in ‘ Faust ’ that will bo an era in her life. But it 
is not his singing that makes the great ladies rave of him; it is 
his charm. Oh, pJi iUre humour! ” 

And Adrienne quite sighed with dc.spair, and then laughed. 

Vero colo,iircd a little; Keziah did not discoursa about men 
being love-pillItres. 

“Measure me for my clothes; I am tired,” she said with a 
childish coldness and dignity, turning away from the window. 

“ I am entirely at mademoiselle’s service,” said Adrienne with 
answering dignity. “ Whoever has had the honour to clothe made¬ 
moiselle has been strangely neglectful of her highest interests.” 

“My clothes my highest interest 1 I never think about them 1 ” 

“ That is very sad. They are really barbaric. If mademoiselle 
could behold herself-” 

“ They are useful,” said Vero coldly; “ that is all that is 
necessary.” 

Adrienne was respectfully silent, but she shuddered as if she 
had heard a blasphemy. She could not comprehend how the young 
barbarian could have been brought up by a duchess. Adrienne 
had never been to Bulmer, and had never seen Her Grace of Mull, 
with her silver spectacle;!, her leather boots, her tweed clothes, her 
farm-ledgers, her studbooks, and her ever-open Bible. 

“ Measure mo quickly,” said Vere. She had lowered the green 
jalousies, and Avould not look eut any more. Yet she felt happier. 
She missed dark, old, misty Buhner with its oak-woods by the 
ocean; yet this little gay room, with its pretty cretonne, cream- 
floured, with pale pink roses, its gilded mirrors, its rose china, 
its white muslin, was certainly brighter and sunnier, and who 
could toll but what her mother would grow to love her some day? 

At nine o’clock Lady Dolly, considering herself a martyr to 
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maternity, ran into the little roonf'where Vere was at tea with heir 
governess; Lady Dolly was arrayed for the evening sautifie at the 
(Jasino, and was in great haste to bo gone. - 

“Have you everything you like, darling?” she asked, pullitg 
on her pcarl-hued Crispins, “ Did you have a nice little dinner ?' 
Yes? Quito sure? Has Adrienne been to you? An excellent 
creature; perfect taste. Dear me, what a pity !—you might have 
come and jumped about to-nightf'if you had had only something to 
wear. Of course you like dancing ? ” 

“ I dislike it very much ” , 

“ Dear me 1 Ah well 1 you won’t say so after a cotillon or two. 
You shall have a cotillon that Zouroff leads: there is nobody better. 
Good night, my sweet Vera. Mind, I shall always call you Vera. 
It sounds so Russian and nice, and is much prettier than Vere.” 

“ I do not think so, mother, and I am not Russian.” 

“ You are very contradictory and opinionated; much too opin¬ 
ionated for a girl. It is horrid in a girl to have opinions. Friiulein, 
how could you lot her have opinions ? Good night, dear. I shall 
hardly see you to-morrow, if at all. Wo shall be cruising about 
in Jack’s yacht, and we shall start very early. The Grand Duchess 
will go out with us. She is great fun, only she docs get in such a 
rage when she loses at play, that it is horrible to see. So sorry 
you must be shut up, my poor Vera ! ” 

“ May I not go out just for a walk ? ” 

“ Well, I don’t know—yes, really, I think you might; if it’s 
very early, mind and you keep out of everybody’s sight. Pray 
take care not a soul sees you.” 

“Is not this better, then?” murmured the offender, glancing 
down on a white serge frock, which she had put on in the hope 
that it might please. It was a simple braided dress with a plain 
silver belt, and was really unobjectionable. 

Lady Dolly scanned the garment with a critical air and a parti 
pris. Certainly it might have done for the morrow’s yachting, but 
then she did not want the wearer of it on the yacht. The girl 
would have to be everywhere very soon, of course, but Lady Dolly 
put off the evil day as long as she could. 

“ It is the cut,” she said, dropping her glass with a sigh. “ It 
can’t be Morgan’s ? ” 

“Who is Morgan?” asked the child, so benighted that she had 
not even heard of the great Worth of nautical costume. 

“ Morgan is the only creature possible for serge,” sighed Lady 
Dolly. “You don’t seem to understand, darling. Material is nothing. 
Make is everything. Look at our camelot and percale gowns that 
Worth sends us; and look at the satins and velvets of a iourgeoise 
from Aroieres or a wine-merchant’s wife from“Clapham ! Oh, my 
dear child I cut your gown out of your dog’s towel or your horses* 
cloths if you like, but mind Who cuts it: that is the one golden 
rule I • But good-night, my sweetest. Sleep well.” 
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Lady Dolly brushed her da<(ghter’s cheek with the diamond 
end of hertcarring, and took herself off in a maze of pale yellow and 
doqi) scarlet as mysteriously and perfectly blended as the sunset' 
colours of an Italian night. 

, “ She is really very pretty,” she said to her counsellor as ho put 
her cloak round her and pocketed her fan. “ Really, very hand¬ 
some, like Burne Jones’s things and all that, don’t you know.” 

“ A long sight prettier and hoatthier than any of ’em,” said the 
counsellor, lighting his cigar; for he had small respect for the High 
Art of his period. 

They went forth into the moonlight night to the Casino, and 
left Vere to the sleep into which she sobbed herself like a child as 
she still was, soothed at last by the sound of the incoming tide and 
the muttering of the good Fraulein’s prayers. 


CHAPTER m. 

Verb was awoke at five o’clock by tumultuous laughter, gay shrill 
outcries, and a sudden smell of cigar smoke. It was her mother 
returning home. Doors banged; then all grew still. Vere got up, 
looked at the sea and remembered that permission to go out had 
been given her. . 

In another hour she was abroad in tho soft cool sunshine of 
early morning, the channel before her, and behind her tho stout 
form of Northumbrian Keziah. 

Trouvilain, ac somebody has wittily called it, is not lovol}^ 
Were it not so celebrated, undoubtedly it would be called common¬ 
place ; but, in tho very first light of morning, every spot on earth, 
escq)t a manufacturing city, has some loveliness, and Trouvilain at 
daybreak had some for Vere. There were yachts with slender trim 
lines beautiful against the clear sky. There wore here and there 
lirovision boats pulling out with sailorS in dark blue jerseys, and 
red capped. There were fleecy white clouds, and there were cool 
sands; cool now, if soon they would be no better than powder and 
dust. Along the poor planks that are the treadmill of fashion, 
Verc’s buoyant young feet bore her with swiftness and pleasure till 
she reach^ tho Comiche des Roches Noires and got out into the 
charming green country. 

She glanced at the water and longed to run into the shallows 
and wade and spread her limbs out, and float and swim, beating 
the sea with her slender arms and rosy toes as she had done most 
mornings in the cold, wind-swept, steel-grey northern tides of her 
old homo. 

But her bathing-costume had boon forbidden, had even been 
carried away in bitter contempt by one of the French maids, and 
never would she go into the sea in this public place in one of those 
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sleeveless, legless, cirous-ridcr’s tuhics: no, never, she said to hor- 
jself; and her resolves were apt to be very resolute oncsf^ ller old 
guardian at Bulmer Chase had ahvaj's said to her: "Never 
‘no’ rashly, nor ‘yes’ either; but when you have said thel^ 
stand to them as a soldier todiis guns.” • 

She did not at all know’ her way, but she had thought if she 
kept along by the w’atcr she would some time or other surely get 
out of the sight of all those gay Wises, which, shut as all their per¬ 
siennes were, and invisible as were all their occupants, yet had fashion 
and frivolity so plainly written on their coquettish awnings, their 
balconies, their doorways, their red geraniums and golden calceo¬ 
larias blazing before their blinds. At five o’clock there was nobody 
tp trouble her certainly; yet within sight of all those windows she 
had felt as if she were still before the staring eyes and eyeglasses of 
the cruel crowd of that tcmble yesterday. 

She went on quickly with the elastic step which had been used 
to cover so easily mile after mile of the heathored moors of Bulmer, 
and the firm yellow sands by the northern ocean. Before the cloud¬ 
less sun of the August daybreak was much above the waters of the 
east with the smoke of the first steamer from llavro towering grey 
and dark against the radiant, rose of the sky, Vere had left 
Trouvillc, and its sleeping beauties and yawning dandies in their 
bods, far behind her, and was nearly a third of the way to Villcrvillc. 
She did not know anything at all about Locamus jil^, Jules David, 
Challamol, and Figaro with his cabin, who had made Villerville 
famous, but she went onward because the sea was blue, the sand 
was yellow, the air was sweet and wholesome, and the solitude was 
complete. 

Her spirits rose ; light, and air, and liberty of movement were 
necessary to her, for, in the old woods and on the rough moors of 
Bulmer, her grandmother had let her roam as she chose, on foot or 
on her pony. It had been a stem rule in other things, but as re¬ 
garded air and exercise she had enjoyed the most perfect freedom. 

“ Arc you tired, Keziah ? ” she cried at last, noticing that the 
patient waiting-woman lagged behind. The stout Northumbrian 
admitted that she was. She had never been so in her life befoife ; 
but that frightful sea journey from Southampton had left her 
stomach ‘orkard.’ 

Verc was touched to compunction. 

‘‘ You poor creature 1 and I brought you out without your 
breakfast, and we have walked—oh! ever so many miles,” she 
said in poignant self-reproach. "Keziah, look here, tjiere is a 
nice smooth stone. Sit oown on it and rest, and I will run about. 
Yes; do not make any Ejection; sit down.” 

Keziah, who adored her very shadow as it%ll on sward or sand, 
demurred faintly, but the flesh was weak, and the good woman 
dropped down on the stone with a heavy thud, as tf a sack falling 
to earth, and sat there in plaid -shawl and homespun gown, with 
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'her hands on her knees, the hoiftely sober figure that had seemed 
to Lady l5611y to have come out of the ark like the indigo bathing- 
djA?s. 

^Vero left ther on that madreporic throne, and strayed onward 
'•Itersclf along by the edge of the sea. 

On one side of her was a dark bistion of rock, above that, out 
of sight, were green pastures and j;olden corn fields; on the other 
was the Channel, placid, sunny, very unlike the surging turbulent 
gigantic waves of her old home. 

“ Can you ever be rough? Can you ever look like salt water ? ” 
she said with a little contempt to it, not knowing anything about 
the appalling chopping seas and formidable swell of the Channel 
which the boldest mariners detest more than all the grand furies 
of Baltic or Atlantic. But it was bright blue water fretted with 
little curls of foam, and the low waves rolled up lazily, and lapped 
the sand at her feet; and she felt happy and playful, as was 
natural to her age; and that she 'was quite alone mattered nothing 
to her, for she had never had any "young companions, and never 
played except with the dogs. 

She wandered about, and ran here and there, and found some 
sandpipers’ empty nests, and gathered some gorse and stuck it in 
the riband of her old sailor’s hat, and was gay and careless, and 
sang little soft low songs to herself, as the swallows sing when 
they sit on tire roof in midsummer. She had taken off her hat, 
the wind lifted the weighty gold of her straight cut hair, and blew 
the old brown holland skirt away from her slender ankles. She 
began to look longingly at the water, spreading away from her so 
far and so far, and lying in delicious little cool shallows amongst 
the stones. She could not bathe, but she thought she might wade 
and paddle. She took off her shoes and stockings, and waded in. 
The rock pools were rather deep, and the 'u^ater rose above her 
ankles; those pretty roses, and lilacs, and feathery hyacinths of 
the sea that science calls actinia, uncurled their tufts of feathers, 
and spread out their starry crowns, and lifted their tiny bells around 
her; broad riband weeds floated, crabs waddled, little live shells 
sailed here and there, and all manner of aiga, brown and red, were 
curling about the big stones. She was in jiaradise. 

She had been reared on the edge of the sea—the cold dark 
stern sea of the north, indeed, but still the sea. This was only a 
quiet sunny nook of the French coast of the Clrannel, but it was 
charming from the silence, the sunshine, and the sweet liberty of 
the waters. She thought she was miles away from every one, and 
therefore was duly obeying her mother’s sole command. There 
was not even a sail in sight; quite far off was a cloud of dark 
boats, which wore tl?c fishing cobles of Honfleur; there was nothing 
else near, nothing but a score of gulls, spreading their white wings, 
and diving to catch the fish as they rose. 

She waded on and on; filling an old creel with seaweeds and 
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seasliens, for she was no more tha* a child in a great many things. 
The anemones she would not take, because she had n%(means of 
‘keeping them in comfort. She contented herself with stand^ 
nearly knee deep, and gazing down on all their glories seen thro<^ 
the glass of the still, sparkling water. She sjwang from stone tjf 
stone, from pool to pool, forgetting Kcziah seated on her rock. 
Neither did she see a pretty little dingey that was fastened to a 
stake amongst the boulders. ' 

The air was perfectly still; there was only one sound, that 
of the incoming tide running up and rippling over the pebbles. 

Suddenly a voice from the waves, as it seemed, began to chaunt 
paits of the Iloquiem of Mozart. It was a voice pure as a lark’s, 
rich as an organ’s swell, tender as love’s first embrace, marvellously 
melodious, in a word, that rarity which the earth is seldom blessed 
enough to hear from more than one mortal throat in any century: 
it was a perfectly bcaiitifiiJ tenor voice. 

Vere tvas standing in the water, struck dumb and motionless; 
her eyes dilated, she scarcely breathed, every fibre of her being, 
everything in her, body and soul, seemed to listen. She did not 
once wonder whence it came; the surpassing beauty and melody of 
it held her too entranced. 

Whether it were in the air, in the water, in the sky, she never 
asked—one would have seemed as natural to her as the other. 

From the h’cquiem .it passed with scarce a pauoC to the im¬ 
passioned songs of Gounod’s Romeo. Whatever the future may 
say of Gounod, this it will never be able to deny, that he is the 
supreme master of the utterances of Love. The passionate music 
rose into the air, bursting upon the silence and into the sunlight, 
and seeming to pierce the very heavens, then sinking low and 
sweet and soft as any lover’s sigh of joy; breaking off at last 
abruptly and leaving nothing but the murmur of the sea. 

'The girl drew a great breathless cry, as if something beautiful 
were dead, and stood quite still, her figure mirrored in the shallows. 

The singer came round from the projecting ledge of the brown 
cliffs, uncovered his head and bowed low, with aiwlogy for un¬ 
witting intrusion on her solitude. 

It was he whom Adrienne had called le philtre d’amour. 

Then the girl, who had been in heaven, dropped to earth ; and 
remembered her wet and naked feet, and glanced down on them 
with shame, and coloured as rosy-red as the sea-flowers in the 
pool. 

She throw an eager glance over the sands. Alas 1 she had 
forgotten her siloes and stockings, and the place where they h.ad 
been knew theih no mdre—the waves had rippled over them and 
were tossing them, heaven could tell how near ..or far away. 

The “sad leaden humanity,” which drags us all to earth, 
brought her from the trance pf ecstasy to the very humblest prose 
of shame and need. 
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“ I have lost them ” she murmured ; and then felt herself grow 
from rose scarlet, as the singer stood on the other side of the 
pool gazing at her and seeing her dilemma with amusement. 

Your shoes and stockings, mademoiselle ? ” 

^ lie was so* used to seeing pretty nude feet at Trouvillc that it 
was impossible for him to measure the awful character of the 
calamity in the eyes of Vcro. 

“Yes, I took them off; and ISiever dreamt that any one was- 
here.” 

“ Perhaps you have only forgotten where you put them. Let 
we have the honour to look for yoiur lost treasures.” 

Vere stood in her shallow, amongst the riband weed, with her 
head hung down, and the colour burning in her face. All her 
pride, of which she had much, could not avail her here. She was 
nervously ashamed and unhappy. 

The new-comer searched ardently and indefatigahly, le.aving no 
nook of rock or little deposit of sea-waterunexaminod. He waded 
in many places, and turned over the iveed in all, but it was in vain. 
The sea was many an inch deeper over the shore than when she 
had first come, and her shoes and hose were doubtless drifting 
loo.so \ipon the waves : there tvas no trace of them. 

Unconscious of this tragedy enacting, Keziah sat in the calm 
distance, a grey and brown figure, facing the horizon. 

Vere stood«all the while motionless; thg sweet singing seeming 
still to throb and thrill through the air around, and the sunny 
daylight seeming to go round her in an amber mist, through which 
she only saw her own two naked feet, still covered in some sort 
with the water and the weeds. 

“ They are gone, mademoiselle 1 ” said the singer, coming to 
her with eyes that ho made most tender and persuasive. They 
were beautiful cye.s, that lent themselves with willingness to this 
familiar office. 

“ They must have been washed away by the tide; it is coming 
higher each moment. Indeed, you musfnot remain where you aro 
or you will be surrounded very soon, and carried off yourself. 
These channel tides arc treacherous and uncertain.” 

“I will go to my maid,” murmured Vere, with a fawn-like 
spring from her stones to others, forgetting in her shame to even 
thank him for his services. 

“ To that admirable person enthroned yonder ? ” said the singer 
of the songs. “ But, mademoiselle, there is the deep sea between 
you and her already. Look 1 ” 

Indeed, so rapidly ha.d the tide run in, and the waters swelled 
up, that she was divided from her attendant by a‘broad sheet (>{ 
blue shadows. Keziah, tired and sleepy from her journeyings, was 
nodding unconsciously on her throne of rooks. 

“And she will be drowned!” said Vere with a piercing cry,, 
and she began wadirg knee-deep into tha sea before her companion 
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knew what ske was about. In a'moment ho had caught her and 
lifted her back on to the firm sand. 

“ Your good woman is in no danger, but you cannot reach her 
BO, and you will only risk your own life, mademoifiplle,” Lo.iafid 
gently. “ There is nothing to be alarmed about. Shout to ym#' 
attendant to take the path up the cliffs—perhaps she would not 
understand me—and we will take this road ; so we shall meet on 
the top of this table-land that is now above our heads. That 
is all. Shout loudly to her.” 

Vero was trembling, but she obeyed—she bad learned the too 
oft-furgotlau art of obedience at Jlnlmcr Chase, and she sbouted 
loudly till she aroused Kcxiah, who awoke, rubbing her eyes, and 
dreaming, no doubt, that she was in the servants’ hall at Buhner. 

When she understood what had hapjiened and what she was 
bidden to tio, the stout north countrywoman tucked u]) her petti¬ 
coats, and began to climb up the steep path with a will, ome 
assured that her young mistress was out of all danger. The free of 
the cliff soon hid her figure from sight, and Vere felt her heart sink 
strangely. 

But she had no time to reflect, for the stranger ]ropelled her 
gently towards the ■worn ridge in the rocks near them, a path 
which the fisher-people had made in coming up and dorvn. 

“ Let us mount quickly, mademoiselle. I did not notice myself 
that the tide was so hi,:^. Alas 1 I fear the rocks ■MU hurt your 
foot. When wo reach the first ledge you must wind some grass 
round them. Come ! ” 

Vere began to climb. The stones, and the sand, and the rough 
dry weeds cut her feet terribly, but these did not hurt her so much 
as the idea that he saw herw'ithout shoes and stockings. Beaching 
a ledge of stone ho bade her sit down, and tore up some broad 
grasses and brought them to her. 

“ Bind those about your feet,” he said kindly, and turned his 
back to her. “ Ah! why will you mind so much ? Madame, 
your lovely mother, dances about so for two or thi'oc hours in the 
water-carnival every noonday! ” 

“ Uo you know my mother ? ” said Vere, lifting her face, very 
hot and troubled from winding the gi-ass about her solos and 
insteps. 

“ 1 have had that honour for many years in Paris. You will 
have heard of mo, perhaps. I am a singer.” 

Vere, for the first time,, looked in his face, and saw that it was 
the face whoso beauty had attracted her in the sunlight on the 
shore, and whqm Adrienne had called the philtre (Pamour. 

“ It was you who were singing, then ? ” she said timidly, and 
thinking how beautiful and how wonderful h(?was, this groat artist, 
who stood before her clothed in white, with the sun shining in his 
luminous eyes. 

“ Yes. 1 came hero to bathe and to swim, and then run over 
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some of the scores of a new oiiera^tSat we shall have in Paris this 
winter, of^mbroiso Thomas’s. One cannot study in peace for ton 
minutes in Trouville. You love music, mademoiselle ? Oh 1 you 
no jl no t speak : one always knows.” 

I' never 'went to any opera,” said Vere under her breath, 
resuming her climb up the rock. 

“ Never! May I sing to you then in the first opera you hear! 
Take care; tliis path is steep, tt) not look back; and catch at 
the piles where the guindeaitx hang. You need fear nothing. I 
am behind you.” 

Vere climbed on in silence : the thick kinds of grass protected 
ner feet in a measure, yet it was hard and rough work. Young 
and strong though she was, she was glad when they reached the 
short grass on the head of the cliffs and sank down on it, field-fares 
and several, birds of all kinds wbeeling around her in the grey 
clear air. 

“ You are not faint?” he asked anxiously. 

“ Oh no 1 Only tired.” 

“ Will you rest here ten minutes, and I will come back to you ? ” 

“If you wish me.” 

lie smiled at the childish docility of the answer and left her, 
whilst she leaned down on the turf of the table-land, and gazed at 
the sea far down below, and at the horizon where many a wluto 
sail shone, and hero and there streamed tho„dark trail of a.stoaroer’s 
smoko. She had forgotten Keziah for the moment; she was only 
licaring in memory those wonderful tonei>, clear as a lark’s song, 
rich as an organ’s swell, ringing over the waters in the silence. 

In less than ten minutes ho wa.s back at her side with a pair of 
little new wooden shoos in his hand. 

“I thought these might save you from the stones and dii.st a 
little, Mademoiselle Herbert,” he said, “and it is impossible to 
procure any better kind in this village. Will you try them ? ” 

She was grateful; the little shoes were a child's size, and fittod 
as if they had been the glass slipper of Cinderella. 

“You arc very good,” she said timidly. “And how can you 
tell what my name is ?” 

“ I witnessed your arrival yesterday. Besides, who has not 
heard of lovely Madame Dolly’s daughter?” 

Vere was silent. She vaguely wondered why her mother was 
called Dolly by all men whatever. 

Suddenly, with a pang of conscience, she remembered Kcziab, 
and sprang up on her migU. Correze divined her impulse and her 
thought. 

“ Your good woman is quite safe,” ho said; “ the peasants have 
seen her on the top»of the rocks, but she seems to have taken a 
wrong path, and so it may be half an lio.ur before wo overtake her. 
But do not be afraid or anxious. I will see you safely homeward.” 

Vere grew very pale. 
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" But mother made me promise to see no one.” 

“Why?" 

“ Because my dress is all wrong. And poor Keziah!—oh, how 
frightened she will be 1 ” . , - . 

“Not very. We shall soon overtake her. Or, better still,,I 
will send a lad after her while we rest a little. Como and see my 
village, if you can walk in your sabots. It is a village that 1 have 
discovered, so I have the rightJi of Selldik, Come, if you are not 
too tired. Brava! ” 

He cried “brava! ” bocatiso she walked so well in her woodem 
shoes; and ho saw that to jilease him she was overcoming the 
timidity which the solitude of her situation awoke in her. 

“ How can she bo the daughter of that little impudent fine 
mouche t ” he thought. 

Vere w*as shy but brave. Lady Dolly and her sisterhood were 
audacious but cow’ardly. 

lie led her across the broad hard head of the cliffs, mottled 
black and grey where the roebbroke through the grass, and thence 
across a sort of rambling down with low furze-bushes growing on 
if, farther by a cart-track, where cart-wheels had cut deep into the 
soil, to a little cluster of houses, lying sheltered froth the sea winds 
by the broad bluff of the cliffs which rose above them, and gathered 
under the shelter of apple and cherry trees, with one great walnut 
growing in the midst. . ' 

It was a poor little village enough, with a smell of tar from the 
fishing-nets and sails spread out to dry, and shingle roofs held 
down with stones, and little dusky close-shut pigeon-holes for 
windows: but, in the memory of Vere for over afterwards, that 
little village seemed even as Arcadia. 

He had two wooden chairs brought out, and a wooden table, and 
set them under the cherry-trees, all reddened then with fruit. He 
had a wooden bowl of milk, and honey, and brown bread, and 
clierries, brought out too. There were lavender and a few homely 
stocks and wallflowers grotving in the poor soil about the fences of 
tlie houses; bees hummed and swallows cleft the air. 

“ You are thirsty and hungry, I am sure,” he said, and Vere. 
who had not learned to be ashamed of such things, said with a 
smile, “ I am.” 

He had reassured her as to Keziah, after whom he had sent a 
fishcr-boy. That the fisher-boy would ever find Keziah ho did not 
in the least see any reason to believe; but he, did not see any 
reason cither why he should toll Vere so, to make her anxious and 
flisturbed. The girl had such a lovely face, and her innocence and 
seriousness pleased him. ■ 

“ Are you sure the boy will soon find my'woman ? ” she asked 
him wistfully. 

“ Quite sure,” he answered. “ Ho saw her himself a little while 
ago on the top of the cliff yonder. Do not be dismayed about that. 
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and find some apixstite for this hSmely fare. I have made requisi¬ 
tions like%iy Prussian, but the result is poorer than I hoped it 
mi^t be. Try some cherries." 

Jfclt^cherrics were ‘fine biggaroons, scarlet and white, and Vere 
♦as still a child. She drank her milk and ate them with keen 
relish. The morning was growing warm as the sun clomb higher 
in the heavens. She took off her hat, and the wind lifted the thick 
hair falling over her forehead; exertion and excitement had brought 
a flush of colour in her checks; the light and shade of the walnut 
leaves was above her head; little curly-headed children peeped 
behind the furze fence and the swoetbriar hedge; white-capped old 
women looked on, nodding and smiling ; the sea was out of sight, 
but the sound and the scent of it came there. 

“ It is an idyl,” thought her companion; idyls were mot in his 
life, which was one of unending triumphs, passions, and festivals, 
dizzily mingled in a world which adored him. Meanwhile it pleased 
him, if only by force of novelty, and no incident on earth could 
ever have found him unready. • 

“You love mu.sic?” he cried to her. “Ah! now if we were 
but in Italy in,that dark little cottage there would be sure to be a 
dtitarm, and I would give you a serenade to your cherries ; perhaps 
without one—why not, if you like it ? But first. Mademoiselle 
Herbert, I ought to tell you who 1 am.” 

“ Oh 1 I know,” said Vere, and lifted, h6r soft eyes to him with 
a cherry against her lip,s. 

“ Indeed ? ” 

“ Yes, I saw you on the plage yesterday, and Adrienne told me. 
You arc Oorrezo.” 

She said the name tenderly and reverently, for his fame had 
reached her in her childlmod, and she had often thought to herself, 
“If only I could hoar Correze once 1 ” 

He smiled caressingly. 

“lam glad that you cared to ask. .Yes, I am CorrSzo, that is 
certain; and perhaps Correze would be the name of a greater artist 
if the world had not spoilt him—your mamma’s world, mademoi¬ 
selle. Well, my life is very happy, and very gay and glad, and 
after all the fame of the singer can never be but a breath, a sound 
through a reed. When our lips are once shut there is on us for 
ever eternal silence. Who can remember a summer-breeze when 
it has passed by, or tell in any aftertime how a laugh or a sigh 
sounded ? ” 

His face grew for the moment sad and overcast—that beautiful 
face which had fascinated the eyes of the girl as it had done the 
gaze of multitudes in burning nights of enthusiasm from Neva to 
Tagus, from Danube to Seine. 

Vere looked at Mm and did not speak. The gaze of Correze had 
a magic for all women, and she vaguely felt that magic as she met 
those eyes that were the eyes of Borneo and of Faust. 
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“ What a lovely life it inus(> be, your life,” she said timidly. 
“ It must be like a perpetual poem, I think.” 

Corrdze smiled. 

“ An artist’s life is far off what you fancy it, I fear; but jc^t at 
the least it is full of colour and of change. I am in the'snows ^f 
Kussia one day, in the suns of Madrid another. I know the life of 
the palaces, I have known the life of the poor. When I forget the 
latter may heaven forget mo! ‘Some day when we are older friends, 
Mademoiselle Herbert, I will tell you my story.” 

“ Tell me now,” said Vere softly, with her gaze beginning to 
grow intent and eager under the halo of her hair, and letting her 
cherries lie unheeded on her lap. 

Corrdze laughed. 

“ Oh, you will be disappointed. I have not much of one, ami 
it is no secret. I am llaphacl de Correzo; I am the Marquis do 
Corr6/.e if it wore of any use to be so; but I prefer to bo Corrize the 
singer. It is much simpler, and yet much more uncommon. Thcro 
are so many marquises, so few tenors. My race was great amongst 
the old noblesse do Savoie, but it was beggared in the Terror, and 
their lands wore confiscated and most of tlieir lives were taken. I 
was born in a cabin; my grandfather had been bom in a c.astlo; it 
did not matter. He was a philosopher and a scholar, and ho had 
taken to the mountains and loved them. My father married a 
peasant girl, and lived as simply as a shepherd. My mother died 
early. I ran about barefoot and saw to the goats. We were on 
the Valais side of the Pennine Alps. I used to drive the gaats up 
higher, higher, higher, as the summer drew on, and the grass was 
eaten down. In the winter an old priest, who lived with us, and 
my father, when he had leisure, taught me. We were very poor 
and often hungry, but they were happy times. I think of them 
when I go across the Alps wrapped up in iny black sables that tho 
Empress of I’ussia has given me. I think 1 was warmer in the old 
days with the snow ten feet deep all around! Can you understand 
that snow may be warmot than sables ? Yes ? Well, there is little 
to tell. One day, when it was summer, and travellers were coming 
up into the Pennine valleys, some one heard me sing, and said my 
voice was a fortune. I was singing to myself and tho goats among 
the gentian, tho beautiful blue gentian—you know it ? No, you 
do not know it, unless you have roamed the Alps in May. Other 
persons came after him and said the same thing, and wanted me to 
go with them; but I would not leave my father. Who could stack 
wood for him, and out paths through the snow, and rake up the 
chestnuts and store them ? I did all that. I would not go. When 
I was fifteen lie died. ‘ Do not ferget you are tho last Marquis do 
Correze,’ he said to me with his last breath. Ho had never for¬ 
gotten it, and he had lived and died in tho shadow of the Alps an 
honest man and a gentleman in his mountain hut. I passed the 
winter in great pain and trouble: it had been in the autumn that 
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lie had died. I could not resolve whether it would disjiVa'o him 
in his grav»under the snow that a Corrfize should bo a singer; yet 
a singer I longed to be. With the spring I said to myself that after 
all isii^^uld be as loyal a gentleman as a singer as a soldier; why 
ivt? jhrose up and walked down to the bottom of our ravine, 
where twice a week the diligences for Paris run ; I found one going 
on the road; I went by it, and went on and on until I entered Paris. 
Ah! that entry into Paris of the bojf with an artist’s ambition and 
a child’s faith in destiny! Why have they never written a poem 
on it ? Once in Paris my path was easy ; my voice made me friends. 
I went to Italy, I studied, I was heard, I returned to my dear Paris 
and triumphed. Well, I have been happy ever since. It is very 
much to sayand yet sometimes I long for the old winter nights, 
roasting the chestnuts, with the wall of snow outside! ” . 

Vera had listened with eloquent dim eyes, and a fast beating 
heart; her cherries lying still uneaten on her lap. She gave a little 
quiet sigh as his voice ceased. 

“ You feel so about it because your father is dead,” she said 
very low, under her breath. “ If he wore here to know all your 
triumphs-- ” 

Correze bent down and touched her hand, as it hung forward 
over her knee, with his lips. It was a mere habitual action of 
graceful courtesy with him, but it gave the child a strange thrill. 
Slic had neverVon those tender easy ceremonies of the South. He 
saw that he had troubled her, and was sorry. 

“ Eat your cherries. Mademoiselle Herbert, and I will sing you 
a song,” ho said gaily, dropping a cherry into his own mouth, and 
he began to hum in his perfect melodious notes odds and ends of 
some of the greatest music of the world. 

Then he sang with a voice only raised to one tenth of its power, 
tlic last song of Eernando, his lips scarcely parting as he sang, and 
his eyes looking aw.ay to the yellow gorso and tte sheep-cropped 
grass, and the drifting clouds; giving to,the air and sea what ho 
often refused to princes. 

For the great tenor Correze was a prince himself in his caprices. 

The j)erfcct melody that held multitudes enthralled, and moved 
whole cities to ecstasies, that dissolved queens in tears and made 
women weep like little children, was heard on the still sunny 
silence of the cliffs with only a few babies tumbling in the sandy 
grass, and an old woman or two sitting spinning at her door. Down 
in gay Trouville all his worshippers could not woo from him a note; 
the entreaties that were commands found him obdurate and left 
him indifferent; and he sapg hero to the lark thrit was singing 
over his head, because a girl of sixteen had lost her shoes and 
stockings, and he wislfcd to console her. 

When once the voice loft his lips he sang on, much as the lark 
did, softly and almost unconsciously; the old familiar melodies fol¬ 
lowing one another unbidden, as in his childhood he had used to 
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siug to the goats with the flush of- the Alpine roses about his feet, 
and the snow above his head. ‘ 

The lark dropped, as though owning itself vanquished, into the 
hollow, where its consort’s lowly nest was made. Corrdj®,a«hsed 
suddenly to sing, and looked at his companion. Vere was crying; 

“ Ah! my beautiful angel! ” said an old peasant woman to 
him, standing close against thq furze fence to listen; " do you come 
out of paradise to tell us wo are not quite forgot there ? ” 

Vere said nothing; she only turned on him her great soft eyes 
whilst the tears were falling unchecked down her cheeks. 

“ Mademoiselle,” said Corrfize, “ I have had flattery in my time, 
and more than has been good for me; but who ever gave me such 
sweet flattery as yours ? ” 

“Flattery!” murmured Vere. “I did not mean—oh! how 
can you say that? The woman is right—^it is as if it came from 
the angels! ” 

“ By a servant of angels most unworthy, then,” said Correze, 
with a smile and a sigh. “As for the woman—good mother, here 
is a gold piece that carries Paradise in it; or, at least men think so. 
But I am afraid, myself, that by the time we have found the gold 
pieces we have most of us forgotten the way to Paradise.” 

Vere was silent. She was still very pale; the tears stood on 
her lashes as the rain stands on the fringes of the dark passion¬ 
flower after a storm, " 

“ Tell me your name, my angel,” said the old woman, with her 
hand on the coin. 

“ Raphael.” 

“ 1 will pray to St. Raphael for you; if indeed you be not he ? ” 

" Nay; I am not he. Pray always, good soul; it is pleasant 
■ ;• think that some one prays for us. Those cries cannot all be 
tet.” 

“ Have you none to love you?” said the old woman. “ That is 
odd, for you are beautiful.” 

“ I have many to love me—in a way. But none to pray that 
I know of—that is another affair. Mother, did you see that lark 
that sang on against me, and dropped to its nest at last ? ” 

“ I saw it.” 

“ Then have a heed that the boys do not stone, and the trappers 
not it.” 

“ I will. What is your fancy ? ” 

“ It is a little brother.” 

The peasant woman did not understand, but she nodded three 
imos. “ The lark shall be safe as a king in his court. The plot 
.e is in is mine. When you want a thing ^y to women you wish 
it—you do not want to say anything else.” 

Corr6ze laiighcd, and pulled down a rose from behind the sweet- 
briar. He held it out to Vere. 

“ If there were only a single rose here and there upon earth, men 
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and women would pass thoir years on their knees before its beauty. 
I wonder ^nietiines if human ingratitude for beauty over hurls 
God V One might fancy even Deity wounded by neglected gifts. 
Wlmt do you say ? ” 

^ lavender and some sea-pinks, and wound 
them together with the rose. 

“ When the fools throw me flowers they hurt me; it is bar¬ 
barous,” he said. “To throw lauitl has more sense; there is a 
bitter smell in it, and it carries a sound allegory ; but flowers!— 
flowers thrown in the dust, and dying in the gas-glare! The little 
live birds thrown at Carnival are only one shade worse. Ah 1 here 
is the lad that I sent to find your waiting-woman.” 

The rose, the song, the magical charm seemed all dissolved 
before Vere as by the speaking of some disenchanter’s ,spell: the 
hardness and fearfulness of prosaic fact faced her. 

The fisher-lad explained that he had been miles in search of the 
good woman, but he had not found her. Men ho had lately met 
had told him they had seen such a figure running hard back to the 
town. 

“ What shall I do ? ” she murmured aloud. “ I have been for¬ 
getting all the trouble that I have been to you. Show mo the way 
hack—only that—I can find it—can go alone. Indeed I can, 
M. dc Corr^ze.” 

“ Indeed, y6u will do nothing of the kind,” said CorrSze. “ Your 
woman is quite safe, you see, so you need fear nothing for her. No 
doubt she thinks you have gone that way home. Mademoiselle 
llcrhcrt, if you will listen to mo, you will not distress yourself, but 
let me take you in my little boat that is down there to Trouville. 
It is impossible that you should walk in those wooden shoes, and 
carriage or even cart there is none here. Come, it is half-past nine 
only now. The sun is still temperate; the sea is smooth. Come, 
1 will row you home in an hour.” 

" But I have been such a trouble to you.” 

“ May I never have worse burdens! 

“ And my mother will be so angry.” 

“ Will she ? Madame Dolly, a mother and angry! I cannot 
picture it; and I thought I know her in every phase. My child 
do not bo so troubled about nothing. We will drift hack slowly 
and pdeasantly, and you shall he in your mother’s house Wore 
noon strikes. And every one knows mo. That is one of the uses 
of notoriety; it has many drawbacks, so it need have some com¬ 
pensations. Come. I rowed myself out here. I studied music a 
year in Venice when I was'a lad, and learned rowing on the Lido 
from the fruit-girls. Come.” 

She did not resist fhuch more; she thought that he must know 
best. With the grey lavender and the rose at her throat, slie went 
away from under the cherry trees; the old woman in her blue 
gown gave them her blessing; the lark left his nest and began to 
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sing again; the sunny bouv was over, the black steepJiead of the 
, cliffs was soon between them and the little hamlet. 

They walked down by an easier way to the shore. TJic little 
boat was rocking on a high tide. 

“Can you steer?” said CorrSzo. 

“ Oh yes,” said Vere, who was learned in all sailing and bo.';t- 
ing, after a childhood passed by the rough grey waters of an iron 
coa.st. 

lie took the oars, and she the ropes. The sea was smooth, and 
there was no wind, not even a ruffle in the air; the boat glided 
slowly and evenly along. 

lie talked and laughed, he amused and beguiled her; be told 
her stories, now and then he sang low sweet snatches of Venetian 
boat-songS' and rowing chaunts of the Lombard lakes and of the 
llivicra gulfs and bays; the sun was still cool; the sea looked blue 
to her eyes which had never beheld the Mediterranean. There 
were many craft in sight, pleasure and fishing vessels, and farther 
away large ships; but nothing drew near them save one old coble 
going in to Etretat from the night’s dredging. It was an enchanted 
voy'age to Vere, as the hamlet on the cliffs, and the homely lavender, 
and the cabbage rose, had been all enchanted things. She was in 
a dream. She wondered if she were really living. As she had 
never read but great and noble books, she thought vaguely of the 
Faerie Queen and of tho'Fata Morgana. And through the sunlight 
against the sea, she saw as in a golden halo the beautiful brilliant 
dreamy face of CorrSze. 

At last the voyage was done. 

The little boat grated against the sands of Trouvillc, and 
against the side of a yacht’s gig waiting there with snwrt sailors 
in white jcnscys and scarlet caps, with “Bphemeris” in large blue 
letters woven on their shirts. 

It was still early, earlier than it was usual for the fashionable 
idleness of the place to bo upon the shore; and Correze had 
hoired to run his boat in on land unnoticed. But, as the cranki¬ 
ness of fate would have it, several people had been wakened before 
'their usual hour. The yachts of a great channel race, after having 
been all night out towards the open ocean, had hove in sight on 
their homeward tack, and were objects of interest, as heavy bets 
were on them. Corrfize, to bis annoyance, saw several skiffs and 
canoes already out upon the wkter round him, and several poppy- 
coloured and turquoiso-colbured stripes adorning the bodies of 
human beings, and moving to and fro, some on the sand, some in 
the surf, some in the deeper sea. 

There was no help for it, ho saw, but to run the boat in, and 
trust to chance to take his companion unnoticed across the few 
hundred yards that separated the shore from the little house of 
Lady Dolly. 

But chance chose otherwise. 
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As lie steered through the still'shallow water, and ran tlio boat 
up on theMnd, there were some human figures, like gaily painted 
pegtops, immediately swarming down towards him, and amongst' 
thejn Jjady Dolly herself; Lady Dolly with a penthouse-like erec¬ 
tion of'^traw above her head to keep the sun off, and her body 
tightly encased in black and yellow stripes, till she looked like a 
wasp—if a wasp had ever possessed snowy arms quite bare and bare 
white legs. * 

Correze gave his hand to Vere to alight, and she set her little 
wooden shoos njion the dusty shore, and did not look uji. The 
golden clouds seeiurd all about her still, and she was wondering 
what she could ever say to him to thank him enough for all his 
care. 

A peal of shrill laughter pierced her ear and broke hgr musing. 

“ CorrSze, what nymph or naiad have you found ? A mermaid 
in sabots ! Oh ! oh ! oh I’* 

The laughter pealed and shrieked, as fashionable ladies’ laughter 
will, more often than is pretty; and “then, through the laughter she 
heard her mother’s voice. , 

“Ah—^ha! Con-eze! So this is why you steal away from 
supper when the daylight comes? ” 

Gorrize, surrounded by the swarming and parti-coloured pegtops, 
lifted his head, comprehended the situation, and bowed to the ground. 

“I have nad the honour and hapiiinres, madame, to bo of a 
slight service to Mademoiselle Herbert.” 

Tlic group of pegtops was composed of Lady Dolly, the Prin- 
cesse Helene, a Piincess Zephine, three other Ldie.s, and several 
gentlemen, just come to the edge of the sea to bathe. 

Vere gave one amazed glance at her mother and blushed scarlet. 
The glance and the blush were not for the shame of her own 
misdoing; they were for the shame of her mother’s attire. Vere, 
who had been overwhelmed with confusion at the loss of her shoes, 
was very far from comprehending the state of feeling which adopts 
a fashionable swimming costume as perfect propriety, and skips 
about in the surf hand in hand with a male swimmer, the cynosure 
of five hundred eyeglasses and lorgnons. 

She had seen the bathing-dress indeed, but though she had 
perceived that it was legless and armless, she had imagined that 
something must be worn with it to supplement those deficiencies, 
and she had not in any way reckoned the full enormity of it as it 
had hung limp over the back of a chair. 

But on her mother I 

As the group of living' human pegtops swarmed, before her on 
the edge of the sea, and she realised that it was actually her 
mother, actually her dead father’s wife, who was before her, with 
those black and yellow stripes for all her covering, Vere felt her 
chocks and brow bum all over as with fire. They thought she was 
blushing with shame at herself, but she was blushing for shame for 
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them, and those tight-drawn rainbow-coloured stripes that showed 
.every line of the form more than the kilted skirts and sfcmt rass of 
the fisher-girls ever showed theirs. If it were right to come down 
to dance about in the water with half a dozen men aroijjiiJiow 
could that which she had done herself be so very wrong ? The sea 
and the sands and the shy seemed to go round with her. She was 
only conscious of the anger spai^sling from her mother's eyes; she 
did not heed the tittering and the teasing with which the other 
ladies surrounded her companion. 

“ Vere! ”—Lady Dolly for the moment said nothing more. She 
stood blankly staring at her daughter, at the sunburnt hat, the 
tumbled hair, the wooden shoes; and at the figure of Correzo 
against the sun. 

“ You-'-with Corrtee! ” she cried at length; and Correze, 
studying her pretty little face, thought how evil pretty women 
could sometimes look. 

“ Mademoiselle Herbert had lost her maid, and her road, and 
her shoes,” he hastened to say with his most charming ^ace; “ I 
have been happy enough to hoof a little—too little—service to her. 
The fault was none of hors, but all of the tide; and, save the loss 
of the shoes, there is no mischief done.” 

“M. Correze has wasted his morning for mo, and has been 
so very kind,” said Vere. Her voice was very low, but it was 
steady. She did not tliink she had done any wrong, but she felt 
bewildered, and was not quite sure. 

Her mother laughed very irritably. 

“CorrSzo is always too kind, and always a preux chevalier. 
What on earth have you been doing, darling ? and where are your 
women? and however could you be so quite toodieadfiiily foolish? 

I suppose yon think life is like Alice in Wonderland ? Jack, .see 
her home, will you ? and join us at the yacht and lock her uj) in 
her room, and the. German with her. How good of you, dear 
Corrtec, to bore yourself \wth a troublesome child! If it w'ere any¬ 
body else except you who had come ashore like this with my Vera 
1 should feel really too anxious and angry. But, with you-” 

“ Madame I I am too fortunate 1 If you deem me to he of any 
use, however, let me claim as a guerdon, permission to attend 
mademoiselle your daughter to her home.” 

“Jack, see her home, pray. Do you hear me?” said Liidy 
Dolly again, sharply. “No—not you, CorrSze—you are quite too 
charming to be trusted. Jack’s like an old woman.” 

The Brincesso Hdldne smiled at the Princess Zephine. 

If old women arc thirty years old, handsome in a fair bold 
breezy fashion, and six feet three in heighk then was Lord Jura 
like them. He had come ashore from the “ Ephemeris,” and was 
the only one of the party decently clad. 

“Why should she go home ?” muttered Jura, “why may she 
not come with us—oh V ” 
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“ Out of th6 question,” said Lady Dolly, very sharply. 

He wasi»a silent man; he said nothing now; he strode off 
silently to Vere’s side, lifting his straw hat a little, in sign of his 
accep^vice of his devoir. 

• Vere made an inclination to her mother and the other ladies, 
with the somewhat stately deference that had been imposed on her 
at Bulmer Chaso, and began to move toward the Chdiet Ludoff, 
whose green blinds and gilded scrdll balconies were visible in the 
distance. Corrdze bowed very low with his own matchless grace 
and ease, and began to follow them. 

“ No ; not you, Correze; I cannot permit it. You are too fasci¬ 
nating—infinitely too fascinating—to play chaperon,” cried Lady 
Dolly once more. “ Vera, when you get home go to your room, 
and stay there till I come. You have had enough liberty to-day, 
and have abused it shamefully.” 

Having screamed that admonition on the air, Lady Dolly turned 
to her friends the feminine pegtops, and entreated them not to 
think too badly of her naughty Uttle puss—she was so young! 

In a few moments all the pegtops had jumped into the water, 
and the young Duo de Dinant was teaching Lady Dolly to execute 
in the waves a new dance just introduced in an operetta of 
Messieurs Meilhac and Hervd; a dance that required prodigious 
leaps and produced boisterous laughter. Vere did not look back 
once; she felf very ashamed still, but not of herself. 

Jura did not address a word to her, except when they had 
approached the steps of the Cb&lct Ludoff; then he said, somewhat 
sheepishly,—“ I say—if she’s nasty don’t you mind. She can be; 
but it soon blows over-” 

Vere was silent. 

“Won’t you come out to-day?” he pursued. “I do so wish 
you would. It’s my tub, you know, and you would like it. Do 
come?” 

“Where?” 

“ On my yacht. We are going to picnic at Villiers., The 
Grand Duchess is coming, and she is great fun, when she isn’t 
too drunk. Why shouldn’t you come ? It seems to me you are 
shut up like a nun. It’s not fair.” 

“My mother does not wish me to come anywhere,” said Vere 
dreamily, heeding him very little. “ There is the house. Go back 
to them. Lord Jura. Thanks.” 

Jura went back; but not until he had sent her up a pretty 
little breakfast, and the most innocent of his many French novels. 

“It is a beastly shame,” he said, as he wal]|ed tovrards the 
swimmers over the sands. 

Correze, meanwfiile, who had resisted all entreaties to bathe, 
and all invitations to pass the day on the “ Ephemeris,” wended 
his way slowly towards his hotel. 

“ She has claws, that pretty cat,” he said to himself, thinking 
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of Lady Dolly. He had never very much liked her, and he 
detested her now in a ptulant impetuous way that n%iv and thou 
broke up the sunny softness of his temper. 

“How sweet she is now; sweet as the sweethriar, an^ as 
healthy,” ho thought to himself. “ How clear the soul, WJw cleat 
the eyes! If only that would last! But one little year in the 
world, and it will be all altered. She will have gained some chic, 
no doubt, and some talent and tact; she will wear high-hcclod 
shoes, and she will have drawn in her waist, and learned how to 
porter le sein on ojfrande, and learned how to make those grand grey 
eyes look Ifingtiid, and lustrous, and terrible. Oh yes, she will 
have learned all that. But then, alas 1 alas I she will have learned 
so much too. She will have learned what the sickly sarcasms 
mean, and the wrapt-up pruriencies intend, and what women and 
men are wbrtli, and how politics are knavish tricks, and the value 
of a thing is just as much as it will bring, and all the rest of the 
dreary gospel of self. What a pity 1 what a pity 1 But it is 
always so. I dare say she wi,U never stoop to folly as her pretty 
mother does; but the bloom will go. She will be surprised, 
shocked, pained; then, little by little, she will get used to it all— 
they all do—and then the world will have her, body and soul, and 
perhaps will put a bit of ice where that tender heart now beats. 
She will be a great lady, I dare say—a very great lady—nothing 
worse, very likely; but, all the same, my sweethriar will ho 
withered, and my white wild rose will be dead—and what will it 
matter to me? I dare say I shall be a musical box with a broken 
spring, lying in a dust of dried myrtle and musty laurels! ” 

Lady Dolly danced, floated, bobbed lilce a cork, drifted languidly 
with her arms above her head, dived, and disappeared with only 
the rosy soles of her feet visible—did everything that a pretty 
woman and a good swimmer can do in shallow smooth water, with 
no breeze to mar her comfort. But she was in a very bad temper 
all the time. 

Jura did not improve'it, when she came out of the water, by 
asking her, again, to let her daughter go with them in the 
“ Ephemeris." 

“ .dit grand jamais! ” said Lady Dolly, quite furiously. “ After 
such an exhibition of herself with a singer 1 Arc you mad ? ” 

She went home furious; changed her wet stripes for a yachting 
dress in sullen silence; refused to see the German governess, or to 
allow Vere’s door to be opened till she should return in the evening, 
and went down to the yacht in a state of great irritation, with a 
charming costume, all white serge and navy blue satin, with anchor 
buttons in silver, and a Norwegian belt hung with everything that 
the mind of man could imagine as going on to*a girdle. 

The “ Ephemeris” was one of the best yachts on the high seas; 
had a good cook, wonderful wines, a piano, a library, a cabin of 
rosewood and azure, and deck hammocks pf silk. Neverthehss 
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everything seemed to go wrong on board of her that day—at least 
to Lady l^lly. They got becalmed, and stuck stupidly still, whil^ 
the steam yachts were teanng ahead in a cruel and jeering manner; 
then the sea got rough all in a moment; the lobster salad disagreed 
.with her, or something did; a spiteful stiff wind rose; and tlio 
Grand Duchess borrowed her cigarette case and never returned it, 
and of course could not be asked for it, and it contained the only 
verbena-scented papelitos that there were on board. Then Jura 
was too attentive to the comfort of another woman, or she fancied, 
at any rate, that ho was; and none of her especial pots were there, 
so she could not niiiko reprisals as she wished; and Corrizo had 
obstinately and obdurately refused to come at all. Not that sho 
cared a straw about Corrdze, but she hated being refused. 

“ What a wax you’re in, Dolly! ” said Lord Jura, bringing her 
some iced drinks and peaches. 

“ When I’ve had three mad people sent to me 1 ” she cried in a 
rage. "And I’ll be obliged to you. Jack, not to use slang to me.” 

Lord Jura whistled and went aft. 

“ What a boor he grows! ” thought Lady Dolly; and tlie 
“ Epheracris ” was j)itchiug, and she hated pitching, and the little 
Due de Diuant was not on board because Jack wouldn’t have him; 
and sho felt ill-used, furious, wretched, and hated the cook for 
making the lobster salad, and Vcrc for having been born. 

“ A boy Wouldn’t have been half so baid,” she thought. “ He'd 
have been always away, and they’d have put him in the army. 
But a girl 1 It’s all very easy to say marry her, but sho hasn’t 
any money, and the Mull people won’t give her any, and my own 
people can’t, and as for Mr. Vanderdecken, one might as well try to 
get blood out of a flint; and they may say what they like, but all 
men want money when they marry nowadays, even when they’ve 
got heaps more than they know what to do with themselves. 
What a horrid woman the Grand Duchess is! She’s drunk alrctidy, 
and it isn’t three o’clock 1 ” 

“ She’s going splendidly now,” said Jura, meaning the 
" Bphemeris,” that plunged and reared as if sho were a mare in¬ 
stead of a schooner; and the fresh sou’easter that had risen sent 
her farther and farther westward towards the haze of distant seas. 

“I believe we’re goin^ straight to America 1 what idiocy is 
yachting! ” said Lady Dolly savagely, as the wind tore at her tiny 
multitudinous cm-ls. 

Meanwhile, Vere, in religious obedience, had gone to the little 
chamber that was called by courtesy at the Ch&let Ludoff a study, 
and submitting to be locked in, remained happy in the morning’s 
C Aden dream of sunshine, of song, of the sea, of the summer. She 
had found her lost NSrthumbrian safe, but in agonies of terror and 
self-reproach, and the amiable German for once very seriously 
angry. But Vere was not to be ruffled or troubled; she smiled at 
all reproof, scarcely hearing it, and put her cabbage rose and her 
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sprigs of lavender in water. Then she fell fast aslee}) on a couch, 
from fatigue and the warmth of the Norman sun, and flreamed of 
the blue gentian of the Alps that she had never seen, and of the 
music of the voice of Corr^ze. 

When she awoke some hours had passed—the clock told her it 
was two. She never thought of moving from her prison. The 
ricketty white and gold door would have given way at a push, but 
to her it was inviolate. She had been reared to give obedience in 
the spirit as well as the letter. 

She thought no one had ever had so beautiful a day as this 
morning of hers. She would have believed it a dream, only there 
were her rose and the homely heads of the lavender. 

The German brought Euclid and Sophocles into the prison- 
chamber, but Vere put them gently away. 

“ I cannot study to-day," she said. It was the first time in her 
life that she had ever said so. 

The Fraulein went away weeping, and believing that the 
heavens would fall. Vere, w{th her hands clasped behind her 
head, leaned back and watched the white clouds come and go above 
the sea, and fancied the air was still full of that marvellous and 
matchless voice which had told her at last all that music could he. 

“ He is the angel Eaphael 1 ” she said to herself. It seemed to 
her that he could not bo mere mortal man. , 

Her couch was close to the glass doors of the room, and they 
opened into one of the scroll-work balconies which embroidered the 
fantastic front of the ChMet Ludoff. The room was nominally 
upstairs, but literally it was scarcely eight feet above the ground 
without. 

It was in the full hot sunshine of early afternoon when the 
voice she dreamed of said softly, “ Mademoiselle Herbert! ” 

Vere roused herself with a start, and saw the arm of Corrfize 
leaning on the balcony and his eyes looking at her; he was stand¬ 
ing on the stone perron below, 

“I came to bid you farewell,” he said softly. “ I go to Germany 
to-night. You are a captive, I know, so I dared to speak to you 
thus.” 

“ You go away! ” 

To the girl it seemed as if darkness fell over the sea and shore. 

“Ah 1 we princes of art are but slaves of the ring after all. 
Yes, my engagements have'been made many months ago: to 
Baden, to Vienna, to Moscow, to Petersburg; then Paris and 
London once more. It may be long ere we meet, if ever we do, 
and I dare to call myself your friend, though you never saw my 
face until this morning." , 

“ You have b^n so good to me,” murmured Vere; and then 
stopped, not knowing what ailed her in the sudden sense of sorrow, 
loss, and pain, which came over her as she listened. 

laughed CorrSze, lifting himself a little higher. 
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and leaning mofe easily on the iron of the balcony. “ I found you 
a pair of wdOden shoes, a cup of milk, and a cabbage rose. Sorry 
things to offer to an enchanted princess who had missed her road! 
My dear, few men will not ’ he willing to be as good to you as you 
will let them be. You are a child. You do not know your power. 
I wonder what teachers you will have? I wish you could go 
untaught, but there is no hope of that.” 

Vere was silent. She did not understand what he meant. She 
understood only that ho was going far away—this brilliant and 
beautiful stranger who had come to her with the morning sun. 

“ Mademoiselle Herbert,” continued Corrfezo, “ I shall sound 
like a preacher, and I am hut a graceless singer, but try and keep 
yourself ‘ unspotted from the world.’ Those are holy words, and 
1 am not a holy speaker, but try and remember them. This world 
you will be launched in does no woman good. It is a world of 
moths. Half the moths are burning themselves in feverish frailty, 
the other half are corroding ahd consuming all that they touch. 
Do not become of either kind. You'are made for something better 
than a moth. You will be tempted; you will bo laughed at; you 
will be surrounded with the moat insidious sort of evil example, 
namely, that which does not look like evil one whi^more than the 
belladonna berry looks like death. The women of your time are 
not, perhaps, ^e worst the world has seen, but they are certainly 
the most contemptible. They have dethroned grace; they have 
driven out honour; they have succeeded in making men ashamed 
of the sex of their mothers ; and they have set up nothing in the 
stead of all they have destroyed except a feverish frenzy for amuse¬ 
ment and an idiotic imitation of vice. You cannot understand 
now, but you will see it—too soon. They will try to make you 
like them. Do not let them succeed. You have truth, innocence, 
and serenity—treasure them. The women of your day will ridicule 
you, and tell you it is an old-fashioned triad, out of date like the 
Graces; but do not listen. It is a triad without which no woman 
is truly beautiful, and without which no man’s love for her can bo 
pure. I would fain say more to you, but I am afraid to tell you 
what you do not know; and woe to those by whom such know¬ 
ledge first comes! Mon enfant, adieu.” 

Uo had laid a bouquet of stephanotis and orchids on the sill of 
the window at her feet, and had dropped out of sight before she 
had realised his farewell. 

When she strained her eyes to look for him, he had already 
disappeared. Tears blinded her sight, and fell on the rare blossoms 
ot his gift. 

“ I will try—V 9 II try to he what he wishes,” she murmured 
tn the flowers. “ If only I knew better what he meant.” 

The time soon came when she knew too well what he meant. 

Now she sat with the flowers in her lap and wondered wearily, 
and sobbed silently, as if her heart would break. ■ 

CorrSze was gone. 
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CHAPTEIl IV. 

At sunset Lady Dolly returned, out of temper. Tliey had hecn 
becalmed again for two hours, the sea all of a sudden becoming 
like oil, just to spite her, and they had played to while away the 
time, and the Grand Duchess had won a great deal of her money, 
besides smoking every one of her cigarettes and letting the cabo 
fall through the hatchway. 

“ I will never go out with that odious Russian again—nevei-! 
the manners of a cantiniere and the claws of a croupier / ” she said 
in immeasurable disgust of the august lady whom she had idolised 
in the morning; and she looked in at the little study, when she 
reached home, to allay her rage with making some one uncom¬ 
fortable. 

“ Arc you sulBoiently ashamed of yourself, Vera ? ” she said as 
she entered. 

Vero rose, rather uneasily, and with soft sad dewy cj'os. 

“ Why should I bo ashamed, mother?” she said simply. 

“ Why ? xohtj 1 you ask why ? after compromising yourself, as 
you did this morning?” 

“Compromise?” 

_ Vero had never hertrd the word. Women who'were compro¬ 
mised were things that had never been heard of at Biilmcr. 

“ Do not repeat what 1 say. It is the rudest thing you can 
do,” said her mother sharply. "Yes, compromised, hideously 
compromised—and with Corr^ze, of all persons in the world ! You 
must have been mad 1 ” 

Vero looked at her slephanotis and orchids, and her young face 
grow almost stern. 

“ If you mean I did anything wrong, I did no wrong. It v/as 
all accident, and no one could have boon so kind as—he—was.” 

The car of Lady Dolly, quick at such signs, caught the little 
pause before the pronoun. 

“The world never believes in accidents,” she said chillily. 
“You had better understand that for the future. To be secii 
coming home in a boat early in the morning ail alone with such a 
man as Corriize would be enough to ruin any girl at the outset ol 
her life—to ruin her I ” 

Vero’s eyes opened in bewildered surprise. She could not 
follow her mother’s thoughts at all, nor could she see where she 
had been in any error. 

“ CorrSzo, of all men upon earth! ” echoed, her mother. “ Good 
heavens I do you know he is a singer ? ” 

“ Yes,” said Vere softly; hearing all around her as she spoke 
the sweet liquid melody of that perfect voice which had called the 
skylark “a littlo brother,” 
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"A great singer, 1 grant; the greatest, if you like, but still a 
singer, and ^ man with a hundred love affairs in every capital ho 
enters 1 And to come home alone with such a man after hours 
spent alone with him. It “was madness, Vera; and it was worse, 
it was forward, impudent, unmaidenly! ” 

The girl’s pale face flushed; she lifted her head with a certain 
indignant pride. 

“ You may say what you will, mother,” she said quietly. “ But 
that is very untrue.” 

“Don’t dare to answer me," said Lady Dolly. "I tell you it 
was disgraceful, disgraceful, and goodness knows how over I shall 
explain it away. Hdllne has been telling the story to everybody, 
and given it seven-leagued boots already. Tnicl'who cares what 
is true or what is not true—it is what a thing looks!, I believe 
everybody says you had come from Uavre with Corrftze! ” 

Vere stood silent and passive, her eyes on her stephanotis and 
orchids. 

“ Where did you get those extravagant flowers ? Surely Jack 
never-” said Lady Dolly suspieiously. 

“ He brought them,” answered Vere. 

“ Correze ? Whilst I was away ? ” 

“ Yes. He spoke to me at the balcony.” 

“Well, my dear, you do Bulmer credit I No Spanish or 
Italian heroinS out of his own operas couW conduct herself more 
audaciously on the first day of her liberty. It is certainly what 
1 alwiiys thought would come of your grandmother’s mode of 
education. Well, go upstairs in your bedroom and do not lo.vvo it 
until I send for you. No, you can’t take flowers upstairs; they 
arc very unwholesome—as unwholesome as the kindness of 
Corrozc.” 

Vere went, wistfully regarding her treasures; but she had 
kept the faded rose and the lavender in her hand unnoticed. 

“After all, I care most for these,” she thought; the homely 
seaborn things that had been gathered after the songs. 

When the door had closed on her Lady Dolly rang for her 
maiire dlhotel. 

“ Pay the Fraulein Schroder three months’ salary, and send her 
away by the first steamer; and pay the English servant whatever 
she wants and send her by the first steamer. Mind they are both 
gone when I wake. And I shall go to Deauville the day after 
to-morrow; probably I shall never pome back here." 

The official bowed, obedient. 

As she passed through Tier drawing-rooms Lady Dolly'took up 
the bouquet of Correze and went to her own chamber. 

“ Pick me out the Best of those flowers,” she said to her maid, 
“ and stick them about all over me; here and there, you know.” 

She was going to dine with the Duchesse de Sonnaz at 
Deauville. 
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As she Went to her carriage* the hapless Germai^. qmvering and 
sobbing, threw herself in her path. 

“ Oh, miladi! miladi 1" she moaned. “ It cannot bo true ? 
You send mo not away thus from the child of my heart ? Ten 
years have I striven to write the will of God, and the learning that 
is better than gold, on that crystal pure mind, and my life, and my 
brain, and my soul I do give-” 

“ You should have done your duty,” said Lady Dolly, wrapping 
herself up and hastening on. “ And you can’t complain, my good 
Schroder; you have got throe months' in excess of your -wages,” 
and she drew her swan's-down about her and got into her 
carriage. 

“ Now, on my soul, that was downright vulgar,” muttered John 
Jura. “ Hang it all! it was vulgar! ” 

But he' sighed as he said it to himself, for his experience had 
taught him that high-born ladies could be very vulgar when they 
were moved to be ill-natured. 

Corrto was at the villa. . 

She saw him a moment before dinner, and gave him her 
prettiest smile. 

“ Oh, Corrtee I what flowers! I stole some of them, you see. 
You would turn my child’s head. I am glad you are going to 
Baden!” 

He laughed, and said something graceful and novel, turned on 
the old mater jmlchra, filia pukhrior. 

The dinner was not too long, and was very gay. After it 
everybody wandered out into the gardens, which were hung with 
coloured lamps and had musicians hidden in shrubberies, dis¬ 
coursing 'sweet [sounds to rival the nightingales. The light was 
subdued, the air delicious, the sea glimmered phosphorescent and 
starlit at the end of dusky alleys and rose-hung walks. Lady 
Dolly wandered about with Sergius Zouroff and others, and felt 
quite romantic, whilst John Jura ya'wned and sulked; she never 
allowed him to do anything else while she was amusing herself. 

Oorrfize joined her and her Bussians in a little path between 
walls of the quatre-saison rose and a carpet of velvety turf. The 
stars sparkled through the rose-leaves, the sound of the sea stole 
up the silent little alley. Lady Dolly looked very i)rctty in a 
dress of dead white, with the red roses above her and their dropped 
leaves at her feet. She was smoking, which was a pity—the 
cigarette did not agree with the roses. 

“ Madame,” cried Corrdze, as he sauntered on and disengaged 
her a little from the others, “ I have never seen anything so ex¬ 
quisite as your young daughter. Will you believe that I mean 
no compliment when I say so ? " 

“ My dear Correze ! She is only a child! ” 

“,She is not a child. What would you say, madame, if I told 
you that for full five minutes, I had the madness to think to-day 
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that I would nay my forfeit to Baifcn and Vienna for the sake of 
staying her^ ” 

“Heaven forbid you should do any such thing! You would- 
turn her head in a week! ” 

“ What would you say, madame,” he continued with a little 
laugh, disregarding her interruption, “what would you say if I 
told you that I, Corr^ze, had actually had the folly to fancy for 
five minutes that a vagabond nightingale might make his nest 
for good in one virgin heart ? What would you say, miladi ? ” 

“My dear Correze, if you were by any kind of possibility 
talking seriously- ” 

“ I am talking quite seriously—or let us suppose that I am. 
What would you say, miladi ? ” 

“I should say, my dear CorrSze, that you are too entirely 
captivating to be allowed to say such things even in ah idle jest, 
and that you would be always most perfectly charming in every 
capacity but one.” 

“ And that one is ? ” - . 

“ As a husband for- anybody 1" 

“I suppose you are right,” said Corrfize with a little sigh. 

“ Will you let me light my cigarette at yours? ” 

An hour later he was on his way to Baden in the middle hours 
of the starry fragrant summer night» 


CHAPTER V. 

Raphael se CoaBkzE had said no more than the truth of him» 
self that morning by the sweetbriar hedge on the edge of the 
Norman cliffs. 

All the papers and old documents that were needful to prove 
him the lineal descendant of the greaf Savoy family oi Correze 
were safe in his bureau in Paris, but he spoke no more of them 
than ho spoke of the many love-letters and imprudent avowals that 
were also locked away in caskets and cabinets in the only place 
that in a way could be called his home, his apartment in the 
Avenue Marigny. What was the use ? All Marquis and Peer of 
Savoy though he was by descent he was none the less only a 
tenor singer, and in his heart of hearts he was too keenly proud to 
drag his old descent into the notice of men merely that he might 
look like a frivolous boaster, an impudent teller of empty tales. 
Noblesse oblige, he had often said to himself, resisting temptation 
in his oft-tempted career, but no one ever heard him say aloud that 
paternoster of princes. His remembrance of his race had been 
always with him like a talisman, but he wore it like a talisman, 
secretly, and shy even of having his faith in it known. 
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OorrJze, with all his negli|ence and gaiety, and spoilt child of 
the world though ho was, appraised very justly the uforth of the 
world and his place in it. 

IJo knew very well that if a rain-storm on a windy night were 
to quench his voice in his throat for ever, all his trpops of lovers 
and friends would fall away from him, and his name drop down 
into darkness like any shooting star on an August night. He never 
deceived himself. 

“ 1 am only the world’s favourite plaything,” he would say to 
himself. “ If I lost my voice, I should bo served like the nightin¬ 
gale in Hans Andersen’s story. Oh ! I do not blame the world— 
things are always so; only it is well to remember it. It serves, 
like Yorick’s skull, or Philip’s slave, to remind one that one is 
mortal.” 

The remembrance gave him force, but it also gave him a tinge 
of bitterness, so far as any bitterness is ever possible to a sunny, 
generous, and careless nature, and it made him before everything 
an artist. 

When ho was very insolent to grand people—which he often 
was in the caprice of celebrity—those ])eople said to one another, 
“ Ah! that is because ho thinks himself Marquis do Corrozc.” But 
they were wrong. It was because he knew himself a great artist. 

The scorn of genius is the most boundless and the most arrogant 
of all scorn, and he had it in him very strongly. The world said 
he was extravagantly vain; the world was wrong; yet if he h.id 
been, it would have been excusable. Women had throw'n them¬ 
selves into his arms from his earliest youth for sake of his beautiful 
face, before his voice had been heard; and when his voice had 
captured Europe there was scarcely any folly, any madness, any 
delirium, any shame that women had not been ready to rush into 
for his sake, or for the mere sight of him and mere echo of his 
song. 

There is no fame on earth so intoxicating, so universal, so ener¬ 
vating, as the fame of a great singer; as it is the moat uncertain 
and unstable of all, the most evanescent and most fugitive, so by 
compensation is it the most delightful and the most gorgeous; 
rouses the multitude to a height of rapture as no other art c-m do, 
and makes the dull and vapid crowds of modern life hang breath¬ 
less on one voice, as in Greece, under the violet skies, men hearkened 
to the voice of Pindar or of Sai)pho. 

The world has grown apathetic and purblind. Critics still rave 
and quarrel before a canvas, but the nations do not care; quarries of 
marble are hewn intp various shapes, and the throngs gape before 
.^hera and are indifferent; writers are so many that their writings blend 
Yu the public mind in a confused phantasma^ria where the colours 
have run into one another and the linos are all waved and indis¬ 
tinct ; the singer alone still keeps the old magic power," the beauty 
. that was Athens’ and the glory that was Pome’s,” still holds the 
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divine caducous, still sways the vas? thronged auditorium, till the 
myriads holi^ their breath like little children in delight and awe. 
The great singer alone has the old magic sway of faiiic: and if he 
close his lips “the gaiety'of nations is eclipsed,” and the world 
seems empty and silent like a wood in which the birds are all dead. 

It is a suiwemo power, and may well intoxicate a man. 

Corrfeze had been as little delirious as any who have drunk of 
the philtre of a universal fame, although at times it had been too 
strong for him, and had made him audacious, capricious, inconstant, 
and guilty of some follies; but his lilb was jmre from any dark 
reproach. 

" Soyez gentilhxmme,” his father had said to him in the little 
hut on tho Ponnino Alps, with the snow-fields severing them from 
all other life than their own, and had said it never thinking that 
his boy would be more than at best a village priest or teacher; tho 
kidding had sunk into thstmind of the child, and the man had not 
forgotten it now that Europe was at his feet, and its princes but 
servants who had to wait his time; ^nd he liked to make them 
wait “ Perhaps that is not gentUhomme," he would say in reproach 
to himself, but it diverted him and he did it very often; most often 
when he thought angrily that he was but like Hans Andersen’s 
nightingale, the jewelled one, that was thrown aside and despised 
when once its spring was snapped and broken. If he wore only 
that, he was utsw at the moment when emperor and court thought 
nothing in heaven or on earth worth hearing but the jewelled night¬ 
ingale, and “ the crowds in the streets hummed his song.” Yet as 
the night train bore him through the level meadows, and corn-fields 
glistening in the moonlight, and the hush of a sleeping world, his > 
eyes were dim and his heart was heavy, and on the soft cushions 
of the travelling bed they had given him he could not find rest. 

“ The moths will corrupt her,” he thought, sadly and wistfully. 

“ The moths will eat all that fine delicate feeling away, little by little; 
the moths of the world will eat the unselfishness first, and then tho 
innocence, and then the honesty, and then the decency; no one 
will see them eating, no one will see the havoc being wrought; but 
little by little the fine fabric will go, and in its place will be dust. 
Ah, the pity of it 1 The pity of it 1 The webs come out of the 
great weaver’s loom lovely enough, but the moths of tho world eat 
them all. One weeps for the death of children, but perhaps the 
change of them into callous men and worldly women is a sadder 
thing to see after all." 

His heart was heavy. 

Was it love? No; he fancied not; it could not be. Love 
with him—an Almaviva as much oflf the stage as on it—had been 
a charming, tumultuo'Us, victorious thing; a concession rather to 
the weakness of the women .who sought him than to his own; the 
chief, indeed, but only one amongst many other distractions and 
triumphs. 
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It was not love that madi his heart go out to “that fair-haired 
child, with the thoughtful questioning eyes. It waj^ rather jnty, 
tenderness, reverence for innocence, rage against the world which 
would so soon change her j—poor little moth, dreaming of flying up 
to heaven’s light, and bom to sink into earth's commonest fires!_ 

Corrfize did not esteem women highly. They had caressed him 
into satiety, and wooed him till his gi'atitude was more than -half 
contempt; but in his innermost heart, where his old faiths dwelt 
unseen by even his best friends, there was the fancy of what a 
woman should be, might be, unspotted by the world, and innocent 
in thought, as well as deed. 

Such a woman had seemed to him to be in the girl whom he 
had found by the sea, as the grand glory of the full white rose lies 
folded in the blush-rose bud. 

It was too absurd I 

Her mother had been right, quite right. 

The little frivolous, artincisil woman, with her ferruqm and her 
papelitoe, had said all that society would say. She had been wise, 
and he, in a passing moment of sentiment, a fool. He had scarcely 
really considered the full meaning of his own words, and where 
they would have led him had they been taken seriously. 

He thought now of all the letters lying in those cabinets and 
caskets at Paris. 

“What a burnt-sacrifice of notepaper I should have had to 
make I ” he said to himself, and smoked a little, and tried to ridicule 
himself. 

Was he, CorrSze, the lover of great rulers of society, the hero of 
a hundred and a thousand intrigues and romances, in love w’ith a 
mere child, because she had serious eyes and no shoes and stock¬ 
ings ? bewitched by a young girl who had sat half an hour beside 
him by a sweetbriar hedge on a cliff by the sea? It was too 
absurd. 

From Baden there had come an impatient summons from a 
dark-haired duchess of the Second Empire, who fancied that she 
reign^ over his life because he reigned over hers like a fatality, an 
imp^ious and proud woman whom the lamps in the Avenue 
Marigny had shone on as she stole on foot, muffled and veiled, to 
hide her burning face on his breast; he thought of her where she 
was waiting for him, and a little shudder of disgust went over him. 

He threw open the window of his bed carriage, and leaned his 
head out, to meet the midnight Vind. 

The train was passing a little village, a few cottages, a pond, a 
mill, a group of willows silvery in the starlight. Prom the little 
green prdens there came a scent of sweetbriar and hedge roses. 

“ Shall I smell that smell all my life ? ” he thought impatiently. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

Ladt Dom.t had a very dear friend. Of course she had five 
hundred dear fiiends, but this one she was really fond of; that is 
to say, she never said anything bad of her, and only laughed at her 
good-naturedly when she had left a room; and this abstinence is as 
strong a mark of sincerity nowadays, as dying for another used to 
be in the old days of strong feelings and the foolish expression of 
them.. 

This friend was her dear Adine, otherwise Lady Stoat of 
Stitchley, who had just won the honour of the past year’s season 
by marrying her daughter (a beauty) to a young niar.quis, who, 
with the small exceptions of being a drunkard, a fool, and a brute, 
wag everything that a mother’s soul could desire; and all the 
mothers’ souls in the great world had accordingly burned for him 
passionately, and Lady Stoat had won him. 

Lady Stoat was as much revered as a maternal model of excel¬ 
lence in her time as the mother of the (Iracchi in hers. She was a 
gentle-looking woman, with a very soft voice, which she never 
raised under any provocation. She had a will of steel, but sho 
made it look like a blossoming and pliant reed; she was very 
religious and strongly ritualistic. 

When Lady Dolly awoke the next morning, with the vague 
remembrance of something very unpleasant having happened to her, 
it was to this friend that she fled for advice as soon as she was 
dressed; having for that purpose to drive over to Deauville, where 
Lady Stoat, who thought Trouville vulgar, had a charming little 
jdace, castellated, coquettish. Gothic, Chinese, Moorish, all kinds of 
things, in a pretty pU-mell of bonbon-box architecture, sot in a 
frame of green turf and laurel hedges and round-headed acacias, 
and with blazing geranium beds undenjeath its gilded balconies 
and marqueterie doors. Lady Dolly had herself driven over in the 
Duo de Dinant’s jpanier with his four ponies, and while he went to 
find out some friends and arrange the coming races, she took her 
own road to the Maison Perle. 

“ Adine always knows,” she thought. She was really fond of 
her Adine, who was many years older than herself. But for her 
Adine, certain little bits of nonsense and imprudence in Lady 
Dolly’s feverish little life might have made people talk, and given 
trouble to Mr. Vanderdecken, absorbed as he might be in Java, 
Japan, or Jupiter. 

Lady Stoat of Stii^hley was one of those invaluable characters 
who love to do good for good’s own sake, and to set things straight 
for tho mere pleasure of being occupied. As some persons of an 
old-maidish or old-bachelor turn of mind will go far out of their 
way to smooth a crease or remove a crumb, though neither be 
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man-ing their own property, sS would Lady Stoat go far oat of her 
way to prevent a scandal, reconcile two enemies, or efcar a tangled 
path. It was her way of amusing herself. She had a genius for 
management. She was a clever tactician, and her tactics interested 
her, and employed her time agreeably. If any one in her world 
wanted a marriage arranged, a folly prevented, a disgrace concealed, 
or a refractory child brought to reason. Lady Stoat of Stitchley 
would do it in the very best possible manner. 

“It is only my duty,” she would say in her huslied melodious 
monotonous voice, and nearly everybody thought Lady Stoat the 
modern substitute of a saint on earth. 

To this saint now went Lady Dolly with her troubles and her talc. 

“ What can I do with her, dearest ? ” she cried plaintively, in 
the pretty little morning-room, whose windows looked over the 
geranium beds to the grey sea. 

Lady Stoat was doing crewel work; a pale, slight, gracefully 
made woman with small straight features, and the very sweetest 
and saddest of smiles. • 

“What young men are there?” said Lady Stoat, now in 
response, still intent on her crewel work. “I have not tliouglit 
about them at all since the happiness of my own treasure was 
secured. By-the-by, I heard from Gwen this morning; she tells 
me she has hopes—Our Mother in heaven has heard my prayers. 
Imagine, love, ray becoming a grandmaina I It is what I long so 
for 1—just a silly old grandmama spoiling all her pets! I feel 1 was 
born to be a grandmama! ” 

“ 1 am so glad, bow very charming 1 ” murmured Lady Dolly, 
vaguely and quite indifferent. “ I am so terribly afraid Vore won’t 
please, and I am so afraid of this affair with CoiTfee.” 

“What affair? with whom?"asked Lady Stoat of Stitchloy, 
waking from her dreams of being a grandmama.' 

Whereon she told it, making it look very odd and very bad 
indeed, in the unconscious exaggeration which accompanied Lady 
Dolly’s talk, as inevitably as a great streak of foam precedes and 
follows the track of a steamer. 

Lady Stoat was rather amused than shocked. 

“ It is very like Correze, and he is the most dangerous man in 
the world; everybody is in love with him; Gwendolen was, hut 
all that is nothing; it is not as if he were one of us.” 

“ He is one of us 1 Ho goes everywhere!" 

“Oh! goes!—well; that is because people like to ask him— 
society is a pigstye—but all that does not alter his being a singer.” 

“ He is a marquis, you know, they say 1 ” 

“ All singers are marquises, if you like ^ believe them. My 
dear Dolly, you cannot be serious in being afraid of CorrSzc ? Jf 
yon are, all the more reason to marry her at once.” 

“ She is not the stylo that anybody likes at all nowaday.s,” 
replied Lady Dolly, in a sort of despair. " She is not the style of 
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the day at all, you know. She has freat natural distinction, but I 
don’t think neople care for that, and they like chien. She will 
always look uke a gentlewoman, and they like us best when we , 
don’t. I have a conviction that men will be afraid of her. Is 
there anything more fatal ? Vere will never look like a hdh petiie, 
in a tea-gown, and smoke, never! She has gone a hundred years 
back, being brought up by that horrid old woman. You could 
fancy her going to be guillotined in old lace like Marie-Antoinette. 
What can I do ? ” 

“ Keep her with you six months, dear,” said the friend, who 
was a woman of some humour. “ And I don’t think poor Marie- 
Antoinettc had any lace left to wear.” 

“Of course I must keep her with mo,” said Lady Dolly with 
exa-speration, who was not a woman of humour, and who did net 
see the jest. ' 

Lady Stoat reflected a moment. She liked arranging things, 
whether they closely concerned her or not. 

“ There is the Chambrdo’s son ? ” ,she said hesitatingly. 

“I know! But they will want such a dower, and Vere has 
nothing—nothing! ” 

“But if she & a beauty? ” 

“ She will be beautiful; she won’t bo a beauty; not in the way 
men like now. She will always look cold.” 

“ Do they dislike that? Not in their wiwes, I think; my Gwen 
looks very cold,” said her friend.; then added with an innocent im- 
pa.s.siveness, “You might marry her to Jura.” 

Lady Dolly laughed and coloured. 

“ Poor Jack 1 He hates the very idea of marriage; I don’t 
think he will ever—— ” 

“ They all hate it,” said Lady Stoat tranquilly. “ But they do 
it when they are men of position; Jura will do it like the rest." 
What do you think of Serge Zouroff ? ” 

Lady Dolly this time did not laugh j she turned white under¬ 
neath Diver’s bloom; her pretty sparkling eyes glanced uneasily. 

“ Zouroff! ” she repeated vaguely, “ ^urofT! ” 

“ I think 1 should try,” answered Lady Stoat calmly. “ Yes; 

1 do thiuk I should try. By the way, take her to Fdlicito; you 
are going there, are you not ? It would be a great thing for you, 
dear, to marry her this year; you W'ould find it such a bore in the 
season; don’t I know what it is I And for you, so young as you 
are, to go to balls with a demoiselle & marier !—my poor little puss, 
you w’ould die of it.” 

“ I am sure I shall as it-is I" said Lady Dolly; and her nerves 
gave w.ay, and she cried. 

“ Make Zouroff m^irry her,” said Lady Stoat soothingly, as if 
she were pouring out drops of chloral for a fretful child. 

“ Make Zouroff 1 ” echoed Lady Dolly, with a certain intonation 
that led Lady Stoat to look at her quickly. 
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“Has stie done nauglity'things that she has not told me," 
thought her confidante. “ No, I do not fancy so. Poijr little pussy I 
she is too silly not to be transparent.” 

Aloud, she said merely— 

“ Zouroff is middle-aged now; Nadine would be glad to see him 
take any one; she would not oppose it. He must marry some 
time, and I don’t know anybody clso so good as he.” 

“ Good! ” ejaculated Lady Dolly faintly. She was still startled 
and agitated, and strove to hide that she was so. “ Vero would 
never,” she murmured; “you don’t know her; she is the most 
dreadful child-” 

“ You must bring her to me,” said Lady Stoat. 

She was very successful with girls. She never scolded them ; 
she never ridiculed them ; she only influenced them in a gentle, 
imperceptible, sure way that, little by little, made them feel that 
love and honour were silly things, and that all that really mattered 
was to have rank and to be rich, and to be envied by others. 

Lady Stoat never said this; never said, indeed, anything 
approaching it, but all girls that she took any pains with learned 
it by heart, nevertheless, as the gospel of their generation. 

It was her own religion; she only taught what she honestly 
believed. 

A little comforted. Lady Dolly left her calming presence; met 
her little duke and breakfasted with him merrily at an hotel, and 
drove back to her own chalet to dross for a dinner at the Maison 
Normande, 

The doors of Fdlicitd would not open until the first day of Sep¬ 
tember, and there were still some dozen days of August yet to 
pass, and on those days Vero was to bo seen oocasionally by her 
mother’s side on the beach, and in the villas, and at the races at 
Deauville, and was clad by the clever directions of Adrienne in 
charming, youthful dresses as simple as they were elegant. She 
was taken to the Casino, where tlie high-born young gii-ls of her 
own age read, or worked, or played with the petits chevavx; she 
was made to walk up and down the planks, where her innocence, 
brushed the shoulders of Casse-une-Croute, the last new villany out 
in woman, and her fair cheeks felt the same sunbeams and breeze 
that fell on all the faded peehes d quinze sous. She was taken to 
the htA dee I6his, and felt a pang that was older than her years at 
seeing those little frizzed and furbelowed flirts of five, and those 
vain little simpering dandies of three. ■ 

“Oh, the poor, poor little ohildinn,!” she thought; “ they will 
never know what it is to be young I ” • 

She, even in monastic dd Bnlmer, had been left a free, open-air, 
natural, honest child’s life. Her own heart hero was oppressed and 
lonely. She missed her faithful old friends; she took no pleasure 
in the romp and racket that %as round her; she understood very 
little of all that she saw, but hh.e mere sight of it hurt her. Societv, 
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to tills untutored cUld of the Kortbambrian moors, looked so gro* 
tesquo and |o vulgar. This Trouville mob of fine ladies and 
adventuresses, princes and blacklegs, ministers and dentists, reign¬ 
ing sovereigns and queens of the theatres, seemed to her a Satur¬ 
nalia of Folly, and its laugh hurt her more than a blow would have 
done. 

Her mother took her out but little, and the less that she went 
the less troubled she was. That great mass of varicoloured, noisy 
life, so pretty as a spectacle, but so deplorable as humanity, dis¬ 
mayed and offended her. She heard that these ladies of Deauville, 
with their painted brows, their high voices, their shrill laughter, 
their rickety heels, were some of the greatest ladies of Europe; 
but, to the proud temper and the delicate taste of the child, they 
seemed loathsome. 

“ You are utterly unsympathetic!" said her mother, disgusted, 
“ frightfully unsympathetic 1 You are guindie, positive, puritan 1 
You have not a grain of adaptability. I read the other day some¬ 
where that Madame Recaniier, who was always called the greatest 
beauty of our great-grandmothers’ times, was really nothing at all 
to look at—quite ordinary; but die did smile so in everybody’s 
face, and listen so to all the bores, that the world pronounced her 
a second Helen. As for you—handsome though you are, and you 
really arc quite beautiful, they say—^you look so scornful of every¬ 
thing, and so indignant at any little nonsense, that I should not 
wonder in the least if you never even got called a beauty at all.” 

Lady Dolly paused to see the effect of the most terrible pre¬ 
diction that it was in female power to utter. Vere was quite un¬ 
moved ; she scarcely heard. 

She was thinking of that voice, clear as the ring of gold, which 
had said to her— 

“ Keep yourself unspotted from the world.” 

“ If the world is nothing better than this, it must be very easy 
to resist it,” she thought in her ignorance. 

She did not know that from these sistops of flattery, intrigue, 
envy, rivalry, and emulation there rises a miasma which scarcely 
the healthiest lungs can withstand. She did not know that though 
many may be indifferent to the tempting of men, few indeed are 
impenetrable to the sneer and the smile of women; that to live 
your own life in the midst of the world is a harder thing than it 
was of old to withdraw to the Thebaid; that to risk “ looking 
strange ” requires a courage perhaps cooler and higher than the 
soldier’s or the saint’s; and that .to stand away from the contact and 
the custom of your “set’’"is a harder and a sterner work- than it 
was of old to go into the sanctuary of La Trappe or Port Royal. 

Aulres temps, au^es mosMJ-s—but we too have our martyrs. 

Pdlicitd was a seaside ehl.teau of the Princes Zouroff, which 
they had bought from an old decayed French family, and had 
transformed into a veritable castle of fairy-land. They came to it 
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for about tbroo months in astoanyyears; but for beauty and love¬ 
liness it had no equal, even amongst the many supimer holiday- 
houses scattered up and down the green coast, from Etretat to the 
Rochers de Calvados. This year it was full of people: the Prin¬ 
cess Nadine NSIaguine was keeping open house there for her 
brother Sergius Zouroff. White-sailed yachts anchored in its bay; 
chasseurs in green and gold beat its woods; riding parties and 
driving parties made its avenues bright with colour and movement; 
groups like Watteau pictures wandered in its gardens; there was a 
little troupe of actors from Paris for its theatre; life went like a 
song; and Serge Zouroff would have infinitely preferred to be 
alone with some handsome Tschigan women and many flagons of 
brandy. 

Madame Nflaguino was a little woman, who wore a wig that 
had little pretence about it; and smoked all day long, and read 
scihl<is with zest, and often talked them; yet Madame Ndlaguine 
could bo a power in politics when she chose, could cover herself 
with diamonds and old laces, and put such dignity into her tiny 
person that she once crushed into utter nervousness a new-made 
empress, whom she considered varnish. She was wonderfully 
clever, wonderfully learned; she was cunning, and she could be 
cruel, yet she had in her own way a kind heart; she was a groat 
musician and a great pialhcmatician; she had been an ambassa¬ 
dress, and had distinguished herself at great courts^, She had had 
many intrigues of all kinds, but had never been compromised by 
any one of them. She was considerably older than her brother, 
and seldom approved of him. 

“ On peat ee debaucher, mats on doit se dibaucher avec de Vesprit,” 
she would say: and the modern ways of vice seemed to her void of 
wit. “ You are not even amused,” she would add. “ If you were 
amused one could comprehend, but you are not. You spend your 
fortunes on creatures that you do not even like; you spend your 
nights in gambling that does not even excite you; you commit 
vulgarities that do not cVen divert you, only because everybody 
else does the same; you caricature monstrous vices so that you 
make even those no longer terrible, but ridiculous; and if you fight 
a duel you manage to make it look absurd, you take a surgeon with 
you 1 You have no passions. It is passion that dignifies life, and 
you do not know anything about it, any of you; you know only 
infamy. And infamy is always so dull; it is never educated. Why 
do you copy Vitellius? Becausb you have-not the wit to be either 
Horace or Caisar.” 

But Sergius Zouroff did not pay any heed to his cleverer sister. 
Ilis Uraline mines, his vast plains of wheat, his forests and farms, 
his salt and his copper, and all that he owned^ were treasures well- 
nigh inexhaustible, and although prodigal he was shrewd. He was 
not a man to be easily ruined, and, as loflg as his great wealth and 
his great position gave him a place that was almost royal in the 
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Bocioly of Europe, lie knew very well' that he could copy Vitcllius 
as lie chose wjfhout drawing any chastisement on him. In a cold 
and heavy way he had talent, and with that talent he contrived to 
indulge all excesses in any vice that tempted him, yet remain 
without that social stigma that has marked before now princes 
wholly royal. 

• “ Everywhere they are glad to see me, and everybody would 
marry me to-morrow,” ho would say, with a shrug of his shoulders, 
when his sister rebuked him. 

To Felicitd drove Lady Dolly with Vere by her side. Vere had 
been given a white dress and a broad hat with white drooping 
feathers; she looked very pale, her mother supposed it was with 
excitement. 

She thought it the moment to offer a little maternal, advice. 
“ Now, dear, this will bo quite going into the world for you. Do 
remember one or two things. Do try to look less grave; men hate 
a serious woman. And if you want to ask anything, don’t come 
to mo, because I’m always busy; ask Adrienne or Lady Stoat. 
You have seen what a sweet dear motherly creature she is. She 
won’t mind tolling you anything. There is a charming girl there, 
too, an American heiress, Fuschia Leach; a horrible name, but a 
lovely creature, and very clever. Watch her and learn all you can 
from her. Tout Paris lost its head after her utterly this last 
winter. She’ll marry anybody she chooses. *Fray don’t make me 
ashamed of you. Don’t be sensational, don’t be stupid, don’t bo 
pedantic; and, for mercy’s sake, don’t make any scenes. Never 
look surprised; never show a dislike to anybody; never seem 
shocked, if you feel so. Be civil all round, it’s the safest way in 
society; and pray don’t talk about mathematics and the Bible. I 
don’t know that there’s anything more I can tell you: you must 
find it^^all out for yourself. The world is like whist, reading can’t 
teach it. Try not to blunder, that’s all, and—do watch Fuschia 
Leach.” . 

“ Is she so very beautiful and good ?” 

“ Good ? ” echoed Lady Dolly, desorienUe and impatient. “ I 
don’t know, I am sure. No, I shouldn’t think she was, by any 
means. She doesn’t go in for that. She is a wonderful social 
success, and men rave about her. 'I’hat is what I meant. If you 
watch her she will do you more good than I could if I had patience 
to talk to you for ever. You will see what the girl of your time 
must be if she want to please.” 

Vere’s beautiful mouth cxirled contemptuously. 

“ I do not want to please." 

" That is an insane remark,” said Lady Dolly coldly. “ If you 
don’t, what do you live for?” 

Vere was silent. At dark 'old Bulmer she had been taught 
that there were many other things to live for, but she was afraid to 
say so, lest she shoj>ld bo “ pedantic ” again. 
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“ That is just the sort of %il]y thiug I hate to hear a girl say, or 
a woman either. Americans never say such thiu|{(i,” said Lady 
Dolly with vivacious scorn. “It's just like your father, who 
always would go out in the rain when dinner was ready, or read to 
somebody who had the scarlet fever, or give the best claret to a 
ploughboy with a sore throat. It is silly; it is unnatural. You 
should want to please. Why were we put in this world ? ” 

“ To make others happier,” Vere suggested timidly, her eyes 
growing dim at her father’s name. 

" Did it make me happier to have the scarlet fever brought home 
to me? ” said Lady Dolly, irrelevantly and angrily. “ That is just 
like poor Vere’s sort of illogical reasonings; I remember them so 
well. You are exactly like him. I despair of you, I quite despair 
of you, unless Fusohia Leach can convert you." 

“ Is she my ago ? ” 

“ A year or two older, I think; she is perfect now; at five and 
twenty she will bo hideous, but she will dress so well it won’t 
matter. I know for a fact, that she refused your cousin Mull last 
month. She was very right; he is awfully poor. Still, she’d have 
been a duchess, and her father kept a bar; so it shows you what 
she can do.” 

“ What is a bar ? ” 

“Oh! pray don’t keep asking mo questions like that. You 
make my head whirl.* A bar is where they sell things to drink; 
and her brothers have a great pig-killing place ‘down west,’ 
wherever that is.” 

“ And she refused my cousin! ” 

“ Dear, yes I This is the charming topsy-turvy world we live 
in—you will got used to it, my dear. They made a fuss because a 
tailor got to Court last year. I am sure I don’t know why they 
did; if he’d been an American tailor nobody’d have said .anything; 
they wouldn’t even have thought it odd. All the world over you 
meet them; they get in the swim somehow; they have such heaps 
of money, and their women know how to wear things. They 
always look like—what they shouldn’t look like—to be sure; but 
so most of ns do, and men prefer it.” 

Vere understood not at all; but she did not venture again to 
ask for an explanation. 

Her mother yawned and brushed the flies away pettishly, and 
called to Lord Jura, who was riding beside their carriage, and had 
lagged a trifle behind in the narrow sandy road that ran level be¬ 
tween green hedges. The high metal roof and gilded vanes of 
Fdlicitd were already shining above the low roimded masses of 
distant woods. It stood on the sea-coast, a little way from Villers- 
sur-Mcr. * 

Vere did not understand why Lord Jura always went with 
them as naturally as the maids did and the dressing-boxes; but he 
was kind, if a little rough. She liked him. Only why ^d her 
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mother call him Jack, and quarrel with him so, and yet want him 
always with hdr? 

‘ Vere thought about it dimly, Taguely, perplexedly, especially 
when she saw the frank, blue eyes of Jura looking at herself, hard, 
and long, with a certain sadness and impatience in the gaze, as if 
he pitied her. 

The reception at Fdlicitd seemed to Vere to be a whirl of bright 
hues, pretty faces, and amiable words. The Princess Nadine 
Ndlaguine was out on the terrace with her guests, and the Princess 
kissed her with oifusion, and told her she was like a Gainsborough 
picture. The Princess herself was a fairy-like little woman, with 
a bright odd Calmuck face and two little brown ej'es as briglit as a 
marmoset’s. Vere was presented to so many people that she could 
not toll one from another, and she was glad to bo left in her room 
while her mother, having got into a wonderful gold-embroidered 
Watteau sacque that she called a tea-gown, went to rejoin the 
other ladies amongst the roses and the perfumes, and the late after¬ 
noon light. 

When Vere herself, three hours later, was dressed for dinner, 
and told to tap at her mother’s door, she did not feel nervous, be¬ 
cause it was not in her nature to be easily made so, but she felt 
oppressed and yet curiotis. 

She was going into the world. 

And the counsels of Corrize haunted her. 

Lady Dolly said sharply,Como in 1 ” and Vere entering, be¬ 
held her mother for the first time in full war-paint and panoply. 

Lady Dolly looked sixteen herself. She was exquisitely 
painted; she had a gown cut en cceur which was as indecent as the 
heart of woman could desire; jewels sparkled all over her; she was a 
triumph of art, and looked as exactly like Colifichet of the Bouifes 
in her last now piece, as even her own soul could aspire to do. 

“ What are you staring at, child?” she asked of Vere, who had 
turned rather pale. “Don’t you think I Ibok well? What is the 
matter ? ” 

“ Nothing,” said Vere, who could not answer that it hurt her 
to see so much of her mother’s anatomy unveiled. 

“ You look as if you saw a ghost,” said Lady Dolly impatiently; 
“ you have such a horrid way of staring. Come! ” 

Vere went silently by her side down the wide staircase, lighted 
by black marble negroes holding golden torches. After the silence, 
the stillness, the gloom, of her Northumbrian home, with the old 
servants moving slowly through the dim oak-pannolled passages, 
the brilliance, the luxury, the glittering lustre, the va et vient of 
Felicitd seemed like a gbrgeous spectacle. She would have liked to 
have stood on that grand staircase, amongst the hothouse flowers, 
and looked on it all as on a pageant. But her mother swept on 
into the drawing-rooms, and Vero hoard a little murmur of 
admiration, which she did not dream was for herself 
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Lady Dolly in her way was an artist, and she had known the 
right thing to do when she had had Vera clad in \rtiite cachctniro, 
with an old silver girdle of German work, and in the coils of her 
hair a single silver arrow. 

Vere was perfect in her stately, serious, yet childlike grace; 
and the women watching her enter felt a pang of envy. 

Sergius Zonrofif, her host, advancing, murmured a “divinement 
helle I ” and Lady Stoat, watching from a distant sofa, thought to 
liors'/lf, “ What a lovely creature I really it is trying for poor little 
pussy.” 

Vere went in to her first great dinner. She said little or 
nothing. She listened and wondered. Where she sat she could 
not see her mother nor any one she knew. The young French 
diplom.-vtist who took her in tried to make himself agreeable to her, 
but she repUed by monosyllables. He thought how stupid these 
lovely ingenues always were. He had not the open sesame of 
CorrSze to the young mute soul. 

Dinner over. Lady Stoat took possession of her in the charming 
motherly affectionate way for which she was celebrated with young 
girls. Hut even Lady Stoat did not make much way with her; 
Verc’s large serious eyes were calmly watching everything. 

“Will you show me which is Miss Leach?” she said suddenly. 
Lady Stoat laughed and pointed discreetly with a fan. 

“ Who has told you about Fuschia Leach ? ” silo said amusedly. 
“ I will make you known to her presently; she may be of use to 
you.” 

Vere’s eyes, grave as a child’s awakened out of sleep into the 
glare of gas, fastened where her fan had pointed, and studied Mis.s 
Ijcach. She saw a very lovely person of transparent colouring, of 
very small features, of very slight form, with a skin like delicate 
porcelain, an artistic tangle of artistically coloured red gold hair, a 
tiny impertinent nose, and a wonderful expression of mingled 
impudence, shrewdness,-audacity, and resolution. This person had 
her feet on an ottoman, her hands behind her head, a rosebud in 
her mouth, and a male group around her. 

“ I shall not like her j I do not wish to know her,” said Vere 
slowly. 

“ My dear, do not say so,” said Lady Stoat. “ It will sound 
like jealousy, you know—one pretty girl of another-” 

“ She is not a lady,” said Vere once more. 

"There you are right,” said Lady Stoat. “Very few people 
are, my love, nowadays. But that is just the sort of thing you 
must not say. It will get quoted against you, and make you, 
make you—oh! such enemies, my love 1 ” ' 

"Does it m.attci-?” said Vere dreamily. She was wondering 
what CorrfezD would have thought or did think of Miss Fuschia 
Leach. 

’ “ Docs it matter to have enemies! ” echoed Lady Stoat. “ Oh, 
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my sweet Vere I does it matter whether there is a pin sticking into 
one all day? A pin is a very little thing, no doubt, but it makes 
all the difference between comfort and discomfort ? ” 

“ She is not a lady,” said Vere again with a passing frown on 
her pretty brows. 

“Oh, my dear! if you wait for that!" Lady Stoat’s smile 
expressed that if she did wait for that she would be more exacting 
than society. “ As for not knowing her—^nonsense—you must not 
object to anybody tvho is in the same house-party with yourself.” 

“ She is extremely pretty,” added Lady Stoat. “ Those 
American girls so very often are; but they are all like the pou^ides 
de modiste. The very be.st of them are only very perfect likenesses 
of the young ladies that try the confections on for us at Pingat’s or 
Worth’s, and the dress has always a sort of look of being the first 
toilette they ever had. I don’t know why, for I hear they dress 
extremely well over there, and should be used to it, but it has that 
look, and they never get rid of it. No, my dear, no; you are right. 
Those new people are not gentlewoman any more than men’s 
modem manners are like the Broad Stone of Honour. But do not 
say so. They will repeat it, and it will not sound kind, and unless 
you can say what is kind, never say anything.” 

“ I would rather have any one I did not respect for an enemy 
than for a friend,” said Vere with a child’s obstinacy. Lady Stoat 
smiled. * 

“ Phrases, my love!—phrases! you have so much to loam, my 
child, as yet.” 

“ I will not learn of Miss Le.aoh.” 

“Well, I do not admire her very much myself. But then 
I belong to an old school, you know. 1 am an old woman, and 
have prejudices,” said Lady Stoat sweetly. “ Miss Leach has the 
world at her foot, and it amuses her to kick it about like a tenuis 
ball, and show her ankles. I dare say you will do the same, love, 
in another six months, only you will not show your ankles. All 
the difference will be there.” 

And then Lady Stoat, who though she called herself an old 
woman would have been extremely angry if anybody else had called 
her so, thought she liad done enough for once for poor little pussy’s 
daughter, and turned to her own Httle mild flirtations with a bald 
and beribboned ambassador. 

Vere was left alone, to look and muse. 

Men glanced at her and said what a lovely child sne was; but 
they kept aloof from her. They were afraid of an ingenue, and 
there was Fuschia Leach, whose laughter was ringing up to the 
chandeliers and out to tho conservatories—Fuschia Leach, who had 
never been an ingenue, but a coquette at three years old, and a 
woman of the world at six. 

Jura alone came up and seated himself by Vere. . 

“ How do you like it ? ” he said with an odd little smile. 
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“ It is rery pretty to look at,” answered Vero. 

“ Ah, to be sure. As good as a play when you’re new to it, and 
awfully like a treadmill when you’re not. What do you think of 
Fuschia Leach ? ” 

Vere remembered Lady Stoat’s warning, and answered merely— 

“ I think she is handsome.” 

“ I believe you; she threw over your cousin Mull, as if he were 
dirty boots; so she does heaps of them. I don’t know what it is 
myself; I think it is her cheek. I always tell Dolly so—I beg 
your pardon—mean your mother.” 

Vere had heard him say “Dolly ” very often, and did not know 
why he apologised. 

“My mother admires her?” she said with a little interrogation 
in her voice. Jura laughed. 

“ Or says she does. Women always say they admire a reigning 
beauty. It looks well, you know. They all swear Mrs. Dawtry 
is divine, and I’m sure in their hearts they think her rather ugly 
than otherwise.” ■■ 

“ Who is Mrs. Dawtry ? ” 

“ Don’t you know ? Good heavens 1 But, of course, you don’t 
know anything of our world. It’s a pity you ever should. 'Touch 
pitch—what is it the old saw says ? ” 

It was the regret of CorrSze, differently worded. 

“ But the world,' as you call it, means men'and women ? It 
must be what they make it. They might make it good if they 
wished,” said Vere with the seriousness that her mother detested. 

“ But they don’t wish, you see. 'That is it,” said Jura with a 
sigh. “ I don’t know how it is, when once you are in the swim 
you can’t alter things; you must just go along with the rest. One 
does heaps of things one hates only because others do them.” 

“ That is very contemptible,” said Vere, with the disdain that 
became her very well coming on her pretty proud mouth. 

“ I think we are contemptible,” said Jura moodily; and to so 
frank a confession there was no reply or retort possible, Vere 
thought, 

“ It is strange; he said much the same,” she murmured, half 
aloud, “ Only he said it like a poet, and you—^speak in such an 
odd way.” 

“ How do I speak ? ” asked-Jura amused. 

“ You speak as if words‘cost too much, and you were obliged to 
use as few and choose as bald ones as you could find; English is 
such a beautiful language, if I'^read Milton or Jeremy Taylor, or 
Beaumont and Fletcher, or anjtw'the old divines or dramatists-” 

She_ stopped, because JuraiSughed. 

“Divines and dramatistjiT My dear child, we know nothing 
about such things; we havh St. Albans and French adaptations; 
they’re our reading of divinity and the drama. Who was ‘ he ’ that 
talked like a poet while 1 talk like a sweep?” 
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“I did not say you talked like a swoop—and I meant tho 
Marquis de ^irlze.” 

“ Oh 1 your singer ? Don’t call him a Marquis. He is the 
prinoe of tenors, that’s all.” ' 

“ He is a Marquis,” said Vere, with a certain coldness. “ They 
were a very great race. You can see all about it in tho ‘ Livre 
d’Or ’ of Savoy; they were like the Marquises Costa de Beauregard, 
who lost everything in ’ninety-two. You must have read M. de 
Beauregard’s beautiful book, Un homim d’autrrfois 

“ Never heard of it. Did the tenor tell you all that rubbish ? ” 

“Where is mamma, Lord Jura?” said Vere. “I am tired of 
sitting hero.” 

“That’s a facer,” thought Jura. “And, by Jove, very well 
given for such a baby, I beg your pardon,” he said aloudr “ Cor- 
rfize shall be a prinoe of the blood, if you wish. Your mother is 
over there; bat I doubt if she’ll thank you to go to her; she’s in 
the thick of it with them; look.” 

He meant that Lady Dolly was flirting very desperately, and 
enjoying herself very thoroughly, having nearly as many men about 
her as Miss Fuschia Leach. 

Vere looked, and her eyes clouded. 

“ Then I think I may go to bed. She will not miss me. Good 
night.” 

“ No, she wOh’t miss you. Perhaps other people will.” 

“ There is no one I know, so how can they ? ” said Vere inno¬ 
cently, and rose to go; but Sergius Zouroff, who had approached in 
the last moment, barred her passage with a smiling deference. 

“ Your host will. Mademoiselle Herbert. Does my poor house 
weary you, that you think of your own room at ten o’clock.” 

“I always go to bed at ten, monsieur,” said Vere. "It is 
nothing new for me.” 

" Let mo show you my flowers first,” at last said Prinoe Zouroff. 
" You know we Eussians, bom amidst snow and ice, have a passion 
for tropical houses; will you not come ? ” 

He held out his arm as he spoke. Would it be rude to refuse? 
Vere did not know. She was a&aid it would, as he was her host. 

She laid her fingers hesitatingly on his offered arm, and was led 
through the rooms by Prince Zouroff. 

Fuschia Leach took her hands from behind her head, and 
stared; Lady Dolly would have turned pale, if she had not bwa so 
well painted; Lady Stoat put her eyeglass up, and smiled. 

Prinoe Zouroff had a horror of unmarried women, and never had 
Iwon known to pay any sort of attention to one, not even to his 
sister’s guest, Fuschia Leach the irresistible. 

_ Prince Zouroff was a tall large man of seven and thirty j loosely 
built, and plain of feature. He had all the vices, and had them all 
in excess, but he was a very polished gentleman when he chose; 
and he was one of the richest men in Europe, and his family, of 
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which he was the head, was very near the throne, in rank and 
influence; for twenty years, ever since he had left the imperial 
Corps de Pages, and shown himself in Paris, driving his team 
of black Orloffs, ho liad been the idolatry, the aspiration, and the 
despair of all the mothers of maidens. 

Vere’s passage through his drawing-rooms on his arm was a 
spectacle so astonishing, that there was a general lull for a moment 
in the conversation of all his guests. It was a triumph, but Voro 
was wholly unconscious of it; which made her charming in the 
eyes of the giver of it. 

“I think that’s a case!” said Miss Fuschia Leach to her 
admirers. She did not care herself. She did not want Zouroff, 
high, and mighty, and rich, and of great fashion though he was; 
she meant to die an English duchess, and she had only thrown over 
the unhappy Mull because she had found out he was poor. “ And 
what’s the use of being a duchess, if you don’t make a splash ? " 
she said very sensibly to his mother, when they talked it over. 
She had flirted with Mull shamelessly, but so she did with scores of 
them; it was her way. She had brought the way from America. 
She had young men about her as naturally as a rat-catcher has 
ferrets and terriers; but she meant to take her time before choosing 
one of them for good and all. 

“ What a beautiful child she is,” thought Prince Zouroff, 
“and so indifferent! Can she possibly be haughty Dolly’s 
daughter?” 

Ho was interested, and he, being skilled in such ways, easily 
learned the little there was to know about her, whilst he took her 
through his consorvartories, and showed her Japan lilies, Chinese 
blossoms that changed colour thrice a day, and orchids of all 
climes and colours. 

The conservatories were really rare, and pleased her; but 
Prince Zouroff did not. His eyes were bold and cold, at once; 
they were red too, and there was an odour of brandy on his breath 
that came to her through all the scent of the flowers. She did not 
like him. She was grave and silent. She answered what he 
asked, but she did not care to stay there, and looked rouni for a 
chance of escape. It charmed Zouroff, who was so used to see 
women throw themselves in his path that he found no pleasure in 
their pursuit. 

“ Decidedly she has been, not at all with naughty Dolly 1 ” ho 
said to himself, and looked at her with so much'undisguised 
admiration in his gaze, that Vere, looking up from the golden 
blossoms of an Odontoglossum, blushed to the eyes, and felt angry, 
she could not very well have told why. 

"Your flowers are magnificent, and I thank you, monsieur; 
bnt I am tired, and I will say good night,” she said quickly, with a 
little haughtiness of accent and glance which pleased Zouroff more 
than anything had done for years. 
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“I would not detain you unwillingly, niademoisello, om 
moment,” he Slid, with a low bow—a bow which had some real 
respect in it. “Pardon me, this is your nearest way. I will say 
to miladi that you wore tired. To-morrow, if there be anything 
you wish, only tell me, it shall be yours.” 

He opened a door that led out of the last conservatory on to 
the foot of the great staircase; and Vore, not knowing whether 
she were not breaking all tho rules of politeness and etiq^uette, 
bent her head to him and darted like a swallow up the stairs. 

Sergius Zouroff smiled, and strolled back alone through his 
drawing-rooms, and went up to Lady Dolly, and cast himself into 
a long, low chair by her side. 

“ Ma chare, your lovely daughter did not appreciate my_ flowers 
or myself. She told mo to tell you she was tired, and has‘gone to 
her room. She is beautiful, very beautiful; but I cannot say that 
she is complimentary.” 

“She is only a child,” said Lady^Dolly hurriedly; she was 
half relieved, half frightened. “ She is rude 1 ” she added regret¬ 
fully. “ It is the way she has been brought up. You must forgive 
her, she is so young.” 

“ Forgive her! Mais de bon cceur I Anything feminine that 
runs away is only too delightful in these times,” said the Prince 
coolly. “ Do not change her. Do not tease, her. Do not try to 
make her like yourself. I prefer her as she is.” 

Lady Dolly looked at him quickly. Was it possible that 
already-? 

Sergius Zouroff was lying back in his chair with his eyes closed. 
He was laughiug a little silently, in an unpleasant way that ho 
had; he had spoken insolently, and Lady Dolly could not resent 
his insolence. 

“ You are very kind. Prince,” she said as negligently as she 
could behind her fan. “ Very kind, to treat a child’s houtades as 
a girl’s charm. She has really seen nothiflg, you know, shut up 
in that old northern house by the sea; and she is as eccentric as 
if she were eighty years old. Quite odd in her notions, quite 1 ” 

“ Shall we play ? ” said Zouroff. 

They began to play, most of them, at a little roulette table. 
Musicians were interpreting, divinely, thenies of Beethoven’s and 
Schumann’s; the great glass halls and marble courts of the flowers 
were open with all their array of bloom; tho green gardens and 
gay terraces were without in the brilliancy of moonlight; the sea 
was not a score of yards ayay, sparkling with phosphorus and 
star-rays; but they were indifferent to all these things. They 
began to play, and heeded nothing else. The music sounded on 
deaf ears; the flowers bresithed out odours o)a closed nostrils,; the 
summer night spread its loveliness in vain; and the waters of 
salt wave and fresh fountain murmured on unheeded. Play held 
them. 
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Sergius Zouroff lost plenty of money to Lady Dolly, who went 
to bed at two o’clock, worried and yet pleased, anxious and yet 
exultant. 

Vere’s room was placed next to hers. 

She looked in before passing on to her own. The girl lay 
sound asleep in the sweet dreamless sleep of her lingering childhood, 
her hair scattered like gold on the pillows, her limbs in the lovely 
grace of a serene and unconscious repose. 

Lady Dolly looked at her as she slept, and an uneasy pang 
shot through her. 

“If ho do mean that," she thought, “I suppose it would be 
homblo. And how much too pretty and too innocent she would 
be for him—tho boast! ” 

Then she turned away, and went to hor own chamber, and 
licgan the toilsome martyrdom of having hor perruque unfastened, 
and her night's preparations for the morning’s enamel begun. 

To women like Lady Dolly life is a comedy, no doubt, played 
on great stages and to brilliant audiences, and very amusing and 
charming, and all that; but alas 1 it has two dread passages in 
each short twenty-four hours; they are, tho bore of being “ done 
up,” and tho boro of being “ undone! ” 

It is a martyrdom, but they bear it heroically, knowing lhat 
without it they would bo nowhere; would Ixj yellow, pallid, 
avrinkled, even perhaps would be flirtationlcss, unenvied, unre¬ 
garded, worse than dead 1 

If Lady Dolly had said any prayers she would have said, 
“ Thank God for Fiver I ” 


CHAFTER VIL 

I'l' was a very pretty life at Felicitd. 

The riding parties meeting under the old avenue of Spanish 
chestnuts ana dispersing down the flowering lanes; the shooting 
parties, which were not serious and engrossing as in England, but 
animated and picturesque in the deep old Norman woods; the 
stately dinner at nine o’clock every night, like a royal banquet; 
tho music which was so worthy of more attentive hearers than it 
over got; the theatre, pretty and pimpant as a coquette of the 
last century; the laughter; the brilliancy; the personal beauty of 
the women assembled there; aU made the life at F61icit6 charming 
to the eye and tho oar. Yet amidst it all Vere felt very lonely, 
and the only friends she made were in tho Irish horse that they 
gave her to ride, and in the big Russian hound that belonged to 
Frinco Zouroff. 

The men thought her lovely, hut they could not get on with 
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her; the woraen disliked her as mu^ as they adored, or professed 
to adore, FusAia Leach. 

To VeTe, who at Bulmer had been accustomed to see life hold 
a serious, and even solemn thing—who had been accustomed to 
the gravity of age and the melancholy of a seafaring poor, and 
tho’northern tillers of a thankless soil—^nothing seemed so wonder¬ 
ful "as the perpetual gaiety and levity around her. Was there any 
sorrow in the world? Was life only one long laugh? Was it 
right to forget the woes of others as utterly as they were for¬ 
gotten here ? She was always wondering, and there was no one 
to ask. 

“ You are horribly in earnest, Vero,” said her mother pettishly. 
“ You should go and live with Mr. Gladstone.” 

But to Vero it seemed more horrible to bo always laughing— 
and laughing at nothing. “When there are all the poor,” she 
thought, “and all the animals that suffer so.” She did not under¬ 
stand that, when these pretty women had sold china and flowers 
at a fancy fair for a hospital, or sttbscribod to the Society for 
Prevention of Cruelty, they had really done all that they thought 
was required of them, and could dismiss all human and animal pain 
from their minds, and bring their riding-horses home saddle-galled 
and spur-tom without any compunction. 

To the complete innocence and honesty of the girl’s nature tho 
discovery of wBat store tho world set on all*things which she had 
Leon taught to hold sacred, left a sickening sense of solitude and 
depression behind it. Those who are little children now will have 
little left to loam when they roach womanhood. Tho little children 
that are about us at afternoon tea and at lawn tennis, that aro 
petted by house-parties and romped with at pigeon-shooting, will 
have little left to discover. They are miniature women already; 
they know the meaning of many a dubious phrase; they know 
the relative value of social positions; they know much of tho 
scieiico of flirtation which society has substituted for passion ; they 
understand very thoroughly the shades of intimacy, the suggestions 
of a smile, the degrees of hot and cold, that may bo marked by a 
bow or emphasised with a good-day. All the subtle science of 
society is learned by them instinctively and unconsciously, as they 
learn French and German from their maids. When they aro 
women they will at least never have Eve’s excuse for sin; they 
will know everything that any tempter could toll them. Perhaps 
their knowledge may prove their safeguard, perhaps not; perhaps 
without its bloom the fruit, to men’s taste may seem prematurely 
withered. Another ten years will tell. At any rate mosc we pet 
to-day will bo spared the pang of disillusion when they shall bo 
fairly out in a world that they already know with cynical thorough¬ 
ness—baby La Bruyires and girl-Rochefoucaulds in frills and sashes. 

To Vero Herbert, on the contrary, reared as she had been upon 
grave studies and in country loneliness, the shocks her faiths and 
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her fancies received was very cruel. Sometiuibs she thought 
bitterly she would have miuded nothing if only hf" mother had 
been a thing she could have reverenced, a creature she cOuld have 
gone to for support and sympathy. 

But her mother was the most frivolous of the whole sea of froth 
around her—of the whole frivolous womanhood about her the very 
emptiest bubble. 

Vero, who herself had been oast by nature in the mould to bo 
a noble mother of children, had antique sacred fancies that went 
with the name of mother. The mother of the Gracchi, the mother 
of Bonaparte, the mother of Garibaldi, the many noble maternal 
figures of history and romance, were for over in her thouahts; the 
fimo-honoured word embodied to her all sacrifice, all nobility, all 
holiness., And her mother was this pretty foolish painted toy, with 
false curls in a sunny circlet, above ner kohl-washed eyes, with her 
heart sot on a cotillon, and W name in the mouths of the clubs; 
whose god was her tailor, and whose gospel was Zola; whose life 
was an opera-bouffe, and who when she costumed for her part in it, 
took “ le moindre excuse pour paraitre nuel” The thought of her 
mother, thus, hurt her, as in revolutions it hurts those who believe 
in Mary to see a Madonna spat upon by a mob. 

Lady Stoat saw this, and tried, in her fashion, to console her 
for it. 

“ My dear, your mSthcr is young still. She must divert herself. 
It would be very hard on her not to be allowed. You must not 
think she is not fond of you because she still likes to waltz.” 

Vere’s eyes were very sombre as she heard. 

“ I do not like to waltz. I never do.” 

“No, love? Well, temperaments differ. But' surely you 
wouldn’t be so cruel as to condemn your mother only to have your 
inclinations, would you ? Dolly was always full of fun. I think 
you have not fun enough in you, perhaps.” 

“ But my father is dead.” 

“ My dear, Queen Anne is dead 1 Henri Quatre est sur le 
Pont-Nevf. What other nows will you tell us ? I am not saying, 
dear, that you should think less of your father’s memory. It is 
too sweet of you to feel so much, and very, very rare, alas! for 
nowadays our children are so forgetful, and wo are so little to them. 
But still you know your mamma is young, and so pretty as slio is, 
too, no one can expect her to shut herself up as a recluse. Perhaps, 
had you been always with her, things would have boon different, 
but she has always been so much admired aud so petted by every 
one that it was only natural—only natural that-” 

“ She should not want me,” said Vere, as Lady Stoat paused for 
a word that should adequately express Lady Dolly’s excuses whilst 
l)rosorving Lady Dolly’s dignity before her daughter. 

“ Oh, my dear, I- never meant that,” she said hastily, whilst 
thinking, “ Quel enfant terrible I ” 
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The brilliani Fuschia was inclined to be very amiable and 
cordial to the voung daughter of Lady Dorothy Vanderdecken, but 
Vere repalled*h6r overtures with a chilling courtesy that made the 
bright Americaa “ feel foolish.” 

But Pick-me-up, as she was usually called in the great world, 
was not a person to be deterred by one slight, or by fifty. To 
never risk a rebuff is a golden rule for self-respect; but it is not 
the rule by which new people achieve success. 

Fuschia Leach was delighted with her social success, but she 
never deceived herself about it. 

In America her iieople were “ new people ’’-—that is to say, her 
father had made his pile selling cigars and drugs in a wild country, 
and her brothers were making a bigger pile killing pigs on a 
gigantic scale down west. In New York she and hers were deemed 
“ shoddy ”—the very shoddiest of shoddy—and were looked coldly 
on, and were left unvisited. But boldly springing over to leas 
sensitive Europe, they found themselves without effort received at 
courts and in embassies, and had became fashionable people almost 
as soon as they had had time to buy high-stopping horses and ask 
great tailors to clothe them. It seemed very funny; it seemed 
quite unaccountable, and it bewildered them a little; but Fuschia 
Leach did not lose her head. 

“ I surmise I’d best eat the curds while they’re sweet,” she said 
to herself, and she did cat them. She dressed, she danced, she 
made all her young men fetch and carry for her, she flirted, she 
caught up the ways and words and habits and graces of the great 
world, and adapted herself to her new sphere with versatile clever- 
ne-ss, but all the same she “ prospected ” with a keen eye all the 
land that lay around her, and never deceived herself. 

“I look cunning, and I'm spry, and I cheek him, and say 
outrageous things, and he likes it, and so they all go mad on me 
after him,” she said to herself; meaning by her pronoun the great 
personage who had first made her the fashion. But she knew very 
well that whenever anything prettier, odder, or more “ outrageous ” 
than herself should appear she would lose her prestige in a day, 
and fall back into the ranks of the ten thousand American girls 
who overrun Europe. 

“ I like you,” she said to Verc unasked one day, when she found 
her alone on the lawn. 

“You are very good,” said Vere, with the coldness of an empress 
of sixty years old. 

“ 1 like you,’’ reiterated Miss Leach. “ I like you because you 
treat ’em like dirt under your feet. That’s our way; but these 
Europeans go after men as the squir’ls jump after cobs. You are 
the only one I have seen that don’t.” 

“You are very amiable to praise me,” said Vere coldly. 

The lovely Fuschia continued her reflections aloud. 

“ We’re just as bad when the Englishmen go over to us; that’s 
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a fact. But with our own mea we ain’t; we just make shoeblacks 
and scallyrags of them; they fetch and carry, and do as they’re 
told. What a sharp woman your mother is, and fis lively as a 
katydid ! Now on our side, you know, the old folks never get at 
play like that; they’ve given over.” 

“ My mother is young,” said Vere, more coldly still. 

Miss Leach tilted her chair on end. 

“ That’s just what’s so queer. They are young on into any age 
over here. Your mother's over thirty, I suppose ? Don’t you call 
that old? It’s Methuselah with us. But here your grandmothers 
look as cunning as can bo, and they’re as skittish as spring-lambs; 
it’s the climate, I surmise?” 

Vere did not reply, and Miss Fuschia Leach, undaunted, con¬ 
tinued her meditations aloud. 

“ You haven’t had many affairs, I think ? You’re not really out, 
ore you?” 

“No—affairs?” 

“ Heart affairs, you know. Dear me 1 why before 1 was your 
age, I was engaged to James Fluke Dyson, down Boston way.” 

“ Are you to marry him, then?” 

“ Me 1 No—^thanks I I never meant to marry him. He did 
to go about with, and it made Victoria Bolter right mad. Then 
mother came to Europe; he and I vowed constancy and e.xchangod 
rings and hair and all that, and we did write to qach other each 
mail, till I got to Paris; then I got more slack, and I disremem- 
bered to ask when the mails went out; soon after we heard he had 
burst up; wasn’t it a piece of luck ? ” 

“ I do not understand." 

“ Piece of luck we came to Europe. I might have taken him 
over there. He was a fine young man, only he hadn’t the way 
your men have; not their cheek either. His father’d always been 
thought one of the biggest note-shavers in N’York City. They say 
it was the fall in silver broke him; any way, poor James he’s a 
clerk in a tea-store now.’’ 

Vere looked at her in speechless surprise; Pick-me-up laughed 
all the more. 

“ Oh, they are always at seesaw like that in our country. He’ll 
make another pile, 1 dare say, by next year, and they’ll aU get on 
their legs again: Your people, when they are bowled over lie 
down ; ours jump up; I surmise it’s the climate. I like your men 
best, though ; they look such swells, even when they’re in blanket 
coats and battered old hats, such as yoiir cousin MuU wears.” 

“Is it true that Frank wished to succeed Mr. James Fluke 
Dyson? ” Vere asked after a sore struggle with her disgust. 

“Who’s Frank?” 

“ My cousin. Mull.” 

“Is ho Frank? Dear life! I always thought dukes were 
dukes, even in the bosom of their families. Yes; he was that soft 
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on me—there, they all are, but he’!i,the worst I ever saw. I said 
no, but 1 could'whistle him back. I’m most sorry I did say no. 
Dukes don’t ^row on every apple-bough; only he’s poor, they 
say-” 

“He is poor,” said Vero coldly, her disgust conquering all 
amusement. 

“ When I eame across the Pond,” said Mias Leaeh, continuing 
her own reflections, “I said to mother ‘I’ll take nothing but a 
duke.’ I always had a kind o’ fancy for a duke. There’s such 
a few of them. I saw an old print once in the Broadway, of a 
Duchess of Northumberland, holding her coronet out in both hands. 
I said to myself then, that was how I'd be taken someday-” 

“ Do you think duchesses hold their coronets in their hands, 
then?” 

“ Well, no; I see they don’t; but I suppose one' weuld in a 
picture ? ” 

“ I think it would look very odd, even in a picture.” 

“ What’s the use of having one, then ? There aren’t corona¬ 
tions every day. They tell mo your tousin might bo rolling if he 
liked. Is it true he’d have five hundred pounds sterling a day if 
ho bored for coal ? One could live on that.’’ 

“ He would never permit the forest to be touched to save his 
life I” said Vere indignantly, with a frown and a flush. “The 
forests are as old as the days of Ilengist andjiorsa; the wild bulls 
are in them anfl the red deer; men crept there to die after Otter- 
Iwurno; under one of the oaks. King James saw Johnie Arm- 
strung.” 

Fuschia Leach showed all her pretty teeth. “ Very touchin’, 
but the coal was under them before that, I guess 1 That’s much 
more to the point. I come from a business-country. If he’ll hear 
reason about tliat coal, I’m not sure I won’t think twice about your 
cousin.” 

Vere, without ceremony, turned away. She felt angrj^tcars 
swell her throat and rise into her eyes. • "'■’A 

“ Oh, you turn up your nose! ” said Fuschia Leach viva^tisly. 
“You think it atrocious that new folks should carry off your 
brothers, and cousins, and friends. Well, I’d like to know where’s 
it worse than all your big nobility going down at our feet for our 
dollars? I don’t say your English do it so much, but they do do 
it, your younger sons, and all that small fry; and abroad we can 
buy the biggest and best titles in all Europe for a few hundred 
thousand dollars a year. Thath real mean 1 Thit's blanking boots, 
if you please. Men with a whole row of crusaders at their backs, 
men as count their fornfathers right away into Julius Caesar’s times, 
men that had uncles in the Ark with Noah, they’re at a Yankee 
pile like flies around molasses. Wal, now,” said the pretty Ameri¬ 
can, with her eyes lighting fiercely and with sp.arks of scorn flash¬ 
ing but from thorn, “ AVal, now, you’re all of you that proud that 
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you beat Lucifer, but as far as I see there aren’t much to be jiroud of. 
We’re shoddy over there. If we w'ent to Boston'we wouldn’t get 
a drink, outside an hotel, for our lives. hl’Yorkd neither, don’t 
think because a man’s struck ile he’ll go to heaven with Paris 
thrown jn; but look at all your big folk 1 Pray what do thy do the 
minute shoddy comes their way over the piokle-fleld ? Why they 
just eat it 1 Kiss it and eat it 1 Do you guess we’re such fools wo 
don’t see that ? Why your Norman blood and Domesday Book 
and all the rest of it—pray hasn’t it married Lily Peart, whoso 
father kept the steamboat hotel in Jersey City, and made his pile 
selling soothers to the heathen Chinee? Who was your Mar¬ 
chioness of Snowdon if she weren’t the daughter of old Sam Salmon 
the note-shaver? Who was your Duchesse de Dagobert, if she 
weren’t Aurelia Twine, with seventy million dollars made in two 
years out of oil? Who was your Princess Buondelmare, if not 
Lotty Miller, who was born in Nevada, and baptized with gin in a 
miner’s pannikin ? We know ’em all! And Blue Blood’s taken 
’em because they had cash. That’s about it! Wal, to my fancy, 
there aren’t much to bo prowl of anyhow, and it aren’t only us that 
need be laughed at.” 

“ It is not,” said Vere, who had listened in bewilderment. 
“ There is very much to bo ashamed of on both sides.” 

“Shame’s a big thing—a four-horse concern,” said the other 
with some demur. “ But if any child need be ashamed it is not 
this child. There’s a'woman in Rome, Anastasia'W. Crash ; her 
father’s a coloured person. After the war he turned note-shaver 
and made a jjile; Anastasia aren’t coloured to signify; she looks 
like a Creole, and she’s handsome. It got wind in Romo that she 
was going there, and had six million dollars a year safe; and she 
has that; it’s no lie. Well, in a week she could pick and choose 
amongst the Roman princes as if they were bilberries in a hedge, 
and she’s taken one that’s got a name a thousand years old; a 
name that every school-girl reads out in her history-books when 
she reads about the popes 1 There! And Anastasia W. Crash is 
a coloured person with us; with us we would not go in the same 
car with her, nor eat at the same table with her. What do you 
tliink of that?” 

“I think your country is very liberal; and that your ‘coloured 
person ’ has revenged all the crimes of the Borgias.” 

The pretty American looked at her suspiciously. 

“ I guess I don’t understand you,” she said a littlo sulkily. “ I 
guess you’re very deep, aren’t you? ” 

“ Pardon me,” said Vere, weary of the conversation; “ if you 
will excuse mo I will leave you now, wo are going to ride-” 

“ Bide ? Ah 1 That’s a thing I don’t cotton to anyhow,” said 
Mis.s Pusohia Leach, who had found that her talent did not lie that 
way, and could never bring herself to comprehend how princesses 
and duchesses could fii\d any pleasure in tearing over bleak fields 
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and jumping sqratching hedges, i* calorifbre at eighty degrees 
always, a sacque from Sirandin’s, an easy chair, and a dozen young 
men in varimlfc stages of admiration around her, that was her idea 
of comfort. Everything .out of doors made her chilly. 

She watched Vere pass away, and laughed, and yet felt sorry. 
She herself was the rage because she was a great beauty and a 
great flirt; because she had been signalled for honour by a prince 
whose word was law; because she was made for the ago she lived in, 
with a vulgarity that was chic, and an audacity that was unrivalled, 
and a delightful mingling of utter ignorance and intense shrewd¬ 
ness, of slavish submission to fashion and daring eccentricity in 
expression, that made her to the jaded palate of the world a social 
caviare, a moral absinthe. Exquisitely pretty, perfectly dressed, 
as dainty to look at as porcelain, and as common to talk to as a 
camp follower, she, like many of her nation, had found herself, to 
her own surprise, an object of adoration to that great world of 
which she had known nothing, except from the imaginative columns 
of “ own correspondents.” But Puschia Leach was no fool, as she 
said often herself, and she felt, as her’eyes followed Vere, that this 
calm cold child, with her great contemptuous eyes and her tranquil 
voice, had something she had not; something that not all the art 
of Mr. Worth could send with his confections to herself, 

“ My word I I think I’ll take Mull just to rile her 1 ” she thought 
to herself; and thought, too, for she was good-natured and less vain 
than she lookdd: “ Perhaps she’d like me a little bit then—and 
then, again, perhaps she wouldn’t.” 

“That girl’s worth five hundred of me, and yet they don’t see 
it 1 ” she mused now, as she pursued Vere’s shadow with her eyes 
across the lawn. She knew very well tliat with some combination 
of scarlet and orange, or sage and maize upon her, in some miracle 
of velvet and silk, with a cigarette in her mouth, a thousand little 
curls on her forehead, the last slang on her lips, and the last news 
on her ear, her own generation would find her adorable while it 
would leave Vere Herbert in the shade. And yet she would sooner 
have been Vere Uerbert; yet she would sooner have had that 
subtle, nameless, unattainable “ something ” which no combination 
of scarlet and orange, of saao and of maize, was able to give, no 
imitation or effort for half a lifetime would teach, 

"We don’t raise that sort somehow our way,” she reflected 
wistfully. 

She let the riding party go out with a sigh of envy—the slender 
figure of Vere foremost on a mare that few cared to mount—and 
went herself to drive in a* little basket-carriage with the Princess 
Ndlaguine, accompanied by an escort of her own more intimate 
adorers, to call at two or three of the maisonettes scattered along 
the line of the shore between Pdlicitd and Villers. 

“ Strikes mo I’ll have to take that duke after all,” she thought to 
herself; he would come to her sign, she knew, as a hawk to the lure 
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That day Prince Zouroff sodo by Vere’s side, aijd paid her many 
compliments on her riding and other things; but she scarcely 
heard them. She knew, she could ride anything, a# she told him; 
and she thought every one could who loved horses; and then she 
barely heard the rest of his pretty speeches. She was thinking, 
with a bewildered disgust, of the woman whom- Francis Herbert, 
Duke of Mull and Cantire, was willing to make her cousin. 

She had not comprehended one tithe of Pick-me-up’s jargon, 
but she had understood the menace to the grand, old, sombre border 
forests about Castle Herbert, which she loved with a love only second 
to that she felt for the moors and woods of Bulmer. 

“I would sooner seo Francis dead than see him touch those 
trees! ” she thought, with what her mother called her terrible 
earnestness. And she was so absorbed in thinking of the shame 
of such a wife for a Herbert of Mull, that she never noticed the 
glances Zouroff gave her, or dreamed that the ladies who rode with 
hor were saying to each other, Is it possible ? Can he bo 
serious ? ” 

Vere had been accustome'd to rise at six and go to bed at ten, to 
spend her time in serious studios or open-air exercise. She was be¬ 
wildered by a day which began at one or two o’clock in the afternoon, 
and ended at cockcrow or later. She was harassed by the sense 
of-heing perpetually exhibited and uncearingly criticised. Speak¬ 
ing little herself, she listened, and observed, and began to understand 
all that Corrdze had vaguely warned her against; to see the rancour 
underlying the honeyed words; the enmity concealed by the cordial 
smile ; the hate expressed in praise; the efl'ort masked in ease ; the 
endleb strife and calumny, and cruelty, and small conspiracies 
which make up the daily life of men and women in society. Most 
of it was still a mystery to her; but much she saw, and grew 
heartsick at it. Light and vain temperaments find then congenial 
atmosphere in the world of fashion, but hers was neither light nor 
vain, and the falseness of it all oppressed her. 

“ You are a little Puritan, my dear! ” said Lady Stoat, smiling 
at her, 

“ Pray be anything else rather that that! ” said Lady Dolly 
pettishly, “ Everybody hates it. It makes you look priggish and 
conceited, and nobody believes in it even. That over a child of 
mine should have such ideas 1 ” . 

“ Yea. It is very funny 1 ” said her dear Adino quietly. “ You 
neglected her education, pussy. She is certainly a little Puritan. 
But we should not laugh at her. In these days it is really very 
interesting to see a girl who can blush, and who does not understand 
the French of the Petits Journawa, though she knows the French of 
hlarmoutel and of Massillon.” 

“Who cares for Marmontel and Massillon ?”B!vid Lady Dolly in 
disgust. 

She was flattered by the success of Vere as a beauty, and irri- 
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tated by her £ulure as a compaaionable creature. Sbe was 
triumphant to see the impression made by the girl’s blending of 
sculptural callh and childlike loveliness. She was infuriated a 
hundred times a day by Vere’s obduracy, coldness, and unwise 
directness of speech. 

“It is almost imbecility,” thought Lady Dolly, obliged to 
apologise continually for some luisplaced sincerity or obtuse neg¬ 
ligence with which her daughter had offended people. 

“ You should never froisser other people; never, never! ” said 
Lady Dolly. “ If Nero, and what-was-her-name that began with 
an M, were to come in your world, you should be civil to them; you 
should bo charming to them, so long as they were people that were 
received. Nobody is to judge for themselves, never. If society is 
with you, then you are all right. Besides, it looks so much prettier 
to be nice and charitable and all that; and besides, what do yon 
know, you chit?” 

Vere was always silent under these instructions; they were but 
little understood by her. When shg did froisser people it was 
generally because their consciences gave a sting to her simple frank 
words of which the young speaker herself was quite unconscious. 

“ Am I a Puritan ? ” Vere thought, with anxious self-examin¬ 
ation. In history she detested the Puritans; all her sympathies 
were with the other side. Yet she began now to think that, if the 
Htuart court evgr resembled Fdlicitd, the Puritans had not perhaps 
been so very far wrong. 

Felioitd was nothing more or worse than a very fashionable 
house of the period; but it was the world in little, and it hurt her, 
bewildered her, and in many ways disgusted her. 

If she had been stuiiid, as her mother thought her, she would 
have been amused or indifferent; but she was not stupid, and she 
was oppressed and saddened. At Bulmer she had been reared to 
think truth the first law of life, modesty as natural to a gentle¬ 
woman as cleanliness, delicacy and reserve the attributes of all good 
breeding, and sincerity indispensable to self-respect. At Fdlicitd, 
who seemed to care for any one of these things ? 

Lady Stoat gave them lip-service indeed, but, with that excep¬ 
tion, no ono took the trouble even to render them that questionable 
homage which hypocrisy pays to virtue. 

In a world that was the really great world, so far as fashion 
went and rank {for the house-party at Fdlicitd was composed of 
people of the purest blood and highest station^ people very ex¬ 
clusive, very prominent and very illustrious), Vere found things 
that seemed passing strange to her. When she heard of pro¬ 
fessional beauties, whose portraits were sold for a shilling, and 
whose names were as cheap as red herrings, yet who were received 
at court and envied by princesses; when she saw that men were 
the wooed, not the wooers, and that the art of flirtation was 
reduced to a tournament of effrontery; when she saw a great 
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ducliesB gd'out with the gunsj carrying her own chokebore by Purdy 
and showing her slender limbs in gaiters; when she saw married 
women not much older than herself spending houl' after hour in 
the fever of chemin-de-fer ; when she learned that they were very 
greedy for their winnings to bo paid, but never dreamt of being 
asked to pay their losses; when she saw these women with babies 
in their nurseries, making unblushing love to other women’s 
husbands, and saw every one looking on the pastime as a matter 
of course quite good-naturedly; when she saw one of these ladies 
take a flea from her person and cry, Qui m’aime Vavode, and a prince 
of semi-royal blood swallow the flea in a glass of water, when to 
these things, and a hundred others like them, the young student 
from the Korthumbrian moors was the silent and amazed listener 
and spectator, she felt indeed lost in a strange and terrible world ; 
and something that was very like disgust shone from her clear 
eyes and closed her proud mouth. 

Society as it was filled her with a very weariness of disgust, 
a cold and (heary disenchantment, like the track of grey mire 
that in the mountains is left by the descent of the glacier. But 
her mother was more terrible to her than all. At the thought ot 
her mother Vero, oven in solitude, felt her cheek burn with an 
intolerable shame. When she came to know something of the 
meaning of those friendships that society condones—of those jests 
which society whispesrs between a cup of tea and a cigarette—oi 
those hints which are enjoyed like a bonbon, yet contain all the 
enormities that appalled Juvenal,—then the heart of Vere grow 
sick, and she began slowly to realise what manner of woman this 
was that had given her birth. 

“My dear,your pretty daughter seems to sit in judgment on us 
all! I am sadly afraid she finds us wanting,” said the groat lady 
who had signalised herself with utilising a ilea. 

“ Oh, she has a dreadful look, I know,” said Lady Dolly dis¬ 
tractedly. “But you see she has been always with that odious 
old woman. She has seen nothing. She is a baby.” 

The other smiled. 

“ When she has been married a year, all that will change. She 
will leave it behind her with her maiden sashes and shoes. But I 
am not sure that she will marry quickly, lovely as she is. She 
frightens people, and, if you don’t mind my saying so, she is rude. 
The other night when we had that little bit of fun about the flea 
she rose and walked away, turned her back positively, as if she 
were a scandalised dowager. !Now, you know, that doc.sn’t do 
nowadays. The age of saints is gone by-” 

“ If there ever were one,” said Lady Dolly, who occasionally 
forgot that she was very high church in her doctrines. 

“ Vera would make a beautiful St. Ursula,” said Lady Stoat, 
joining them.' “'I'here is war as well as patience in her counte¬ 
nance ; she will resist actively as well as endure passively.” 
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" What a dreadful thing to say 1 ”*kighed Lady Dolly. 

The heroin%of the flea erotic laughed at her. 

" liiarry her, my dear. That is what she wants.” 

She herself was only "one and twenty, and had been married 
four years, had some little flaxen bundles in nurses’ arms that she 
seldom saw, was deeply in debt, had as many adorers as sho had 
pearls and diamonds, and was a very popular and admired per¬ 
sonage. 

“ Why can’t you get on with people ? ” Lady Dolly said to Vere 
irritably, that day. 

“ I do not think they like mo,” said Vcre very humbly; and 
lier mother answered very sharply and sensibly— 

“Everybody is liked as much as they wish to be. If you 
show people you like them, (hey like you. It is perfectly, simple. 
You get what you give, my dear, in this world. But the sad 
truth is, Vcre, that you are uiiamiahle.” 

Was she in truth unamiablc ? 

Sho felt the tears gather in her eyes. She put her hand on the 
hound Loris’s collar, and went away with him into the gardens; 
the exquisite gardens with the gleam of the sea between the 
festoons of their roses that no one hardly ever noticed except 
herself. In a deserted spot where a marble Antinous reigned over 
a world of bigonias, sho sat down on a rustic chair and put her 
arm round the dog’s neck, and cried like the (Jliild that she was. 

Sho thought of the sweetbriar bush on the edge of the 
white cliff—oh! if only Con6ze had been here to tell her what 
to do 1 

The dog kissed her in his own way, and was sorrowful for her 
sorrow; the sea wind stirred the flowers; the waves were near 
enough at hand for their murmuring to roach her; the quietness 
and sweetness of the place soothed her. 

She would surely see Corrfizc again, she thought; perhaps in 
Paris, this very winter, if her mother took her there. Ho would 
tell her if sho were right or wrong in having no sympathy with 
all these people; and the tears still fell down her cheeks as she sat 
there and fancied sho heard that wondrous voice rise once more 
above the sound of the sea. 

“Mademoiselle Vera, are you unhappy? and in Fdlicitdl” said 
a voice that was very unlike that unforgotten music—the voice of 
Sergius Zouroff. 

Vere looked up startled, with her tears still wet, like dew. 

Zouroff had been kindness itself to dicr, but her first disgust 
for him had never changed. She was alarmed and vexed to bo 
found by him, so, alone. 

“ What frets you ? ” he said, with more, gentleness than often 
came into his tones. “ It is a regret to mo as your host that you 
should know any regret in Fdlicitd. If there be anything I can 
do,.command me.” 
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“You are very good, indnsieur,” said Vcre hesitatingly. J It 
is nothing—very lituo, at least j my mother is vcx«i with me. _ 

“ Indeed I Your charming mother, then, for once, must be m 
the wrong. What is it ? ” 

“ Because people do not like me.” 

“ Who is barbarian enough not to like you ? I am a barbarian, 
but-** 

His cold eyes grew eloquent, but she did not sco their gaze, for 
she was looking dreamily at the far-off sea. 

“ No one likes me,” said Vcre wearily, " and my mother thinks 
it is my fault. No doubt it is. I do not care for what they care 
for; but then they do not care for what I love—the gardens, the 
woods, the sea, the dogs.” 

She drew Loris close as she spoke, and rose to go. She did not 
wish to be with her host. But Zouroff paced by her side. 

“ Loris pleases you? Will you give him the happiness of being 
calk'd yours V ” 

Vcre for once raised a bright and grateful face to him, a flush 
of pleasure drying her tears. 

“Mine? Loris? Oh, that would be delightful!—if mamma 
will let me.” 

“ Your mother will let you,” said ZouroCf, with an odd smilo. 
“ Loris is a fortunate beast, to have power to win your fancy.” 

“ But I like all dogs-” * 

“ And no men ? " 

“ I do not think about them.” 

It was the simido truth. 

“ I wish I were a dog! ” said Serge Zouroff. 

Verc laughed for a moment—a child’s sudden laugh at a droll 
idea; then her brows contracted a little. 

“ Dogs do not flatter me,” she said curtly. 

“ Nor do I—/o£ d'honneur I But tell me, is it really the fact 
that cruel Lady Dolly made you weep? In my house too I—I am 
very angry. I wish to make it Felicito to you, beyond any other 
of my guests.” 

“Mamma was no doubt right, monsieur,” said Vcre coldly. 
“ She said that I do not like people, and I do not.” 

“Hamel you have very excellent taste,then,” said Zouroff 
with a laugh. “ I will not quarrel with your coldness, Made¬ 
moiselle Vera, if you will only make an exception for me ? ” 

Vcre was silent. 

ZourolFs eyes grew impatient and fiery. 

“ Will you not even like mo a little for Loris’s sake ? ” 

Vere stood still in the rose-path, and looked at him with serious 
serene eyes. 

“ It was kind of you to give me Loris, that I know, and I am 
grateful for that; but I will not tell you what is false, monsieur; 
it would be a very bad return.” 
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“ Is slio the wiliest coquette by instinct, or only the stiangest 
cliild that evef breathed?” thought Zouxoff as ho said aloud, 
“ Why do you not like me, mon enfant f ” 

Vero hesitated a moment. 

" I do not think you are a good man.” 

“ And why am 1 so unfortunate as to give you that opinion of 
me?” 

“ It is the way you talk; and you kicked Loris one day last 
week.” 

Sergo Zouroff laughed aloud, but ho'swore a heavy oath under 
his breath. 

“Your name in Russian means Faith. You are well named. 
Mademoiselle Vera,” he said carelessly, as ho continued to walk by 
her side. " But I shall hopo to make you think better things of 
mo yet, and I can never kick Loris again, as ho is now yours, with¬ 
out your permission.” 

“ You will never have that,” said Vere, with a little smile, as 
she thought, with a pang of compunction, that she had been very 
rude to a host who was courteous and generous. 

Zouroff moved on beside her, gloomy and silent. 

“ Take my arm, mademoiselle,” ho said suddenly, as they were 
aiiproaching the chfiteau. Vero put her hand on his arm in timid 
compliance; shcnfelt that she must have seemed rude and thanklcs.s. 
Tliey crossed the smooth lawns that stretched underneath the 
terraces of Felicitd. 

It was near sunset, about seven o’clock; some ladies were out 
on the teirace, amidst them Lady Dolly and the heroine of the 
flea. 'J hey saw Zouroff cross the turf, with the girl in her white 
Gainshorough dress heside him, and the hound beside her. 

Lady Dolly’s hoiirt gave a sudden leap, then stopped its beats in 
suspense. 

“ Positively—I do—think-” murmured the lady of the flea; 

and then fell back in her chair in a fit of uncontrollable laughter. 

Vere loosened her hand from her ho.st’s .arm as they ascended 
the terrace steps, and came straight to her mother. 

“ Monsieur Zouroff has given me Loris! ” she cried breathlessly, 
for the dog was to her an exceeding joy. “ You will lot me have 
Loris, mamma ? ” 

“ Let her have Loris,” said Zouroff, with a smile that Lady 
Dolly understood. 

“ Certainly, since you are so kind, Prince,” she said charmingly. 
“But a dog! It is such a disagreeable thing; when one travels 
especially. Still, since you are so good to that naughty child, who 
g'Vos all her heart to the brutes-” 

“ I am happy that she thinks mo a brute too,” said Zouroff, 
v.ith a grim smile. 

The ladies laughed. 

Vero did not hear or heed. She was caressing her new treasure. 
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“I shall not fool alone now with Loris," sho was sajiug to 
herself. The dull fierce eyes of Serge Zouroff wore*Fastcned on her, 
but she did not think of him, nor of why the women laughed. 

Lady Dolly was vaguely perplexed. 

“ The girl was cryiug half an hour ago,” she thought. “Perhaps 
she is deeper than one tliiiiks. Perhaps she means to draw him on 
lhat way. Anyhow, her way appears to answer—but it hardly 
seems possible—when one thinks what he has had thrown at his 
head and never looked at! And Verel such a rude creature, and 
such a simpleton 1 ” 

Yet a sullen respect began to enter into her for her daughter : 
the respect that women of the world only give to a shrewd talent 
for finesse. If she were cai)ablo at sixteen of “ drawing on ” the 
master of FeliciW thus ably, L.ady Dolly felt that her daughter 
might yet prove worthy of her; might still become a being with 
whom she could have sympathy and community of sentiment. 
And yet Lady Dolly felt a sort of sickness steal over her as she saw 
the look in his eyes which Yore did not see. 

“ It will be horrible 1 horrible 1 ” sho said to herself. “ Why did 
Adine ever tell mo to come hereV” 

For Lady Dolly was never in her own eyes the victim of her 
own follicii, but always that of some one else’s bad counsels. 

Lady Dolly was frightened when sho thought that it was jios- 
siblo that this scorner of unmarried women would be won by her 
own child. But sho was yet more ten-ifled when the probable hope¬ 
lessness of any such project flashed on her. 

The gift of the dog might mean everything, and might mean 
nothing. 

“ What a constant misery sho is 1 ” she mused. “ Oh, why 
wasn’t sho a boy ? They go to Eton, and if they got into trouble 
men manage it all; and they are useful to go about with if you 
want stalls at a theatre, or an escort that don’t compromise you. 
But a daughter! . . .' .’’ 

Sho could have cried, dres.scd though sho was for dinner, in a 
combination of orange and deadleaf, tliat would have consoled any 
woman under any aulictiou. 

“ Do you think he means it ? ’’ she whispered to Lady Stoat, who 
answered cautiously— 

“ I think he might he made to mean it.’’ 

Lady Dolly sighed, and looked nervous. 

Two days later Loris had a silver collar on his neck that had 
just come from Paris. It had tlic inscription ou it of the Trouba¬ 
dour’s motto for his mistress’s falcon : 

“ Quiconque me trouveva, qu’il me mens a ma maUrcssc: imnr 
recompense il la verra.” 

Vere looked doubtfully at the collar; she preferrod Loris with- 
• out it. 

“He does mean it,’’ said Lady Dolly to herself, and her pulses 
fluttered strangely. 
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“I’d have gived you a dog if I’d fcaown you wished for one,” 
said Joim Jura ^loodiiy that pyening to Vero. She smiled aud 
tliankcd him. 

“ I had so many dogs about me at Bulmer I feel lost without 
one, and Loris is very beautiful-” 

Jura looked at her with close scrutiny. 

“ IIow do 3 'ou like the giver of Loris ? ” 

Vere met his gaze unmoved. 

“I do not like liim at all,” she said in a low tone. “But perhaps 
it is not sincere to say so. lie is very kind, and we are in his 
house.” 

“ My dear! That wo arc in his house or that he is in ours is 
the very reason to abuse a man like a thief 1 You don’t seem to 
understand modern ethics,” said the heroine of the flea epic, as she 
passed near with a little laugh, on her way to play ehemin-di-fer in 
the next drawing-room. 

“ Don’t listen to them,” said Jura hastily. “They will do you 
no good ; they are all a bad lot here.” , 

“ But they are all gen tie-people ? ” said Vere in some astonish¬ 
ment. “ They are all gentlemen and gentlewomen bom.” 

“Oh, lorn I” said Jura, with immeasurable contempt. “Oh 
yes ! they’re all in the swim for that matter; but they are about 
as bad a set as there is in Europe; not but what it is much the 
same everywhere* They say the Second Empire did it. I don’t 
know if it’s that, but I do know that ‘gentlewomen,’ as you call it, 
are things one never sees nowadays anywhere in Paris or London. 
You have got the old grace, but how long will you keep it ? They 
will corrupt you ; and if they can’t, they’ll ruin you.” 

“ Is it so easy to be corrupted or to be ruined ? ” 

“ Easy as blacking your glove,” said Jura moodily. 

Vere gave a little sigh. lafe seemed to her very difficult. 

“ I do not think they will change me," she said, after a few 
moments’ thought. 

“ I don’t think they will; but they will" make you pay for it. 
If they say nothing worse of you than that you are ‘ odd,’ you will 
be lucky. How ffid you become what you were? You, Dolly’s 
daughter 1 ” 

Vero coloured at the unconscious contempt with which ho 
spoke the two last words. 

“ I try to bo what my father would have wished,” she said 
under her breath. 

Jura was touched. IBs blue eyes grew dim and reverential. 

“ I wish to heaven your father may watch over you! ” he said 
in a husky voice. “ In our world, my dear, you will want some 
good angel—bitterly. Perhaps you will be your own, though. I 
hope so.’* 

His hand sought hers and caught it closely for an instant, and 
he grew very pale, Vere looked up in a little surprise. 


o 
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“You are very kind t» think of me,” she atiid with a certain 
emotion. 

“ Who would not think of you ? ” muttered Jura, with a dark- 
noss on his frank, fair, bold face. “ Don’t be so astonished that I 
do,” he said, with a (ittlo laugh, whose irony she did not under¬ 
stand. " You know I am such a friend of your mother’s.” 

“ Yes,” said Vere gravely. 

She was peridexcd. He took up her fan and unfurled it. 

“ Who gave you this thing ? It is an old one of Dolly’s, I 
bought it in tho Passage Choiseul myself; it’s not half good 
enough for you now. I bought one at Christie’s last winter, that 
belonged to Maria Theresa; it has her monogram in opals; it was 
painted by Fragonard, or one of those beggars; I will send for it 
for you if you will please me by taking it.” 

“ You arc very kind,” said Vere. 

“ That is what you say of Serge Zouroff! ” 

Slie laughed a little. 

“ 1 like you better than Monsieur Zouroff.” 

Jura’s face flushed to fhe roots of his fair crisp curls. 

" And as well as your favoured singer? ” 

“ Ah, no! ”—Vere spoke quickly, and with a frown on her 
pretty brows. She was annoyed at the mention of Corr^ze. 

Lady Dolly approached at that moment—an apparition of white 
lace and neimpharsf with some wonderful old cameos as ornaments. 

“ Take me to tho tea-room, Jack,” she s.nid ahar])ly. “ Clemen¬ 
tine de Vrillo is winning everything again; it is sickening; I 
believe she marks the aces I ” 

Jura gave her his arm. 

Vere, left alone, sat lost in thought. It was a strange world. 
No one seemed happy in it, or sincere. Lord Jura, whom her 
mother treated like a brother, seemed to despise lier more than any 
one; and her mother seemed to say that another friend, who was a 
French duchess, descended from a Valois, was guilty of cheating at 
cards 1 

Jura took the white lace and nenuphars into the tea-room. He 
was silent and preoccupied. Lady Dolly wanted pretty attentions, 
but their day was over with him. 

“ Is it true,” be said abruptly to her, “ that Zouroff wants your 
daughter ? ” 

Lady Dolly smiled vaguely. 

“ Oh I I don’t know; they say many things, yon know. No; 

I shouldn’t suppose he means anything, should you ? ” 

“ I can’t say,” he answered curtly. “ You wish it.” 

“ Of course I wish anything for her happiness.” 

He laughed aloud. 

“ What damned hypocrites all you women are! ” 

“My dear Jura, ^^rayl you are not in a guard-room or a club- 
room I ” said Lady Dolly very seriously shocked indeed. 
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Lord Jura got her off his hands at length, and bestowed her on 
a young dandy, yho bad become famous fay winning the Grand 
Prix in that summer. Then he walked away by himself into the 
smoking-room, which at that hour was quite deserted. He threw 
himself down on one of the couches, and thought—moodily, im¬ 
patiently, bitterly. 

“ What cursed fools we are I ” he mused. What a fool he had 
been ever to fancy that he loved the bloom of Fiver’s powders, the 
slim shape of a white satin corset, the falsehoods of a dozen seasons, 
the debts of a little gamester, the smiles of a calculating coquette, 
and the five hundred things of like value, that made up the human 
entity, known as Lady Dolly. 

He could see her, as ho had seen her first; a little gossamer 
figure under the old elms, down by the waterside at Hurlingham, 
when Hurlingham had been in its earliest natal days of glory. 
There had been a dinner-party for a Sunday evening; ho re¬ 
membered carrying her tea, and picking her out the big straw¬ 
berries under the ccd.ar. They had mef a thousand times before 
that, but had never spoken. He thought her the prettiest creature 
he had ever seen. She had told him to call on her at Chesham 
I’lace; she was always at home at four. He remembered their 
coming upon a dead pigeon amongst the gardenias, and how she 
had laughed, and told him to write its elegy, and he had said that 
ho would if he could only spell, but he had never been able to spell 
ill his life. All the nonsense, all the trifles, came back to his 
memory in a hateful clearness. That was five years ago, and she 
was as pretty as ever: Piver is the true fontaine deiouvence. She 
w.a8 not changed, but he—he wished that he had been dead like 
the blue-rock amongst the gardenias. 

Ho thought of a serious sweet face, a noble mouth, a low broad 
brow, with the fair hair lying thickly above it. 

“ Good God! ” ho thought, “ who would ever have dreamt that 
she could have had such a daughter 1 ” 

And his heart was sick, and his meditation was bitter. He 
was of a loyal, faithful, dog-like temjier; yet in that moment he 
turned in revolt against the captivity that had once seemed sweet, 
and he hated the mother of Vcrc. 

A little later Lord Jura told his host that he was very sorry, 
regretted infinitely, and all that, but he was obliged to go up to 
Scotland. His father had a great house-party there, and would 
have no denial. 

Alone, Lady Dolly said to him, “ What does this mean ? what 
is this for? You know you never go to Camelot; you know that 
you go to every other house in the kingdom sooner. What did 
you say it for? And how dare you say it without seeing if it suit 
me? It doesn’t suit me.” 

" I put it on Camelot because it sounds more decent; and I 
mean to go,” said Lord Jura, plunging his hands in his pockets. 
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“ The truth is, Dolly, I doa’t care to be in this 'blackguard’s house. 
He is a blackguard, and you’re wanting to get him.” 

Lady Dolly turned pale and sick. 

“ What language I How is ho any more si—^what you ssiy— 
than you are, or anybody else ? And pray for what do I want 
him ? ” 

The bro.ad frank brows of Lord Jura grew stormy as he frowned. 

“ The man is a blackguaixl. There are things one can’t say to 
women. Everybody knows it. You don’t care; you want to get 
him for the child.” 

“ Vera ? Good gracious 1 What is Vera to you if it be what 
you fancy ? ” 

“Nothing!” said Lord Jura, and his lips were pressed close 
together, and ho did not look at his companion. 

“ Then why—I should think she isn’t, indeed 1—but why, in the 
name of goodness-” 

“ Look here, Dolly,” said the young man sternly. “ Look hero. 
I’m death on sport, and I’ve killed most things, from stripes in the 
jungle to the red rover in the furrows; I don’t affect to be a feeling 
fellow, or to go in for that sort of sentiment, but there was one 
thing I never could stand seeing, and that was a little innocent 
wild rabbit caught in a gin-trap. My keepers d.aren’t set one fur 
their lives. I can’t catch you by the throat, or throttle Zouroff as 
I should a keeper if I caught him at it, so I go to Camclot. That’s 
all. Don’t make a fuss. You’re going to do a wicked thing, if 
you can do it, and I won’t look on; that’s all.” 

Lady Dolly was very frightened. 

“What do you know about Zouroff?” she murmured hurriedly. 

“ Only what all Paris knows; that is quite enough.” 

Lady Dolly was relieved, and instantly allowed herself to grow 
angry. 

“All Paris! Such stuff! As if men were not all alike. 
Ileally one would fimey you wore in love with Vera yourself 1 ” 

“Stop that!” said Lord Jura sternly; and she was subdued, 
and said no more. “I shall go to-morrow,” ho added carelessly; 
“and you may as well give mo a book or a note or something for 
the women at Camclot; it will stay their tongues here.” 

“ 1 have a tapestry pattern to send to your sisters,” said Lady 
Dolly, submissive but infuriated. “What do you know about 
Sergius Zouroff, Jack ? I wish you would tell me.” 

“I think you know it all very well,” said Lord Jura. “I 
think you women know all about all the vices under the sun, only 
you don’t mind. There are always bookcases locked in every 
library; I don’t know why we lock ’em; women know everything. 
But if the man’s rich it don’t matter. If the fellows we used to 
read about in Suetonius were alive now, you’d marry your girls to 
t^iom and never ask any questions—except about settlements. 
It’d no use my saying anything; you don’t care. But I tell you 
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all the same that if •you give your daughter when she’s scarce six¬ 
teen to that brute, you might just as well strip her naked and set 
her up to auction like the girl in La Goupe ou La Femme I” 

“ You grow very coarse,” said Lady Dolly, coldly. 

Lord Jura left the room, and, in the morning, left the house. 

As the “Ephemeris” wont slowly, in a languid wind, across 
the channel in the grey twilight, ho sat on deck and smoked, and 
grew heavy-hearted. Ho was not a book-learned man, and seldom 
read anything beyond the sporting paper-s, or a French romance; 
but some old verse, about the Fates making out of our pleasant 
vices whips to scourge us crossed his mind, as the woods and towers 
of Felicild receded from his sight. 

lie was young; ho was his own master; he was Earl of Jura, 
and would be Marquis of Shetland. Ho could have looked into 
those grand grey eyes of Vero Herbert’s with a frank and honest 
love; he could have been happy, only—only—only 1 

The Maria Theresa fan came from Camelot, but Jura never 
returned. 

That night there was a performance in the little theatre; there 
was usually one every other night. The actors enjoyed themselves 
much more than the guests at Felicite. They all lived in a little 
maisonnette in the park, idled through their days as they liked, and 
)iiayed when tliey were told. When his house party bored him 
licyond endurance,SergiusZourofl'wandered away to that monsoifncttc 
in las park at midnight. 

That evening the piece on the programme was one that was 
very light. Zourofl' stooped his head to Lady Dolly as they were 
about to move to the theatre. 

“ Send your daughter to her bed; that piece is not fit for her ears.” 

Lady Dolly stared and bit her lip. But she obeyed. She went 
back and touched Verc’s cheek with her fan and caressed her. 

“ My sweet one, you look pale. Go to your room; you do not 
care much for acting, and your health is so precious-” 

“ He must mean it,” she thought, as they went into the pretty 
theatre, and the lights tvent round with her. The jests fell on deaf 
ears so far as she was concerned; the dazzling little scenes danced 
before her sight; she could only see the heavy form of Zourolf cast 
down in his velvet chair, with his eyes half shut, and his thick 
eyebrows drawn together in a frown that did not relax. 

"He must mean it,” she thought. “But how odd! Good 
heavens 1 that he should care—that he should think—of what is 
lit or unlit 1 ” 

And it made her laugh cdnvulsively, in a sort of spasm of 
mirth, for which the gestures and jokes of the scene gave excuse. 

Y^ot she had never felt so nearly wretched, never so nearly 
understood what shame and repentance meant. 

In the entr’acte Zouroff changed his place, and took a vacant 
chair by Lady Dolly, and took up her fan and played with it. 
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“ Miladi, we have always been friends, goo’d friends, Lave we 
not ? ” he said with the smile that she hated. “ know mo well, 
and can judge me without flattery. What will you say if 1 tell you 
that I seek the honour of your daughter’s hand ? ” 

Ho folded and unfolded the fan as he spoke. The orchestra 
played at that moment loudly. Lady Dolly was silent. 'I'liere was 
a contraction at the corners of her pretty rosebud-like moulh. 

" Any mother could have but one answer to you,” she replied 
with an effort. “ You are too good, and I am too happy ! ” 

“ 1 may speak to her, then, to-morrow, with your consent ? ” ho 
added. 

“ Lot mo speak to her first,” she said hurriedly; “ she is so 
young.” 

“ As you will, madame! Place myself and all I have at her 
feet.” 

“ What can you have seen in her! Good heavens! ” she cried 
in an impulse of amaze. 

“She has avoided mel” said Sergo Zouroff, and spoke the 
truth: then added in his best manner, “ And is she not your 
child?” 

The violins chirped softly as waking birds at dawn; the satin 
curtain drew up; the little glittering scene shone again in the 
wax-light. Lady Dolly gasjied a little for breath. 

“ It is very warhi here,” she murmured. “ Den’t you think if a 
window were opened. And then you have astonished me so-” 

She shook double her usual drops of chloral out into her glass 
that night, but they did not give her sleep. 

“ I shall never persuade her 1 ” she thought; gazing with dry, 
hot eyes at the light swinging before her mirror. The eyes of Vero 
seemed to look at her in their innocent, scornful serenity, and the 
eyes of Vere’s father too. 

“ Do the dead ever come back ? ” she thought j some people say 
they do.” 

And Lady Dolly, between her soft sheets, shivered, and felt 
frightened and old. 

She was on the edge of a crime, and she had a conscience, 
though it was a very small and feeble one, and seldom spoke. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

Vkre had been up with the sunrise, and out with Loris. She had 
had the pretty green park and the dewy gardens to herself; she 
had filled her hands with more flowers than she could carry; her 
hair and her clothes were fragrant with the smell of mown grass 
and pressed thyme; she stole back on tiptoe through the long 
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corridors, through‘the still house, for if was only nine o’clock, and 
she knew that aii the guests of FeliciW were still sleeping. 

To her surprise her mother’s door opened, and her mother’s 
voice called her. 

Vere went in, fresh and bright as was tho summer morning 
itself, with the dew upon her hair and tho smell of the blossoms 
entering with her, into the warm oppressive air that was laden 
with tho smells of anodynes and perfumes. 

Her mother had already been made pretty for the day, and a 
lovely tur(iuoise-l)luo dressing-robe enveloped her. She opened her 
arms, and folded tho child in them, and touched her forehead with 
a kiss. 

“ My darling, my sweet child,” she murmured, " I have some 
wonderful news for you; news that makes me very .happy, 
Vera-” 

“Yes?” said Vere, standing with wide-opened expectant eyes, 
the flowers falling about her, tho dew sparkling on her hair. 

“ Yea, too happy, my Vera, since it secures your happiness,” 
murmured her mother. “ But perhaps you can guess, dear, though 
you are so very young, and you do not even know what love 
me.ans. Vera, my sweetest, my old friend Prince Zouroff has 
sought 3 'ou from me in marriage 1 ” 

“ Mother! ” Vere stepped backward, then stood still again; a 
si)occhless amaze, an utter incredulity, an unhttorable disgust, all 
speaking in her face. 

“Arc you startled, darling?’’said Lady Dolly, in her blandest 
voice. “ Of course you are, you are such a child. But if you 
think a moment, Vera, you will see the extreme compliment it is 
to you; the greatness it offers you; tho security that the devotion 
of a-” 

“ Mother 1 ” she cried again; and this time the word was a cry 
of horror—^a jjrotest of indignation and outrage. 

“ Don’t call me ‘ mother ’ like that. You know I hate it! ” 
said Lady Dolly, lapsing into the tone most natural to her. 
“ ‘ Mother! mother! ’ as if I were beating you with the poker, like 
the people in tho police reports. You are so silly, my dear; I 
cannot think what ho c.an have seen in you, but seen something ho 
has, enough to make him wish to marry you. You are a baby, but 
I suppose you can understand that. It is a very great and good 
marriage, Vera; no one could desire anything better. You are 
exceedingly young, indeed, according to English notions; but they 
never were my notions, and J think a girl cannot anyhow be safer 
than properly married to a person desirable in every way-” 

Lady Dolly paused a moment to take breath; she felt a littls 
excited, a little exhausted, and there was that in the colourless fape 
of her daughter which frightened her, as she had been frightened in 
her bed, wondering if the dead came back on earth. 

She made a little forward cs-ressing movement, and would have 
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kissed her again, but Vero'-moved away, her eyes were darkened 
with anger, and her lips were tremulous. ■<. 

“ Piince Zouroff is a coward,” said the girl, very low, but very 
bitterly. “ He knows that I loathe him, and that I think him a 
bad man. How dare he—^how dare he—insult mo so 1 

“ Insult you! ” echoed Lady Dolly, with almost a scream. 
“ Are you mad ? Insult you! A man that all Europe has been 
wild to marry these fifteen years past! Insult you! A man who 
oilers you an alliance that will send you out of a room before every¬ 
body except actually princesses of the blood ? Insult you! When 
was over an offer of marriage thought an insult in society ! ” 

“ I think it can be the greatest one,” said Yore, still under her 
her b.^eath. 

“Y 9 U think! Who are you to think? Pray have no thoughts 
at all unless they are wiser than that. You are startled, my dcfir; 
that is perhaps natural. You did not see he was in love with you, 
though every one else did.” 

“ Oh, do not say such horrible words 1 ” 

The blood rushed to the child’s face, and she covered her eyes 
with her hands. She was hurt, deeply, passionately—hurt and 
humiliated, in a way that her mother could no more have under¬ 
stood than she could have understood the paths travelled by the 
invisible stars. 

“ Really you are coo ridiculous,” she said impatiently. “ Even 
you, I should think, must know what love means. I believe even 
at Ilulmer j'ou read ‘Waverley.’ You have charmed Sergius 
Zouroff, and it is a very great victory, and if all this surprise and 
disgust at it is not a mere piece of acting, you must be absolutely 
brainless, absolutely idiotic ! You cannot seriously mean that a 
man insults you when he offers you a position that has been coveted 
by half Europe.” 

“ When he knows that I cannot endure him,” said Yore with 
flashing eyes; “ it is ap insult; toll him so from mo. Oh, mother! 
mother! that you could even call mo to hoar such a thing. ... I 
do not want to marry any one; I do not wish ever to marry. I.et 
me go back to Buimer. I am not made for the world, nor it 
for me.” 

“ You are not, indeed I ” said her mother in exasperation and 
disgust, feeling her own rage and anxiety like two strangling hands 
at her throat. “Nevertheless, into the world you will go as 
Princess Zouroff. The alliance suits me, and I am not easily 
dissuaded from what I wish. Your heroics count for nothing. All 
girls of sixteen are gushing and silly. I was too. It is an immense 
thing that you have such a stroke of good fortune. I quite de¬ 
spaired of you. You are very lovely, but you are old-fashioned, 
Pontic, unpleasant. You have no c/tic. You have no malle¬ 
ability. You are handsome, and that is all. It is a wonderful 
thing that you should have made such a coi/p as this before you 
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arc even out. Ycu are quite pcimiless / quite, diil you understand 
that? You ha'^ no claim on Mr. Vanderdcckon, and I am not at 
all sure that he will not make a great piece of w'ork when 1 leave 
him to pay for your troim’euu, as I must do, for I can’t pay for it, 
and none of the Herberts will; they are all poor and proud as 
church mice, and though Zourofl' will of course send you a corbeille, 
all the rest must come from me, and must be perfect and abundant, 
and from all the best houses.” 

Vere struck her foot on the floor. It was the first gesture of 
passion that she had ever given way to since her birth. 

“'J’hat is enough, mother 1” she said aloud anil very firmly. 
“ Put it in what words you like to Prince Zourolf, but tell him 
from me that I will not marry him. I will not. That is enough.” 

Then, before her mother could speak again, she gathered up the 
dew-wet flowers in her hand and lift the room. 

Lady Dolly shrugged her shoulders, and swore a little naughty 
oath, as if she ha<l lost fifty iKumds at bezique. 

She was pale and excited, offended and very angry, but she was 
not afraid. Girls were always like that, she thought. Only, for 
the iuimcdiato moment it was dillicult. 

She sat and meditated awhile, then made up her mind. She 
had nerved herself in the night that was just past to put her child 
in the brazen hands of Moloch because it suited her, because it 
served her, because she had let her little weak conscience sink 
utterly, and down in the deejis; and having once made up her 
mind she was resolved to have her will. Like all weak pcoifle, she 
could be cruel, and she was cruel now. 

When the midday chimes rang with music from the clock- 
tower, Lady Dolly went out of her own room downstairs. It was 
the habit at Felicitd for the guests to meet at a one o’clock break- 
fa.st—being in the country they thought it well to rise early. Serge 
Zoiiroff, as he met her, smiled. 

“ Eh hien f ” he asked. 

The smile made Lady Dolly feel sick and cold, but she looked 
softly into his eyes. 

“ Dear friend, do not be in haste. My child is such a child— 
she is flattered—deeply moved—but startled. She has no thought 
of any such ideas, you know; she can scarcely understand. Leave 
her to me for a day or two. Do not hurry her. This morning, 
if you will lend mo a pony carriage, I will drive over with her 
to Le Caprice and stay a night or so. I shall talk to her, and 
then-” 

Zouroff laughed grimly. 

“ Ma belle, your daughter detests me; but I do not mind that. 
You may say it out; it will ma,ke no differenoe—to us.” 

“ You are wrong there,” said Lady Dolly so blandly and serenely 
that even he was deceived, and believed her for once to be speaking 
the truth. “ ,She neither like.'' you nor dislikes you, because her 
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mind is in its chrysalis statC'—isn’t it a chrysalis,' the thing that is 
rolled up in a shell asleep?—and of love and niarsiage my Vera is 
as unconscious as those china children yonder holding up the 
breakfast bouquets. She is cold, you know; that you sec for 
yourself-” 

“ Un beau tlffaut 1 ” 

“ Dh beau dcfaiit in a girl,” assented Lady Lolly, “Yes. I 
would not have her otherwise, my poor fatherless darling, nor would 
you, I know. But it makes It difficult to bring her to say ‘ yes,’ 
you see; not because she has any feeling against you, but simply 
because she has no feeling at .all as yet. Unless girls arc precocious 
it is always so—hush—don’t let them overhear us. We don’t want 
it talked about at present, do we ? ” 

“ As.you like,” said Zouroff moodily. 

He was offended, and yet ho was pleased ; offended because he 
was used to instantaneous victory, pleased because this grey-eyed 
maiden proved of the stuff that ho had fancied her. For a moment 
ho thought he would take the task of persuasion out of her 
mother’s hands and into his own, but he was an indolent man, and 
effort was disiigreeable to him, and he was worried at that moment 
by the pretensions of one of the actresses at the iiiaisonnettcamWi.' 
off across the park. 

“ My Vera is not very well this morning. She has got a little 
chill,” volunteered Eady Dolly to Madame Nelaguine, and the 
table generally. 

“I saw Miss Herbert in the giirdens as I went to bed at sunrise,” 
said Puschia Leach in her high far-reaching voice. “I surmise 
morning dew is bad for the health.” 

People laughed. It was felt there was "something” about 
Vero and her absence, and the women were inclined to think that, 
despite Loris and the silver collar, their host had not come to the 
point, and Lady Dolly was about to retreat. 

“ After all, it would. be preposterous,” they argued. “ A child, 
not even out, and one of those Mull Herberts without a penny.” 

“Won’t you come down?” s.aid Lady Dolly sharply to ’V'ere a 
little later. 

“ I will come down if I may say the truth to Prince Zouroff.” 

“Until you accept him you will say nothing to him. It is 
impossible to keep you here boudant like this. It becomes ridicu¬ 
lous. Whtit will all those women say! . . . I will drive you over 
to Laure’s. We will stay there a few days, and you will bear reason.” 

“I will not marry Prince Zouroff,” said Vere. 

After her first disgust and anger that subject scarcely troubled 
her. They could not marry her against her will. She had only to 
be firm, she thought; and her nature was firm almost to stub¬ 
bornness. *• 

" We will see,” said her mother, drily. “ Get ready to go with 
mo in an hour.” 
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Vcrc, left to'Lcrsulf, undid tlio cellar of Loris, made it iu a 
packet, and wr«te a little note, wliicli said:— 

“ I thank you very much, Monsieur, for the honour that I heat 
from my mother you do me, in your wish that I should marry you. 
Yet I wonder that you do wish it, because you know well that 1 
have not that feeling for you which could make me care for oi 
respect you. Please to take back this beautiful collar, which is too 
heavy for Loris. Loris I will always keep, and 1 am very fond ol 
him. I should be glad if you would tell my mother that you have 
had this letter, and I beg you to believe me. Monsieur, yours 
gratefully, 

“VeUB HKBBBIiT.” 

She read the note several times, and thought that it would do. 
She did not like to write more coldly, lest she should seem heart¬ 
less, and though her first impulse had been to look on the offer as 
an insult, perhaps ho did not mean it so, she reflected; perhaps ho 
<lid not understand how she disliked him. She directed her packet, 
and sealed it, and called her maid. 

“ Will you take that to Monsieur Zouroff at once,” she said. 
“ Give it to him into his own hands.” 

'I’lie maid took the packet to her superior, Adrienne ; Adrienne 
ihe wise took 4t to her mistress; Lady DollJ’ glanced at it and put 
it carelessly aside. 

“Ah 1 the dog’s collar to go to Paris to be enlarged ? very well; 
leave it there ; it is of no consecjuenco just now.” 

Adrienne the wise understood very well. 

“ If Mademoiselle ask you,” she instructed her underling, “ you 
will say that Monsieur le Prince had the packet quite safe.” 

But Vere did not even ask, because she had not lived long 
enough in the world to doubt the good faith even of a waiting- 
maid. At Bulmcr the servants were oldrfashioned, like the place, 
and the Waverley novels. They told the truth, as they wore boots 
that wanted blacking. 

If the little note had found its way to Sergo Zouroff it might 
have touched his heart; it would have touched his pride, and Vere 
would have been left free. As it was, the packet reposed amidst 
Lady Dolly’s pocket-handkerchiefs and perfumes till it was burnt 
with a pastille in the body of a Japanese dragon. 

Vere, quite tranquil, went to Le Caprice in the sunny afternoon 
with her mother, never doubting that Prince Zouroff had had it. 

She did not see him, and thought that it was because ho had 
read her message and resented it. In point of fact she did not see 
him because he was at the maisonnette in the park, where the femi¬ 
nine portion of the troop had grown so quarrelsome and so exacting 
that they were threatening to make him a scene up at the chateau. 

“ What arc your groat ladies better than we ? ” they cried in 
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revolt. He granted that tb^y were no bettor; nevertheless, tbe 
prejudices of society were so constituted that cb§,t(^u and mai.sou- 
nettc could not meet, and be bade their director bundle them all 
back to Paris, like a cage of dangerous animals that might at any 
moment escape. 

“ You will be here for the ball for the Prince do Galles ?” said 
Princess Nfiiaguine to Lady Dolly; who nodded and laughed. 

“ To be sure; thanks; I only go for a few days, love.” 

" Are wo coining back ? ” said Vere, aghast. 

“ Certainly,” said her mother sharply, striking her ponies; and 
the child’s heart sank. 

“ But ho will have had my letter,” she thought, “ and then he 
will let me alone.” 

Le Caprice was a charming house, with a charming chatelaine., 
and charming people were gathered in it for the sea and the shoot¬ 
ing; but Vere began to hate the pretty picturesque women, the 
.“ound of the haughter, the babble of society, the elegance and the 
luxury, and all the graceful nothings that make up the habits and 
jileitsures of a grand hou.se. She felt very lonely in it all, and 
when, for sake of her beivuty, men gathered about her, she seemed 
stupid because she was filled with a shy terror of them; perhaps 
they would want to marry her too, she thought; and her fair low 
brow got a little frown on it that made her look sullen. 

“ Your daughter is lovely, ma eh'ere, but she is rot sweet-tem¬ 
pered like you,” said the hostess to Lady Dolly, who sighed. 

“Ah no!” she answered, “she is cross, poor pet, sometimes, 
and hard to please. Now, I am never out of temper, and any little 
thing amuses me that my friends are kind enough to do. I don’t 
know where Vera got her character; from some dead and gone 
Herbert, I suppose, who must have been very disagreeable in his 
generation.” 

And that night and every night she said the same thing to 
Vere: “You must marry Serge Zouroff; and Vere every night 
• replied, “ I have told him I will not. I will not.” 

Lady Dolly never let her know that her letter had been burned. 

“Your letter?” she had said when Vere spoke of it. “No; 
ho never told me anything of it. But whatever you might say, ho 
wouldn’t mind it, my dear. You take his fancy, and he means to 
marry you.” 

“ Then ho is no gentleman,” said the girl. 

“ Oh, about that, I don’t know,”- said Lady Dolly. “ Your idea 
. of a gentleman, I believe, is a man who makes himself up as Faust 
or Romeo, and screams f<a so many guineas a night. We won’t 
discuss that.” * 

Vere’s face burned, bu6 she was mute. It seemed to her that 
her mother had grown coarse as well as cruel. There was a hard¬ 
ness in her mother that she had never felt before. That her letter 
should have been read by IScrge Zouroff, yet make no impression 
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on him, seemed to her so dastardly that it left her no hope to move 
him; no hope jnywhere except in her own resistance. 

Three days later, Prince Zouroff drove over to Lo Caprice, and 
saw Lady Dolly alone. 

Vere was not asked for, and was thankful. Her eyes wistfully 
questioned her mother’s when they met, but Lady Dolly’s were 
unrcvealiiig and did not meet her gaze. 

The house was full of movement and of mirth; there were 
sauteries every evening, and distractions of all kinds. Lady Dolly 
was alwiiys flirting, laughing, dancing, amusing herself; Vcrc was 
silent, grave, and cold. 

“ You are much younger than your daughter, Madame Dolly,” 
said an old admirer; and Lady Dolly ruffled those pretty curls 
which had cost her fifty francs a lock. 

“Ah! Youth is a thing of temperament more than 'of years. 
That I do think. My Vera is so hard to please, and 1—everything 
amuses me, and every one to me seems charming.” 

But this sunny, smiling little visage changed tvhen, every even¬ 
ing before dinner, she came to her daughter’s room, and urged, and 
argued, and abused, and railed, and entreated, and sobbed, and said 
her sermon again, and again, and again; all in vain. 

Vere said but few words, but they were always of the same 
meaning. 

“ 1 will not marry Prince Zouroff,” she said always. “ It is of 
no use to ask mo. I will not.” 

And the little frown deepened between her eyes, and the smile 
that Correze had seen upon her classic mouth now never came there. 
She grew harassed and anxious. 

Since her letter had made no impression on him how cottld she 
escape this weariness? 

One evening she heard some people in the drawing-rooms talk¬ 
ing of Correze. 

They said that he had been singing in tho “Fidelio,” and surpass¬ 
ing himself, and that a young and beautiful Grand Duchess had made 
herself conspicuous by her idolatry of him; so conspicuous that he 
had been requested to leave Germany, and had refused, placing the 
aiithorities in the difficult position of either receding ridiculously or 
being obliged to use illegal force; there would be terrible scandal 
in high places, but Corrfize was always accapareur des femmes 1 

Vere moved away with a beating heart and a burning cheek; 
through the murmur of the conversation around her she seemed to 
hear the exquisite notes of that one divine voice which had dropped 
and deepened to so simple and tender a solemnity as it had bidden 
her keep herself unspotted from the world. 

“ What would ho say if he knew what they want mo to do 1 ” 
she thought. “ If ho know that my mother even—my mother-! ” 

For, not oven though her mother was Lady Dolly, could Vere 
quite abandon the fancy that motherhood was a sweet and sacred 
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altar on wliicli the young oould seek shelter and safety from all 
evils and ills. 

The week at Le Caprice came to an end, and the four days at 
Abbaye aux Bois also, and, in the last hours of their two days at 
the Abbaye, Lady Dolly said to her daughter— 

“ To-morrow is the Princes’ ball at Fclicite, I suppose you rc- 
TOCinbor ? ” 

Vere gave a sign of assent. 

“ That is the loveliest frock La Ferri5re has sent you for it; if 
you had any heart you would kiss mo for such a gown, but you 
have none, you never will have any.” 

Vere was silent. 

“ I must speak to you seriously .and for the last time here,” said 
her mother. “ Wo go back to Fdlieite, .and Sergius will want his 
answer. ’ I can put him off no longer.” 

“ He has had it.” 

“How?” said Lady Dolly, forgetting for the moment the letter 
she had burned. “ Oh, your letter ? Of course he regarded it as a 
baby’s boutade; I am sure it was badly worded enough.” 

“ He showed it you, then?” 

“ Yes; he showed it me. It hurt him, of course ; but it did not 
change him,” said her mother, a little hurriedly. “ Men of his age 
are not so easily ch.anged. I tell you once for .all, Vere, that I shall 
come to you to-night for the last time for your fival word, and I 
tell you that you must bo seen at that ball to-morrow night as the 
fiancSe of Zouroff. I am quite resolute, and I will have no more 
shillyshallying or hesitation.” 

Vero’s face grew warm, and she threw back her head with an 
eager gesture. 

“ Hesitation! I have never hesitated for an instant. I toll 
you, mother, and I have told you a hundred times, I will not marry 
Prince Zouroff.” 

“ You will wear the pew gown and you shall have my pearls,” 
pursued her mother, as though she had not heard; “ and I shall 
take care that when you are presented to his Iloyal Highness lie 
shall know that you are alre.ady betrothed to Zouroff; it will be the 
best way to announce it neitement to the world. You will not wear 
my pearls again, for Zouroff has already ordered yours.” 

V ere started to her feet. 

“ And I will stamp them to pieces if he give them to me; and 
if you tell the Prince of Wales such a thing of mo I will tell him 
the truth and ask his help; ho is always kind .and good.” 

“ The pearls are ordered,” said her mother unmoved ; “ and you 
.are really too silly for anything. The idea of making the poor Prince 
a stfene!—you have such a passion for scones, and there is nothing 
such bad form. 1 shall come to you to-night after dinner, and lot 
mo find you more reasonable.” 

With that Lady Dolly went out of the room, and out of the 
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house, and went ou the sea with her adorers, laughiug lightly and 
singing naughty little chansons not ill. But her heart was not as 
light as her laugh, and, bold little woman as she was when she had 
nerved herself to do wrong, her nerves troubled her as she thought 
that the morrow was the last,'the very last, day on which she could 
any longer procrastinate and dally with Serge Zourolf. 

“ I will go and talk to her,” said Lady Stoat, who had driven 
over from Fdlicitd, when she had been wearied by her dear Dolly’s 
lamentations, until she felt that even her friendship could not bear 
them much longer. 

But she hates him,” cried Lady Dolly, for the twentieth time. 

“ They always my that, dear,” answered Lady Stoat tranquilly. 
“ They mean it, too, poor little things. It is just as they hated 
their lessons, yet they did their lessons, dear, and are all the bettor 
for having done them. You seem to me to attach sadly tbo much 
importance to a child’s houtades.” 

“ If it were only houtades! But you do not know Verc.” 

“ I cannot think, dear, that your child can bo so very extra¬ 
ordinary unlike the rest of the human species,” said her friend with 
her pleasant smile. “ Well, I will go and sec this young monster. 
She has always seemed to me a little Puritan, nothing worse, and 
that you should have been prepared for, leaving her all her life at 
Bulmor Chase.” 

Lady Stoat then went upstairs and knocked at the door ofYere’s 
chamber, and entered with the soft, silent charm of movement which 
was one of the esjiecial graces of that gracolul gentlewoman. She 
ki.ssed the girl tenderly, regardless that V<tre drew herself away 
somewhat rudely, and then sank down in a chair. 

“ My child, do you know I am come to talk to you quite frankly 
and affectionately,” she said in her gentle, slow voice. “ You know 
what friendship has al\'’ays existed between your dear mother and 
myself, and you will believe that your welfare is dear to me for her 
sake—very dear.” 

Verc looked at her, but did not speak. ’ 

“ An uncomfortable girl,” thought Lady Stoat, a little discom¬ 
fited, but she resumed blandly, “Your mamma has brought mo 
some news that it is very pleasant to hear, and gives me sincere 
happiness, because by it your happiness, and through yours hors, is 
secured. My own dear daughter is only two years older than you 
are, "Vero, and she is married, as you know, and ah! so happy! ” 

“ Hapjiy with the Duke of Birkenhead ? ” said Vere abruptly. 

Lady Stoat was, for the moment, a little staggered. 

“ 'What a very unpleasant child,” she thought; “ and who would 
think she know anything about poor Birk! " 

“ "Very happy,” she continued aloud, “ and I am charmed to 
think, my dear, that you have the chance of being equally so. 
Your mamma tells me, love, that you are a little—a little—be¬ 
wildered at so brilliant a proposal of marriage as Prince ZourofTs. 
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That is a very natural feeling; of course you had never thought 
about any such thing.” 

“I had not thought about it,” said Vere bluntly. “I have 
thought now; but I do not understand why ho can want such a 
thing. Ho knows very well that I do not like him. If you will 
tell him for mo that I do not I shall be glad; my mother will never 
tell him plainly enough.” 

“ My sweet Vorc 1 ” said Lady Stoat smilingly. “ Pray do not 
give me the mission of breaking my host’s heart; I would as soon 
break his china! Of course your mamma will not tell him any¬ 
thing of the kind. She is charmed, my dear girl, charmed ! What 
better future could she hope for, for you? The Zouroffs are one ot 
the greatest families in Europe, and I am quite sure your sentiments, 
your jewels, your everything, will be worthy of the exalted place 
you will fill.” 

Vere’s face grew very cold. 

“My mother has sent you?” she said, more rudely than liei 
companion had ever been addressed in all her serene existence. 
“ Then will you kindly go back to her. Lady Stoat, and tell her it 
is of no use; I will not marry Prince Zouroff.” 

“ That is not very prettily said, my dear. If I am come to t.alk 
to you it is certainly in your own interests only. 1 have -seen youlig 
girls like you throw all their lives away for mere want of a little 
reflection.” 

“ I have reflected.” 

“ lleflected as much as sixteen can!—oh yes. But that is not 
quite what I mean. I want you to reflect, looking through the 
glasses of my experience and affection, and your mother’s. You are 
very young, Vere.” 

“ Charlotte Gorday was almost as young as I am, and Jeanne 
d’Arc.” 

Lady Stoat staved, then laughed. 

“ I don’t know where they come, either of them, in our argu¬ 
ment, but if they had been married at sixteen it would have been 
a very good thing for both of them ! You are a little girl now, my 
child, though you are nearly six feet high 1 You arc a demoiselle a 
marier. You can only wear pearls, and you are not even presented. 
You are no one; nothing. Society has hundreds like you. If you 
do not marry, people will fancy you are old whilst you are still 
twenty; people will say of you ‘ She is getting passee; she was 
out years and years ago.’ Yes, they will say it even if you are 
handsomer than ever, and, what will bo worse, you will beyin to 
feel it.” 

Vere was silent, and Lady Stoat thought th.at she had made 
some impression. 

“You will begin to feel it; then you will be glad to marry 
anybody, and there is nothing more terrible than that. You will 
take a younger son of a baronet, or a secretary of legation that is 
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going to Hong Kjong or Chili—anything, anybody, to get out of 
yourself, and not to see your own face in the ball-room mirrors. Now, 
if you marry early, and marry brilliantly—and this marriage is most 
brilliant—no such terrors will await you; you can wear diamonds; 
and, oh Vere 1 till you wear diamonds you do not know what life is! 
—you can go where you like, as you like, your own mistress; you arc 
pos^e; you have made yourself a power while your contemporaries are 
still debutantes in white frocks; you will have your children, and find 
all serious interests in them, if you like; you will have all that is 
best in life, in fact, and have it before you are twenty; you wiU be 
painted by Millais and clothed by Worth; you will be a politician 
if you like, or a fashionable beauty if you like, or only a great lady 
—perhaps the simplest and best thing of all; and you will be this,- 
and have all this, merely because you married early and married 
well. My dear, such a marriage is to a girl like .being sent*oa the 
battle-field to a boy in the army; it is the baptism of fire with every 
decoration as its rewards 1 ” 

“ The Cross too ? ” SEud Yore. 

Lady Stoat, who had spoken eloquently, and, in her own light, 
sincerely, was taken aback by the irony of the accent and the enigma 
of the smile. “ A most strange child,” she thought; “ no wonder 
she worries poor flighty little pussy 1 ” 

“ The Cross ? Oh yes,” she said. “ What answers to the boy’s 
Iron Cross, I suppose, is to dance in the Qujdrillo d’Honneur at 
Court. Princes? Zouroff would always be in the Quadrille d’Hon¬ 
neur.” 

“ Princesse Zouroff may be so. I shall not. And it was of the 
Cross you wear, and profess to worship, that I thought.” 

Lady Stoat felt a little embarrassed She bowed her head, and 
touched the Iona cross in jewels that hung at her throat. 

“ Darling, those are serious and solemn words. A great marriage 
may be made subservient, like any other action of our lives, to God’s 
service.” 

“But surely one ought to love, to marry? ” 

“ My dear child, that is an idea; love is an idea; it doesn’t last, 
you know; it is fancy; what is needful is solid esteem-” 

Lady Stoat paused; even to her it was difficult to speak of solid 
esteem for Sergius Zouroff. She took up another and safer lino of 
argument. 

“You must learn to understand, my sweet Vere, that life is 
prose, not poetry; Heaven forbid that I should be one to urge you 
to any sort of worldliness; but still, truth is everrthing; truth 
compels me to point out to you that, in the ago we live in, a great 
position means vast power and ability of doing good, and that is 
not a thing to be slighted by any wise woman who would make her 
life beautiful and useful. Prinee Zouroff adores you; he can give 
you one of the first positions in Europe; your mother, who loves 
you tenderly, though she may seem negligent, desires such a mar- 

H 
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riage for you beyond all others. Opiiositiorv on your part is 
foolishness, my child, fooli^ness, blindness, and rebellion.” 

The face of Vere as she listened lost its childish softness, and 
grew very cold. 

“I understand; my mother does not want me, Mr. Vander- 
decken does not want me; this Russian princo is the first who asks 
for me,—so I am to be sold because he is rich. I will not bo 
soldi” 

“What exaggerated language, my love! Pray do not exag¬ 
gerate ; no one uses inflated language-now; even on the stage they 
don’t, it has gone out. Who speaks of your being sold, as if you 
w'ere a slave ? Quelle idee 1 A brilliant, a magnificent alliance is 
open to you, that is all; every unmarried woman in society will 
envy you. I assure you if Prince Zouroff had solicited the hand of 
my own daughter, I would have given it to him with content and 
joy.” 

“ I have no doubt you would,” said the girl curtly. 

Lady Stoat’s sweet temper rose a little under the words. 

“ You arc very beautiful, my dear, but your manners leave very 
much to be desired,” she said almost sharply. “If you were not 
poor little Dolly’s child I should not trouble myself to reason with 
you, but let you destroy yourself like an obstinate baby as you are. 
What can be your objection to Prince Sergius? Kow be reasonable 
for once; tell me.” . 

“ I am sure he is a bad m,an.” 

“ My love 1 What should you know about bad men or good 
ones either ? ” 

“ I am sure ho is bad—and cruel.” 

“ What nonsense 1 I am sure he has been charming to you, 
and you are very ungrateful. What can have given yon such an 
impression of your devoted adorer ? ” 

Vere shuddered a little with disgust. 

“ I hate him J ” she said under her breath. 

Lady Stoat for a moment was startled, 
u could she get her melodrama from ? ” she wondered. 

_ Dolly was never melodramatio; nor any of the Ilerbert people; 
it really makes one fancy poor pussy must have had a petite fuute 
with a tragic actor I ” 

Aloud she answered gently— 

.“ You have a sad habit, my Vere, of using very strong words; 
It IS not nice; and you do not mean one-tenth that you say in 
your haste. No Christian ever hates, and in a girl such a feeling 
Woim be horrible—if you meant it—^but you do not mean it.” 

* 1 , i hps closer, but there was a meaning upon 

tnem that made her companion hesitate, and feel uncomfortable, 
ana at a loss for words. 

m that pussy should ever have had a daughter 

liKe this 1 she thought, and then smiled in a sweet, mild wtn. 
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“ Poor Serge 1 That he should ijjave been tho desired of all 
Europe, only to be rejected by a child of sixteen 1 Keally it is 
like—who was it?—winning a hundred battles and then dying of a 
cherry-stone 1 There is nothing he couldn’t give you, nothing ho 
wouldn’t give you, you thankless little creature! ” 

Vere, standing very slender and tall, with her face averted, and 
licr fair head in 9ie glow of the sunset light, made no reply ; but 
iicr attitude and her silence were all eloquent. 

Lady Stoat thought to herself, “ Dear, dearl what a charming 
Iphigenia she would look in a theatre; but there is no use for all 
that in real life. How to convince her ? ” 

Even Lady Stoat was perplexed. 

She began to talk vaguely and gorgeously of the great place of 
the Zouroff family in the world; of their enormous estates, of their 
Uraline mines, of their Imperial favour, of their right to sif covered 
.at certain courts, of their magnificence in Paris, their munificence 
in Petersburg, their power, their fashion, and their pomp. 

Vero waited, till tho long discursive descriptions ended of them¬ 
selves, exhausted by their own oratory. Then she said very simply 
and very coldly— 

“ Do you believe in God, Lady Stoat?” 

“ In God? ” echoed Lady Stoat, shocked and amazed. 

“ Do you or not ? ” 

“My dear! Goodness! Pray do not say such things to me. 
As if I were an’infidol!— I! ” 

“ Then how can you bid me take Ilis name in vain, and marry 
Prince Zouroff?” 

“ I do not see' tho connection,” began Lady Stoat vaguely, and 
very wearily. 

“ I have read tho marriage service,” said Vere, with a passing 
heat upon her ]>alo cheeks for a moment. 

L.ady Stoat for once was silent. 

She was very nearly going to reply that tho marriage service 
was of old date and of an exaggerated stj^le; that it was not in 
good taste, and in no degree to be interpreted literally; but such 
an avowal was impossible to a woman who revered the ritual of her 
Church, and was bound to accept it unquestioned. So she was 
oilent and vanquished—so far. 

“ May I go now?” said Vere. 

“ Certainly, love, if you wish, but you must let me talk to you 
again. I am sure you will change and please your mother—your 
lovely little mother!—whom you ought to live for, you naughty 
cluld, so sweet and so dear as .she is.” 

“ She has never lived for me,” thought Vere, but she did not 
say so; she merely made the deep courtesy she had learned at 
Bulmer Chase, which had tho serene and stately grace in it of 
another century than her own, and, without another word, passed 
out of tho room. 
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“ Quel enfant terrible! murmured Lady St'iat, with a shiver 
and a sigh. 

Lady Stoat was quite in earnest, and meant ^ell. She knew 
Ijcrfectly that Sergius Zouroff was a man whose vices were such as 
the world does not care even to name, and that his temper was 
that of a savage bull-dog allied to the petulant exactions of a spoilt 
child. She knew that perfectly, but she had known as bad things 
of her own son-in-law, and had not stayed her own daughter’s 
marriage on that account. 

Position was everything. Lady Stoat thought, the man himself 
nothing. Men were all sadly much alike, she believed. Being 
a woman of refined taste and pure life, she did not even think 
about such ugly things as male vices. 

Lady Stoat was one of those happy people who only see just sO' 
much as they wish to see. It is the most comfortable of all 
myopisms. She had had, herself, a husband far from virtuous, but 
she had always turned a deaf ear to all who would have told her of his 
failings. “ I do my own duty; that is enough for me,” she would 
answer sweetly; and, naturally, she wondered why other women 
could not be similarly content with doing theirs—^when they had .1 
Position. Without a position she could imagine, good woman 
though she was, that things rvere very trying; and that people 
worried more. As for herself, she never worried, and she had no 
sympathy with woriy in any shape. So that when Lady Dolly 
came to her weeping, excited, furious, hopeless, over her daughter’s 
wicked obstinacy. Lady Stoat only laughed at her in a gentle 
rallying way. 

“ You little goose! As if girls were not always like that 1 She 
has got Corr^ze in her head still, and she is a difiRcult sort of 
nature, I grant. What does it matter after all ? You have only to 
be firm. She will come to reason.” 

“ But I never, never could bo firm,” sobbed Lady Dolly. “ The 
Herberts are, I am not. And Vere is just like her father; when I 
asked him to have a ’stole and a rochet and look nice, nothing 
would induce him, because ho said something about his bishop ” 

Lady Stoat, in her superior wisdom, smiled once more. 

“ Was poor Vere so very low in the matter of vestments? How 
curious; the Herberts were Catholic until James the First’s time. 
But why do you fret so ? The child is a beauty, really a beauty. 
Even if she persist in her hatred of Zourofif she will marry well, I 
am sure; and she must not persist in it. You must have common 
sense.” 

“ But what can one do ? ” said Lady Dolly in desperation. “ It 
is all very easy to talk, but it is not such a little thing to force a 
girl’s will in these days; She can make a fuss, and then society 
abuses you, and I think the police even can interfere, and the Lord 
Chancellor, if she have no father.” 

And Lady Dolly sobbed afresh. 
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“Dear little goose!” said Lady ^toat consolingly, but rather 
wearied. “ Of 8our.so nobody uses force; there are a thousand 
pleasant ways—children never know what is best for them. We, who 
are their nearest and dearest, must take care of their tender, foolish, 
ignorant young lives, committed to us for guidance. Gwendolen 
even was reluctant—but now in every letter she sends me she 
says, ‘Oh, mamma, how right you were!’ That is what your 
Vere will say to you, darling, a year hence, when she will have 
been Princess Zouroff long enough to have got used to him.” 

Lady Dolly shivered a little at all that the words implied. 

Her friend glanced at her. 

“ If Zouroff cause you apprehension for any reason I am unaware 
of,” she said softly, “ there are others; though, to be sure, as your 
pretty child is portionless, it may be difficult-” * 

“No, it must be Zouroff,” said Lady Dolly, nervously and 
quickly. “ She has no money, as you say; and every one wants 
money nowadays.” 

“ Except a Russian,” said Lady Stoat, with a smile. “ Then, 
since you wish for him, take him now he is to be had. But I 
would advise you not to dawdle, love. Men like him, if they are 
denied one fancy soon change to another; and he has all the world 
to console him for Vere’s loss.” 

“ I have told him he should have her answer in a day or two. 
I said she was Shy, timid, too surprised; he seems to like that.” 

“Of course he likes it. Men always like it in women they 
mean to make their wives. Then, in a day or two, you must con¬ 
vince her; that is all. I do not say it will bo easy with her very 
obstinate and peculiar temperament. But it will be possible.” 

Lady Dolly was mute. 

She envied her dear Adine that hand of steel under the glove 
of velvet. She herself had it not. Lady Dolly was of that pliant 
temper, which, according to the temperature it dwells in, becomes 
either harmless or worthier. She had nothing of the maitresse 
femme about her. She was always doing things that she wished 
were undone, and knotting entanglements that she could not un¬ 
ravel. She was no ruler of others, except in a coquettish, petulant 
fashion, of “ Jack—and the rest.” 

And she had that terrible drawback to comfort and impediment 
to success—a conscience, that was sluggish and fitful, and sleepy 
and'feeble, but not wholly dead. Only this conscience, imhappily, 
ivas like a very tiny, weak swimmer, stemming a very strong op¬ 
posing tide. 

In a moment or two the swimmer gave over, and the opposing 
tide had all its own way. 

After dinner that evening, whilst the rest were dancing, Vere 
slipped away unnoticed to her own room, a little tiny turret-room, 
■of which the window almost overhung the sea. She opened the 
lattice, and leaned out into the cool fragrant night. The sky was 
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cloudless, tlie sea silvery in the moonlight; from the gardens below 
there arose the scent of datura and tuberose. It vtas all so ^aco- 
ful and so sweet, the girl could not understand why, amidst it all, 
she must be so unhappy. 

Since Zouroff had had her letter there was no longer any hope 
of changing his resolve by tolling him the truth, and a sombre 
hatred l^an to grow up in her against this man, who seemed to 
her her tormentor and her tyrant. 

What hurt her most was that her own mother should urge this 
horror upon her. 

She could see no key to the mystery of such a wish except in 
the fact that her mother cruelly desired to be rid of her at all cost; 
and she had written a letter to her grandmother at Buhner Chase— 
a letter that lay by her on the table ready to go down to the post¬ 
bag in the morning. 

“Grandmamma loves me in her own harsh way,” the child 
thought. “ She will lake me back for a little time at least, and 
then, if she do not like to keep me, perhaps I could keep myself in 
some way; I think I could if they would let me. I might go to 
the Friiidein in her own country and study music at Baheuth, and 
make a career of it. There would be no shame in that.” 

And the thought of CorrSze came softly over her as the memory 
of fair music will come in a day-dream. 

Not as any thought of love. She had read no romances save 
dear Sir Walter’s, which alone, of all the erring tribe of fiction, 
held a place on the dark oak-shelves of the library at Bulmer. 

Correze was to her like a beautiful fancy rather than a living 
being,—a star that shot across a summer sky and passed unseen to 
brighter worlds than ours. 

He was a saint to the child—ho who to himself was a sad 
sinner—and his words dwelt in her heart like a talisman against 
all evil. 

She sat all alone, and dreamt innocently of going into the 
mystic German laud and learning music in all its heights and 
depths, and living nobly, and being never wedded (“ Oh, never, 
never!” she said to herself with a burning face and a shrinking 
heart); and some day meeting Correze, the wonder of the world, 
and looking at him without shame and saying, “ I have done as 
you told me; I have never been burnt in the flame as you feared. 
Are you glad?” 

It did not, as yet, seem hard to her to do so. The world was 
to her personified in the great vague horror of Serge ZourofTs 
name, and it cost her no more to repulse it than it costs a child to 
flee from some painted monster that gapes at it from a wall. 

This night, after Lady Stoat’s ineffectual efforts at conversion, 
Lady Dolly herself once ,pmro sought her daughter, and renewed 
the argument with more- asperity and more callousness than she 
had previously shown. .. 
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Vere was still setting in her own chamber, trying to read, but, 
in truth, always thinking of the bidding of Correze, “ Keep your¬ 
self unspotted from the world.” 

Dreaming so, with her hands buried in the golden clustering 
hair, and her lids drooped over her eyes, she started at the voice of 
her mother; and, with pain and impatience, listened with unwilling 
ear to the string of reproaches, entreaties, and censure that had 
lately become as muon the burden of her day as the moming- 
])rayer at Bulmor had been, droned by the duchess’s dull voice to 
the sleepy household. 

Vere raised herself and listened, with that dutifulness of the 
old fashion which contrasted so strangely in her, her mother 
thought, with her rebellion and self-willed character. But she grow 
very weary. . 

Lady Dolly, less delicate in her diplomacy than her friend had 
been, did not use euphuisms at all, nor attempt to take any high 
moral point. Broadly and unhesitatingly she painted all that 
Sergius Zouroif had it in his power to bestow, and the text of her 
endless sermon was, that to reject such gifts was wickedness. 

At the close she grew passionate. 

“ You think of love,” she said. " Oh, it is of no use your say¬ 
ing you don’t; you do. All girls do. I did. I married your 
father. We were as much in love as any creatures in a poem." 
When I had lived a month in that wretched parsonage by the sea, 
I knew what a little fool I had been. I had had such wedding 
presents!— such presents! The queen had sent mo a cachemire for 
poor papa’s sake; yet, down in that horrid place, we had to eat 
pork, and there was only a metal teapot! Oh, you smile! it is 
nothing to smile at. Vere used to smile just as you do. Ho would 
have taken the cachemire to wrap an old woman up in, very pro¬ 
bably ; and ho wouldn’t have known whether he ate a peach or a 
pig. I knew; and whenever they put that tea in the metal teapot, 
I knew the cost of young love, llespect .your father’s memory V 
Stulf! I am not saying anything against him, poor dear fellow; he 
was very good—in his way, excellent; but he had made a mistake, 
and I too. I told him so twenty times a day, and he only sighed 
and went out to his old women. I tell you this only to show you 
I know what I am talking about. Love and marriage are two 
totally different things; they ought never to be named tc^ether; 
they are cat and dog; one kills the other. Pray do not stare so; 
you make me nervous.” 

“It is not wicked to love?” said Vere slowly. 

“Wicked? no; what nonsense! It amuses one; it doesn’t 
last.” 

^ “ A great love must last, till death, and after it,” said the child, 
with solemn eyes. 

“After it?” echoed Lady Dolly with a little laugh. “I’m 
afraid that would make a very naughty sort of place of Heaven. 
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Don’t look so shocked, chilfi. You know nothing about it. Believe 
me, dear, where two lovers go on year after year, ft is only for Pont 
de Veyle’s reason to Madame de Deffand: ‘ Nous sommes si mor- 
tellement ennuy4s I’utt de I’autre que nous ne pouvons plus nous 
quitter! ’ ” 

Vero was silent. Her world of dreams was turned upside down, 
and shaken rudely. 

“ You have no heart, Vere; positively none,” said her mother 
bitterly, resuming all the old argument, " I can scarcely think 
you are my child. You see me wearing myself to a shadow for 
your sake, and yet you have no pity, what in heaven’s name can 
you want? You are only sixteen, and one of the first marriages in 
Europe opens to you. You ought to go on your knees in thankful¬ 
ness, and yet you hesitate ? ” 

“ I do not hesitate at all,” said Vere quickly. “ I refuse! ” 

She rose as she spoke, and looked older by ten years. There 
was a haughty resolve in her attitude that cowed her mother for an 
instant. 

“ I refuse,” she said again. “ And, if you will not tell Monsieur 
Zouroff so yourself, I will tell him to-morrow. Listen, mother, I 
have written to Bulmer, and I will go back there. Grandmamma 
will not refuse to take me in. I shall be a trouble and care to you 
no longer, I am not made for your world nor it for me. I will go. 
I have some talent, they have always said, and at least I hiive per¬ 
severance. I will find some way of maintaining myself. I want 
so little, and I know enough of music to teach it; and so at least 
j shall ho free and no burden upon any one.” 

She paused, startled by her mother’s laughter; such laughter 
as she, in a later day, heard from Croizette when Croizettc was 
•acting her own deathbed on the stage of the Franfais. 

Lady Dolly’s shrill, unnatural, ghastly laughter echoed through 
the room. 

“Is that your schwne? To teach music? And CorrSzo to 
teach you, I suppose ? Ola hdle idie I You little fool! you little 
idiot 1 how dare you ? Because you are mad, do you think we are 
mad too? Go to Bulmer notu? Never! I am your mother, and 
you shall do what I chooso. What I choose is that you shall marry 
Zouroff.” 

“ I will not.” 

“ Will not? will not? I say you shall 1 ” 

“ And I say that I will not,” 

They confronted one another; the girl’s face pale, clear, and 
cold in its fresh and perfect beauty, the woman’s grown haggard, 
fevered, and fierce in its artificial prettiness. 

“ I will not,” repeated Vere with her teeth closed. “ And my 
dead father would say I was right; and I will tell this man to¬ 
morrow that I loathe him; and, since surely he must have some 
pride to be stung, he will ask for me no more then.” 
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“Vere! you kill me!” screamed Iter mother; and, in truth, 
she fainted, her yretty curly pcrruque twisting off her head, her 
face deathly p^lid save for the unchanging, bloom of cheek and 
mouth. 

It was but a passing swoon, and her maid soon restored her to 
semi-consciousness and then bore her to her room. 

“What a cold creature is that child,” thought Adrienne, of 
Vere. “ She sees miladi insensible, and stands there with never a 
tear, or a kiss, or a cry. What it is to have been brought up in 
England I ” 

Vere, left alone, sat awhile lost in thought, leaning her head on 
her hands. Then she rang and 'bade them post the letter to Bul- 
mer; the dark and drearsome, but safe and familiar home of her lost 
childhood. 

The letter gone, she undressed and went to bod. It was mid¬ 
night. She soon was asleep. 

Innocent unhappiness soon finds this rest; it is the sinful sorrow 
of later years that stares, with eyes that will not close, into the 
hateful emptiness of night. 

She slept deeply and drcamlessly, the moonbeams through the 
high window finding her out where she lay, her slender limbs, 
supple as willow wands, in calm repose, and her long lashes lying 
on her cheeks. 

Suddenly shft woko, startled and alarmed.* A light fell on her 
eyes; a hand touched her; she was no longer alone. 

She raised herself in her bed, and gazed with a dazzled sight 
and vague terror into the yellow rays of the lamp. 

" Vere I It is I! it is I! ” cried her mother with a sob in her 
voice. And Lady Dolly dropped on her knees bCside the bed; her 
real hair dishevelled on her shoulders, her face without false bloom 
and haggard as the face of a woman of twice her own years. 

“ Vere, Vere! you can save me,” she muttered, wifii her hands 
clasped tight on the girl’s, “ Oh, my dear, I never thought to tell 
you; but, since you will hear no reason, what can I do ? Vere, 
wake up—listen. I am a guilty, silly woman; guiltier, sillier, than 
you can dream. You are my child after all, and owe me some 
obedience; and you can save me. Vere, Vere ! do not^ cruel; 
do not misjudge me, but listen. You must marry Sergiu%Zouroff.” 

It was dawn when Lady Dolly crept away from her (mughtcr’s 
chamber; shivering, ashamed, contrite, in so far as humiliation and 
regret make up contrition; hiding her blanched face with the hood 
of her wrapper as though the faint, white rays of daybreak were 
spectators and witnesses against her. 

Vere lay quite still, as she had fallen, upon her bed, her face 
upturned, her hands clenched, her shut lips blue as with great cold. 
Slic had promised what her mother had asked. 
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CHAPTER rS. 

On the morrow it was known to all the guests of the house at 
which they were staying that the head of the Princes Zouroff was 
to marry the daughter of the Lady Dorothy Vanderdecken, 

On the morrow Lady Dolly drove back to Pdlioitd, with her 
daughter Wide her. 

She was victorious. 

The sun was strong, and the east wind cold; she was glad that 
they wore so. The eyes of her daughter were heavy with dark 
circles beneath them, and her face was blanched to a deadly pallor, 
which changed to a cruel crimson flush as the turrets and bdfries 
of the ch&teau of the Zouroffs came in sight above the woods of its 
park. 

They had driven the eight miles from Le Caprice in unbroken 
silence. 

“ If she would only speak 1 ” thought Lady Dolly; and yet she 
felt that she could not have borne it if her companion had spoken. 

They drove round to a petite eniree at the back of the house, and 
were met by no one but some bowing servant. She had begged in 
a little note that it inight be so, making some pretty plea for Vera 
of maiden shyness. They were shown straight to their rooms. It 
was early; noonday. The chateau was quite still. At night the 
great ball was to be given to the English princes, but the house¬ 
hold was too well trained to make any disturbance with their 
preparations. Down the steps of the great terrace there was 
stretched scarlet cloth, and all the face of the building rvus hung 
with globes and cressets of oil, to be lit at dark. These were tho 
only outward signs that anything more brilliant than usual was 
about to take place. 

“You will come to breakfast?” said Lady Dolly, pausing at 
the threshold of her room. 

It was the first word she had said to Vore since the dawn, when 
they had parted, and her own voice sounded strange to her. 

Vere shuddered as with cold. 

“ I cannot. Make some excuse.” 

“ What is the use of putting off? ” said her mother fretfully. 
“You will be iU; you are ill. If you should be ill to-night, what 
wilt every one say? what will he ithink? what shall I do?” 

Vere went into her chamber and locked her door. She looked 
out even her maid; flung her hat aside, and threw herself forward 
on the bed, face downward, and there lay. 

Lady Dolly went into her chamber, and glanced at her own 
face witt horror. Though made up, as well as usual, for tho day, 
she looked yellow, worn, old. 

"I must go down!” she thought—how selfish youth was, and 
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how hard a thing was motherhood I She had herself .dressed 
beautifully and to9k; some ether. 

She had sunk her drowned conscience fathoms deep, and begun 
once more to pity herself for the obstinacy and oddness of the child 
to whom she had given birth. Why could not the girl be like any 
others? 

The ether began to move in her veins and swim in her head; 
her eyes grew brighter. She went out of her room and along the 
corridor to the staircase, fastening an autumn rose or two in her 
breast, taken from the bouquet of her dressing-table. As she 
glanced down the staircase into the hall where the servants in the 
canary-coloured liveries of the house were going to and fro, she 
thought of all the rank and riches of which Felicitd was only one 
trifling portion and symbol, and thought to herself that—after all 
—any mother would have done as she had done; and no maiden 
surely could need a higher reward for the gift of her innocence to 
the minotam: of a loveless marriage. 

“If I had been married like thatl” she thought; and felt that 
she had been cruelly wronged by destiny; if she had been married 
like that, how easy it would have been to have become a good 
woman! What could Vere complain of?—the marriage was per¬ 
fect in a worldly sense, and in any other sense—did it matter what 
it was ? 

So the ether whispered to her. 

She began to taste the sweets of her victory and to forget the 
bitter, as the ether brought its consoling haze over all painful 
memories, and lent its stimulating brightness to all personal 
vanities. 

After all it was very delightful to go down those stairs, knowing 
that when she mot all those dear femde friends whom she detested, 
and who detested her, no one could pity her and every one must 
envy her. She had betrothed her daughter to one of the richest 
and best born men in all Europe. Was dt not the crown of 
maternity, as maternity is understood in society ? 

So down she went, and crossed the great vestibule, looking 
young, fair, and bewitching with the roses in her bosom, and an 
admirably cljosen expression on her face, half glad and half plain¬ 
tive, and with a flush under her paint that made her look prettier 
than ever; her eyes sparkled, her smile was all sunshine ancCsweet¬ 
ness, she press^ the hands of her most intimate friends with an 
eloquent tenderness, she was exquisitely arrayed with cascades of 
old Mechlin falling from her throat to her feet. 

_ “ A mother only livM to be young again in her child! ” she 
said softly—and knew that she looked herself no more than twenty 
years old as she said it. 

Sergius Zouroff, profuse in delicate compliment to her aloud, 
said to himself— 

" Brava, naughty Dolly 1 J5 m-6m / WUl she ever Ixs like you. 
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I wonder? Perhaps. The world makes you all alike after a little 
while.” ' 

He was ready to pay a high price for innocence, because it was 
a new toy that pleased him. But he never thought that it would 
last, any more than the bloom lasts on the peach. He had no 
illusions. Since it would be agreeable to brush it off himself, he 
was ready to purchase it. 

There was a sense of excitement and of disappointment in the 
whole house-party; and Prinoesse Ndlaguine ran from one to 
another, with her little bright Tartar eyes all aglow, murmming 
“ CharmSe, charmee, charmee! ” to impatient ears. 

“ Such a beast as he is 1 ” said the men who smoked his cigars 
and rode his horses. 

“ A“nd she who looked aU ice and innocence 1 ” said the women, 
already in arms against her. 

Vere did not come down to taste the first-fruits of her triumph. 

At the great midday breakfast, where most people assembled, 
she was absent. Zouroff himself laid another bouquet of orchids 
by her plate, but she was not there to receive the delicate homage. 

“Mademoiselle Vera has not risen?” he asked now, with an 
angry contraction of his low brows, as no one came where the 
orchids were lying. 

“ Vera had a headache,” said Lady Dolly serenely aloud. “ Or 
said so,” she murmured to his ear alone. “Don’t bo annoyed. 
She was shy. She is a little/art)«c/ie, you know, my poor darling.” 

Zouroff nodded, and took his caviare. 

“ What did I predict, love! ” murmured Lady Stoat, of Stitchley, 
taking her friend aside after breakfast. “But how quickly you 
succeeded! Last evening only you were in despair! Was the 
resistance only a feint? Or what persuasions did you bring to 
bear ? " 

“ I threatened to send her to Bulmer Chase! ” said Lady Dolly 
with a little gay laugh. Lady Stoat laughed also. 

“I wonder what you did do,” she reflected, however, as she 
laughed. “ Oh, naughty little pussy—foolish, foolish little pussy! 
—to have any secrets from ine I ” 

The day wore away and Vere Herbert remained unseen in 
Felicitd. 

The guests grew surprised, and the host angered. 

Princesse Hdlaguine herself had ascended to the ^rl’s room, 
and had been denira. 

People began to murmur that it was odd. 

“ Go and fetch her,” said Zouroff in a fierce whisper. “ It is 
time that I at least should see her—^unless you have told me a lie.” 

“Unless she be really ill, I suppose you mean, you cruel 
creature!” said her mother reproachingly; but she obeyed him 
and went. 

“ Girls are so fond of tragedy! ” reflected Lady Stoat, recalling 
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episodes iu the betrothal of her own daughter, and passages that 
had preceded it. ’ ** 

It was now lire o’clock. The day had been chilly, as it is at 
times along the channel shores, even in summer. Several persons 
were in the blue-room, so callfed because of its turquoise silk walls 
and its quantities of Delf, Nankin, Savona, and other blue china 
ranged there. It was the room for afternoon tea. Several of the 
ladies were there in tea-gowns of the quaintest and prettiest, that 
allowed them to lie about in the most gracefully tired attitudes. 
The strong summer sun found its way only dimly there, and the 
sweet smells of the flowers and of the sea were overborne by the 
scent of the pastilles burning in the bodies of blue china monsters. 

Zouroff, who at times was very negligent of his guests, was 
pacing up and down the long dim chamber impatiently, and every 
now and then he glanced at the door. He did not look pnee at 
the pretty groups, like eighteenth-century pictures tinged with the 
languor of odalisques, that were sipping tea out of tiny cups in an 
alcove lined with celadon and crackling. The tinkle of the tea¬ 
cups and the ripple of the talk , ceased as the door at the farther 
end ox)ened, and Vere entered, led by her mother. 

She was white, and cold, and still; she did not raise her eyelids. 

Zouroff approached with eager steps, and bowed before her with 
the dignity that he could very well assume when he chose. 

“ Madomoiselle,” he said softly, “ is it true that you consent to 
make the most unworthy of men the most hap^y ?” 

He saw a slight shudder pass over her as if some cold wind had 
smitten her. 

She did not lift her eyes. 

«■ “ Since you wish, monsieur-” she answered very low, and 

then paused. 

“ The adoration of a life shall repay you,” he murmured in the 
conventional phrase, and kissed her hand. 

In his own thoughts he said: “ Your mother has made you do 
this, and you hate me. Never mind.” 

Then he drew her hand on his arm, and led her to the Princess 
Nelaguine. 

“My sister, embrace your sister. I shall have two angels 
henceforth instead of one, to watch and pray for my erring soul 1 ” 

Princess Ndlaguine did not smile. She kissed the cold cheek of 
the girl with a glisten of tears in her eyes. 

“ What a sacrifice I what a martyrdom I ” she thor^ht. “ Ah, 
the poor child!—^but perhaps he will ranger —let us hope.” 

All the while Vera might have been made of marble, she was 
so calm and so irresponsive, and she never once lifted her eyes. 

“ Will you not look at me once ? ” he entreated. She raised her 
lids and gave him one fleeting hunted glance. Cruel though ha 
was and hardened, Sergius Zouroff felt that look go to his soul. 

“ Bah 1 how she loathes me I ” he said in his teeth. But the 
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compasMon in Wm died out almost as it was .born, and the base 
appetites in Mm were olily whetted and made keener by this 
knowledge. 

Lady Stoat glided towards them and lifted her lips to Vera’s cheek. 

“My sweet child! so charmed, so delighted,” she whispered. 
“ Did I not say how it would be when your first shyness had time 
to fold its tents, as the poem says, and steal away ? ” 

“You are always a prophetess of good—and my mother’s friend,” 
said Vere. They were almost the first words she had spoken, and 
they chilled even the worldly breast of her mother’s friend. 

There was an accent in them which told of a childhood 
perished in a night; of an innocence and a faith stabbed, and 
.stricken, and buried for ever more. 

“Yon are only sixteen, and you will never be young any 
more !•” thought Princess Ndlaguine, hearing the cold and bitter 
accent of those pregnant words. 

But the ladies that made the eighteenth-century picture li.ad 
broken up and issued from the alcove, and were offering congratula¬ 
tions and compliments in honeyed phrases; and no one heeded or 
had time for serious thought. 

Only Lady Dolly, in a passionate murmur, cried, unheeded by 
any, to her daughter’s ear— 

"For heaven’s sake smile, blush, seem happy! What will 
they say of you to, look at you like this ?—they will say that I 
coerce you 1 ” 

“ I do my best,” answered Vere coldly. 

“ My lovely mother-in-law,” muttered Prince Zouroff, bonding 
to LiMy Dolly, as ho brought her a cup of tea, “ certainly you did 
not lie to me this morning when you told me that your Vera would 
marry me; but did you not lie—just a little lie, a little white one 
—when you said she would love me ? ” 

“ Love comes in time,” murmured Lady Dolly hurriedly. ' 

Sergo Zouroff laughed grimly. 

“Does it? I fear that experience tells one rather that with 
time—it goes.” 

“ Yours may; hors will come—the woman’s always comes last.” 

“Mil chore! your new theories are astounding. Nevertheless, 
as your son-in-law, I will give in my adhesion to them. Henceforth 
all the sex of yoiu: Vera—and yourself—is purity and perfection in 
my sight! ” 

Lady Dolly smiled sweetly in his face. 

“ It is never too late to be converted to the truth,” she said 
juayfully, whilst she thought, “ Oh you beast 1 If I could strangle 
you 1 ” 

Meanwhile Princess Ndla^inc was saying with kindness in her 
tone and gaze— 

“My sweet child 1 you look chilly and pale. Wore you wise to 
leave your room out of goodness to us ? ” 
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“I am cold,” mumured Vere faintly. “ I should be glad if I 
might go away—for a little.” 

"Impossible,* said the Princess; and added, "Dear, reflect; 
it will look so strange to people. My brother—” 

" I will stay, then,” said Vere wearily, and she sat down and 
received the homage of one and the felicitations of another, still 
with her eyes always cast downward, still with her young face 
passionless, and chill as a mask of marble. 

“ An hour’s martyrdom more or less—4id it matter?” she said 
to herself. Ail her life would be a martyrdom, a long mute 
martyrdom, now. ‘ 

A few hours later her maid dressed her for the ball. She had 
no need of her mother’s pearls, for those which had been ordered 
from Paris jewellers were there; the largest and purest pearls that 
ever Indian diver plunged for into the deep sea. When they were 
clasped about her they seemed to her in no way different, save in 
their beauty, to the chains locked on slave-girls bought for the 
harqm. But that was because she had been taught such strange 
ideas. 

She was quite passive. 

She resisted nothing; having given away in the one great thing, 
why should she dispute or rebel for trifles? A sense of unreality 
had come upon her, as it comes on people in the first approach 
of fever. 

She walked, sat, spoke, heard, all as in a dream. It seeiMd to 
her as if she wore already dead: only the pain was alive in ^r, the 
horrible sickening pain that would never bo stilled, but only grow 
sharper and deeper with each succeeding hour. 

She sat through the banquet, and felt all eyes upon her, and 
was indifferent. Let them stare as they would, as they would stare 
at the sold slave-girl. 

She has too much self-possession for such a child, said the 
women there, and they thought that Sergius Zouroff would not 
find in her the young saint that ho fancied he had won. 

Her beauty was only greater for her extreme pallor and the 
darkness beneath her eyes. But it was no longer the beauty of an 
innocent unconscious child; it was that of a woman. 

Now and then she glanced at her mother, at that pretty co¬ 
quettish little figure, semi-nude, as fashion allowed, and with 
diamonds sparkling everywhere on her snow-white skin; with a 
perpetual laugh on cherubic lips, and gaiety and grace in each 
movement. And whenever she glanced there, a sombre scornful 
fire came into her own gaze, an unutterable contempt and disgust 
watched wearily from the fair windows of her soul. 

She was thinking to herself as she looked: Honour thy father 
and thy mother. That was the old law! Were there such women 
then as she was now ? Or was’ that law too a dead letter, as the 
Marriage Sacrament was ? 
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“ She is exquisitely lovgly,” said the great personage in whose 
honour the banquet and the ball were being given. “In a year or 
two there will be nothing so beautiful as she will be in all Europe. 
But—^is she well—is she happy ? Forgive the question.” 

“ Oh, sir, she is but made nervous by the honour of your praise,” 
said her mother, who was the person addressed. “ Your Royal 
Highness is too kind to think of her health, it is perfect; indeed I 
may say, without exaggeration, that neither morally nor physically 
has my sweet child given me one hour’s anxiety since her birth.” 

The Prince bowed, and said some pleasant gracious words; but 
his conviction remained unchanged by Lady Holly’s assurance of 
her daughter’s peace and joy. 

Vote was led out by Prince ZourofF to join the Quadrille 
d’Honneur. 

“ This is the Iron Cross 1 ” she thought, and a faint bitter smile 
parted her lips. 

She never once lifted her eyes to meet his. 

“ Cannot yon tell me you are happy, mon enfant'*'" he murmured 
once. She did not look at him, and her lips scarcely moved as she 
answered him. 

“ I obey my mother, monsieur. Do not ask more.” 

Zouroff was silent. The dusky red of his face grow paler; ho 
felt a momentary instinct to tear his pearls off her, and bid her be 
free; then the personal loveliness of her awoke too fiercely that 
mere appetite which is all that most men and many women know 
of love; and his hands clenched close on hers in the slow figure of 
the dance. 

A stronger admiration than he had ever felt for her rose in him, 
too. He knew the bitterness and the revolt that were in her, yet 
he saw her serene, cold, mistress of herself. It was not the chlldliko 
simplicity that he had once fancied that he loved her for, but it 
was a courage ho respected, a quality he understood. “ One might 
send her to Siberia and she would change to ice; she would not 
bend,” he thought; and the thought whetted his passion to new 
fierceness and tenacity. 

The ball was gorgeous; the surprises were brilliant and novel; 
the gardens were illumined to the edge of the sea till the fishers out 
in the starry night thought the shore was all on fire. The great 
persons in whose honour it was, were gratified and amused—the 
grace and grandeur of the scene were like old days of Versailles or 
of Venice. 

The child imfvw amidst it, with the great pearls lying on her 
throat and encircling her arms, and her eyes had a blind un¬ 
conscious look in them like those of eyes that have recently lost 
their sight, and are not yet used to the eternal darkness. 

But she spoke simply and well, if seldom; she moved with 
correct grace in the square dance ; she made her perfect courtesy 
with the eighteenth-century stateliness in it; all men looked, and 
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wondered, and praiSed her, and women ^Taid with a sigh of envy. 
“ Only sixteen! " , 

Only sixteen; and she might have said as the young emperor * 
said, when he took his crown, “O.my youth, 0 my youthl farewell!” 

Once her mother had the imprudence to speak to her; she 
whispered in her ear— 

“ Are you not rewarded, love? Are you not content?” 

Vere looked at her. 

“ I have paid your debt. Bo satisfied.” 

A great terror passed like a cold wind, over the little selfish, 
cruel, foolish woman, and she trembled. 

The next morning a message came to her from her old Northum¬ 
brian home. 

“ My house must always be open for my dead son’s child, and 
my protection, such as it is, will always bo hers.” 

It was signed Sarah Mull and Cantire. 

Vero read it, sitting before her glass in the light of the full day, 
whilst her woman undid the long ropes of pearls that were twisted 
about her fair hair. Two slow tears ran down her checks and fell 
on the rough i^aper of the telegram. 

“ She loves me! ” she thought, “ and what a foolish, fickle, sin¬ 
ning creature I shall for ever seem to her 1 ” 

Then, lest with a moment’s longer thought her firmness should 
fail her, she wrote back in answer; “ You are so good, and I am 
grateful. But I see that it is best that I should marry as my mother 
wished. Pray for me.” 

The message winged its way fleeter than a bird, over the grey 
.sea to where the uorlbern ocean beat the black Northumbrian rocks; 
•and an old woman’s heart was broken with the last pang of a sad 
old age. 

A day or two later the house-party of Fclicitd broke up, and the 
chilteau by the Norman sea was left to its usual solitudo. Lady 
Stoat went to stay with her daughter, the Lady Birkenhead, who 
was at Biarritz, and would go thence to half a dozen great French 
and English houses. Prince Zouroff and his sister went to Tsarsko 
Selo, as it was necessary for him to see his emperor, and Lady Lolly 
took her daughter straight to Paris. 

Paris in the commencement of autumn -was a desert, but she had 
a pretty apartment in the Avenue Josephine. The marriage was 
fi.xcd to take place in November, and two months was not too much 
for all the preparations which she needed to make. Besides, Lady 
Lolly preferred that her daughter should see as few persons as pos¬ 
sible. What was she afraid of?—she scarcely knew. She was 
vaguely afraid of everything. She was so used to breaking licr 
words that a child’s promise seemed to her a thing as slight as a 
spider’s gossamer shining in the dew. 

It was safest, she fancied, for Vere to see no one, and to a mcm- 
* Franz Josef, 
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ber of the great world tbeto is no solitude so complete as a city out 
of its season. So she shut Vere iu ber gilded, and silvered, and over- 
decorated, and over-filled, rooms in tbo Avenue Josdpbine, and kept 
her there stifled and weary, like a woodland bird hung in a cage in 
a Wdoir; and never let the girl take a breath of air save,by her 
side in her victoria out in the Bois in the still, close evenings. Vero 
made no opposition to anything. When St. Agnes gave her young 
body and her fair soul up to torment, did she think of the shape of 
the executioner’s sword ? 

Lady Dolly was at this time much worried too about her own 
immediate afiairs. Jura was gone to India on a hunting and 
shooting tour with two officers of his old regiment, and he had 
written very briefly to say so to her, not mentioning any period 
for hi^ return. Ho meant to break it all off, thought Lady Dolly, 
with an irritated humiliation rankling in her. Two years before 
she would have been Bidone infuriata; but time tempers cvery- 
tliing, and there were always consolations. The young dandy who 
had won the Grand Prix was devoted and amusing; it could not 
bo said that Jura had been cither of late. She had got used to him, 
and she had not felt it necessary to bo always en beanie for him, 
which was convenient. Besides, there were heaps of things he had 
got into the way of doing for her, and he knew all her habits and 
tastes; losing him was like losing a careful and familiar servaiit. 
Still she was not inconsolable. He had grown boorish and stupid 
in the last few months; and, though ho knew thousands of her 
secrets, ho was a gentleman—they were safe with him, as safe as 
the letters she had written him. 

But her vanity was wounded. 

“Just because of that child’s great grey eyes!—” she thought 
angrily. 

Classic Clytemnestra, when murdered by her son, makes a 
grander figure certainly, but she is not perhaps more deeply wounded 
than fashionable Faustina, when eclipsed by her daughter. 

“ You look quite worn, poor pussy! ” s.aid Lady Stoat tender]}', 
as she met her one day iu Paris. “ When you ought to be so pleased 
and so proud 1 ” 

Lady Stoat, who was very ingenious and very penetrating, 
left no means untried by which to fathom the reasons of the sudden 
change of Vere. Lady Stoat read characters-too well not to know 
that neither caprice nor malleability were the cause of it. 

“ She has been coerced; but how ? ” sho thought; and brought 
her microscope of delicate investigation and shrewd observation to 
bear upon the subject. But sho could make nothing of it. 

“ 1 do what my mother wishes,” Vere answered her, and an¬ 
swered her nothing more. 

“If you keep your secrets as well when you are man-ied,” 
thought Lady Stoat, “ you will be no little trouble to your hus¬ 
band, my dear.” 



moms. 


us 


A!(n;(l, of course slio said only— < 

“ iS'i) riglit, dariing, so very right. Your dear little mother has 
liiul a great deal of worry in her life; it is only just that she should 
liiid full comijcnsation in you.- And I am quite sure you will he 
happy, Vere. You are so clever and serious; you will have a salon, 
1 dare say, and get all the politicians about you. That will suit you 
better than frivolity, and give you an aim in society. Without an 
aim, love, society is sadly like playing cards for counters. One 
wants a lover to meet, a daughter to chairerone, a cause to advance, 
a something beside the mere pleasure of showing oneself. You will 
never have the lover, I am sure, and you cannot have the daughter 
just yet; so, if I were you, I would take the cause—it does not 
matter what cause in the least—say England against llnssia or 
Eussia against England; but throw yourself into it, and it will 
amuse you, and it will be a safeguard to you from the dangers that 
beset every beautiful young wife in the world. It is a melancholy 
thing to confess, and a humiliating one, that all human beings are so 
made that they never can go on playing only for counters 1 ” 

And Lady Stoat, smiling her sweetest, went away from Vero 
with more respect than she had ever felt before for feather-headed 
little pussy, since pussy had been able to do a clover thing tmaided, 
and had a secret that her friend did not know. 

“ Foolish pussy! ” thought her friend Adine. " Oh, foolish pussy, 
to have a secret from me. And it takes such a* wise head and such 
a long head to have a secret 1 It is as dangerous as a packet of 
dynamite to most persons.” 

Aloud to Lady Dolly she said only— 

“ So glad, dear love, oh, so glad 1 I was quite sure with a little 
reflection that the dear child would see the wisdom of the step wo 
wished her to take. It is such an anxiety off your mind; a girl with 
jmu in the season would have harassed you terribly. EeSly I do 
not know which is the more wearing: an heiress that one is afraid 
every moment will be got at by some si^ndthrift, or a dear little 
penniless creature that one is afraid will never marry at all; and, 
with Vere’s peculiar manners and notions, it might have been very 
difficult. Happily, Zouroff has only admired her lovely classic head, 
and has never troubled himself about what is inside it. I think she 
will bo an astonishment to him—rather. But, to be sure, after six 
months in the world, she will change as they all do.” 

“ Vere will never change,” said Lady Dolly irritably, and with 
a confused guilty little glance at her friend. “ Vere will be always 
half an angel and half an imbecile as long as ever she lives.” 

“ Imbeciles are popular people,” said Lady Stoat with a smile. 
“ As for angels, no one cares for thorn much about modern houses, 
except in terra cotta.” 

“It is not you who should say so,^’ returned Lady Dolly 
tenderly. 

“ Oil, my dear 1 ” answered her friend with a modest sigh of do- 
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prcciation. " I have no jirotonsious—I am only a poor, weak, and 
very imperfect creature. But one thing I may ^^ally say of myself, 
and that is, that I honestly love young girls and do ray best for 
them; and I think not a feW have owed their life’s happiness to 
me. May your Vere be of the number! ” 

“ I don’t think she will ever bo happy,” said Lady Dolly im¬ 
patiently, with a little confused look of guilt. " She doesn’t care 
a bit about dress.” 

“ That is a terrible lacune certainly,” assented Lady Stoat with 
a smile. “ Perhaps, instead, she will take to politics—those serious 
girls often do—or perhaps she will care about her children.” 

Lady Dolly gave a little shudder. AVhat was her daughter but 
a child ? It seemed only the other day that the little fair baby had 
tumbled about among the daisies on the vicarage lawn, and poor 
dead Vere in his mellow gentle voice had recited, as ho looked at 
her, the glorious lines to his child of Coleridge. How wretched she 
had been then 1—how' impatient of the straitened moans, tJ|o narrow 
purse, the country home, the calm religious life! How wretched 
she would have been now could she have gone back to it! Yet, 
with the contradiction of her sex and character. Lady Dolly for a 
moment wished rvilh all her soul that she had never left that 
narrow homo, and that the child were now among the daisies. 

One day, when they were driving down the Avenue Marigny, 
her mother pointed out to Vere a row of lofty w indows au premier, 
with their shutters shut, but with gorgeous autumn flowers hang¬ 
ing over their gilded balconies; the liveried sutsse was yawning in 
the doorway. 

“ That is where your Faust-Pioinoo lives,” said Lady Dolly, 
who could never bring herself to remember the proverb, let slceiting 
dogs lie. “It is full of all kinds of beautiful things, ttnd queer 
ancient things too; he is a connoisseur in his wayi and everybody 
gives him such wonderful presents. He is making terrible scandal 
just now with the young Grand-Duchess. Only to think of what you 
risked that day boating with him makes one shudder 1 You might 
have been compromised for life ! ” 

Vere’s proud mouth grow veiy scornful, but she made no reply. 

Her mother looked at her and saw the scorn. 

“Oh, you don’t believe me?” she said irritably; “ask any¬ 
body! an hour or two alone wuth a man like that ruins a girl’s 
name for ever. Of course it was morning, and open air, but still 
Correze is one of those persons a'woman can’t be seen with, ever.! ” 

Vere turned her head and looked hack at the bright balconies 
with their hanging flowers; then she said with her teeth shut and 
her lips turning white—^ 

“ I do not speak to you of Prince ZourofTs character. Will you 
be so good as not to speak to me of that of M. de Correze.” 

Her mother was startled and subdued. She wished she had 
not woke the sleeping dog. 
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“If she be like that at sixteen what will she be at six and 
twenty ? ” she thought. “ She puts them in opposition already! ” 

Nevertheless, she never again felt safe, and whenever she drove 
along tlie Avenue Marigny she ’looked up at the house with the 
gilded balconies and hanging flowers to make sure that it gave no 
sign of life. 

It did not occur to her that whatever Vere might be at six and 
twenty would bo the result of her own teaching, actions, and 
example. Lady Dolly had reasoned with herself that she had done 
right after all; she had secured a magnificent position for her 
daughter, was it not the first duty of a mother ? 

If Vere could not be content with that position, and all its 
compensations, if she offended heaven and the world by any obsti¬ 
nate passions or imprudent guilt, if she, in a word, with yirtue 
made so easy and so gilded, should not after all be virtuous, it 
would bo the fault of Bulmer, the fault of society, the fault of 
Zouroff, the fault of Correze, or of some other man, perhaps,—never 
the fault of her mother. 

When gardeners plant and graft, they know very well what 
will bo the issue of their work; they do not expect the rose from a 
bulb of garlic, or look for the fragrant olive from a slip of briar; 
but the culturers of human nature are less wise, and they sow 
Ijoison, yet rave in reproaches when it breeds and brings forth its 
like. “ The rosebud garden of girls ” is a favourite theme for poets, 
and the maiden, in her likeness to a half-opened blossom, is as near 
purity and sweetness as a human creature can be, yet what docs 
the world do with its opening buds ?—it thrusts them in the forcing 
house amidst the ordure, and then, if they perish prematurely, 
never blames itself. The streets absorb the girls of the poor; 
society absorbs the daughters of the rich; and not seldom one form 
of prostitution, like the other, keeps its captives “bound in the 
dungeon of their own corruption.” 


CHAPTER X. 

It was snowing in Vienna. Snow lay heavy on all the plains and 
roads around, and the Danube was freezing fast. 

_ “ It will bo barely colder in Moscow,” said CorrSze, with a 
smvCT, as he threw his furs ahput him and left the opera-house 
amdst the frantic cheers and adoring outcries of the crowd without, 
after his last appearance in Borneo e OiuUeUa. In the bitter 
glittermg frosty night a rain of hothouse flowers fell about him; 
ho hated to see them fall; but his worshippers did not know that, 
and would not have heeded it if they had. Roses and violets, 
hyacinth and white lilac, dropped at fiis feet, lined his path and 
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carpeted Ms carriage as ii it were April in the south, instead of 
November in Austria. 

His hand had just been pressed by an emperor’s, a ring of 
brilliants beyond price had just been slid on his finger by an 
empress; the haughtiest aristocracy of the world had caressed Mm 
and flattered him and coiu-ted him; he was at the supreme height 
of fame, and influence, and fashion, and genius ; yet, as ho felt the 
roses and the lilies fall about him he said restlessly to himself— 

“ When I am old and nobody heeds me, I shall look back to 
this night, and such nights as this, as to a lost heaven; why, in 
heaven’s name, cannot 1 enjoy it now ? ” 

But enjoyment is not to bo gained by reflecting that to enjoy is 
our duty, and neither the diamonds nor the roses did he care for, 
nor did he care for the cheers of the multitude that stood out 
under the chill brilliant skies for the chance of seeing him pass 
down the streets. It is a rare and splendid royalty, too, that of a 
great singer; but he did not care for its crowns. The roses made 
him tliink of a little hedge-rose gathered by a sweetbriar bush on a 
cliff by a grey quiet sea. 

With such odd caprices does Fate often smite genius. 

He drove to the supper-table of a very great lady, beautiful as 
the morning; and he was the idol of the festivity which was in his 
honour; and the .sweet eyes of its mistress told him that no 
audacity on his part would bo deemed presumption—yet it all left 
him careless and almost cold. She had learned Juliet’s part by 
heart, but ho had forgotten fiomco’s—had left it behind him in the 
opera-house with his old Venetian velvets and lace. 

From that great lady’s, whom he left alone with a chill heart, 
empty and aching, he went with his comrades to the ball of tho 
Elysium down in the subterranean vaults of the city, where again 
and again in many winters ho had found contagion in tho clastic 
mirth and tho buoyant spirit of the clean-limbed, bright-eyed 
cliildren of the populace, dancing and whirling and leaping far 
down under the streets to tho Styrian music. But it did not 
amuse him this night; nor did tho dancers tempt Mm; tho wMi l 
and the glow and the noise and the mirth seemed to him tedious 
and stupid. 

“Decidedly that opera tiros me,” he said to himself, and 
thought that his weariness came from slaying Tybalt and himself 
on the boards of the great theatre; Ho told his friends and adorers 
with petulance to let him be still, ho wanted to sleep, and the dawn 
was very cold. He went home to his gorgeous rooms in a gorgeous 
hotel, and lit Ms cigar and felt tired. The chambers were strewn 
with bouquets, wreaths, presents, notes; and amidst the litter was 
a great gold vase, a fresh gift from the emperor, with its two rilievi, 
telling the two stories of Oimheus and of Amphion. 

But CorrSze did not look twice at it. He looked instead at a 
French journal, wMch ho had thrown on his chair when his servant 
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had roused him at seven that evening, saving that it was the hour 
to drive to the thoi^ro. Ho had crushed the paper in his hand then 
and thrown it down; he took it up now, and looked again in a 
comer of it in which there was announced the approaching marriage 
of Prince Zourofif. 

“ To give her to that brate 1 ” ho murmured as he read it over 
once more. “Mothers wore better and kinder in the days of 
Moloch!” 

Then ho crushed the journal up again, and flung it into the 
wood-fire burning in the gilded tower of the stove. 

It was not slaying Tybalt that had tired him that night. 

“ What is the child to me ? ” ho said to himself as he throw 
liimself on his hod. “ She never could have been anything, and 
yet-” 

Yet the scent of the hothouse bouquets and the forced flowers 
seemed sickly to him; ho remembered the smell of the little rose 
plucked from the sweetbriar hedge on the cliff above the sea. 

The following noon he left Vienna for Moscow, where he had 
an engagement for twenty nights previous to his engagement at 
St. Petersburg for the first weeks of the Eussian Now Year. 

Prom Moscow ho wrote to Lady Dolly. When that letter 
reached Lady Dolly it mtido her cry; it g.avo her a erise des verfs. 
When she read wliat he wrote she turned pale and shuddered a 
little; but she burnt what be wrote; that was dll. 

She shivered a little whenever she thought of the letter for 
days and weeks afterwards; but it changed her purpose in no way, 
and she never for one moment thought of acting upon it. 

“ I shall not answer him,” she said to herself. “ Ho will think 
I have never had it, and I shall send him a.fairepai't like anybody 
else. He will say nothing when the marriage is over. Absurd as 
it is, Corrdze is a gentleman; I suppose that comes from his living 
so much amongst us.” 

Amongst the many gifts that were sent .to swell the magnifi¬ 
cence of the Zouroff bridal, there was one that came anonymously, 
and of which none knew the donor. It gave rise to many con¬ 
jectures and much comment, for there was not even the name of the 
jeweller that h.ad made it. It was an opal necklace of exquisite 
workmanship and great value, and, as its medallion, there hung a 
single rose diamond cut as a star ; beneath the star was a moth of 
sapphire and pearls, and beneath the moth was a flame of rubies. 
They were so hung that the moth now touched the star, now sank 
to the flame. It needed no words with it for Vere to know whence 
it came. 

But she kept silence. 

“ A strange jewel,” said Prince Zouroff, and his face grew dark: 
he thought some meaning or some memory came with it. 

It was the only gift amidst them all that felt the kisses and 
tears of Vere. 
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“ I must sink to the fl!imo! ” she thought, * and ho will never 
know that the fault is not mine; ho will never 4 know that I have 
not forgotten the star 1 ” 

But she only wept in secret. 

All her life henceforth was to be one of silence and repression. 
They aro the sepoUe vive in which society immures its martyrs. 

Some grow to like their prison walls, and to prefer them to light 
and freedom: others loathe them in auguish till death come. 

The gift of that strange medallion annoyed Zouroff, because it 
perplexed him. He never spoke to Vcre concerning it, for ho 
believed that no woman ever told the truth; but ho tried to dis¬ 
cover the donor by means of his many .servants and agents. He 
failed, not because Corrfizo had taken any especial means to ensure 
sccresy, but from simple accident. 

CoiT^ze had bought the stones himself of a Persian merchant 
many years before, had drawn the design himself, and had given it 
to a young worker in gems of Galicia whom he had once bcliiendc<l 
at the fair of Novgorod; and the work was only complete in all its 
beauty and sent to him when the Galician ied of that terrible 
form of typhus which is like a plague in Russia. Therefore 
ZourofTs inquiries in Paris wore all futile, and he gradually ceased 
to think about the jewel. 

Another thing came to her at that time that hurt her, as the 
knife hurt Iphigenia*. It was when the crabbed clear handwriting 
she knew so well brought her from Buhner Chase a bitter letter. 

“ You are your mother’s child, I see,” wrote the harsh old 
woman, who had yet loved her so tenderly. “ You are foolish, and 
fickle, and vain, and won over to the world, like her. You have 
nothing of my dead boy in you, or you would not sell yourself to 
the first rich man that asks. Do not write to me; do not expect 
to hear from me; you aro for me as if you had never lived; and if, 
in your miserable marriage, you ever come to lose name and fame 
—as you may do, for .loveless marriages aro an affront to heaven, 
and mostly end in further sin—remember that you ask nothing at 
my hands. At your cry I was ready to open my hand to you and 
my heart, but I will never do so now, let you want it as you may. 
I pity you, and I despise you; for when you give yourself to a 
man whom you cannot honour or love, you aro no better than tho 
shameless women that a few weeks ago I would no more have 
named to you than I would have struck you a buffet on your cheek.” 

Vere read the letter with tho hot brazen glow of the Paris sun 
streaming through the rose silk of the blinds upon her, and each 
word stood out before her as if it were on fire, and her cheek grow 
scarlet as if a blow were struck on it. 

“She is right 1 Oh, how right 1” she thought, in a sort of 
agony. “ And I cannot tell her the truth! I must never tell her 
the truth I ” 

Sin and shame, and all the horror of base passions had been 
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things as unintelligible to her, as unknswn, as the vile, miserable, 
frail women that* few roods off her in this city were raving and 
yclUng in the wards of Ste. Pelagie. And now, all in a moment, 
they seemed to have entered her life, to swam about her, to become 
part and parcel of her—and from no fault of hers. 

“O mother, spare me! Let me take back my word!” she 
cried, unconsciously, as she started to her feet with a stab of awful 
pain in her heart that frightened her; it felt like death. 

But in the rose-bright room all around her was silence. 

Her grandmother’s letter lay at her feet, and a ray of the sun 
shono on the words that compared her to the hapless creatures 
whose very shame she even yet did not comprehend. 

The door unclosed and Lady Dolly came in; very voluble, in¬ 
different to suffering or humiliation, not believing, indeed, that she 
over caused either. 

Living with her daughter, and finding that no reproach or re¬ 
crimination escaped Vere against her. Lady Dolly had begun to 
grow herself again. She was at times very nervous with Vere, and* 
never, if she could help it, met her eyes, but she was successful, 
she was contented, she was triumphant, and the sense of shame 
that haunted her was thrust far into the background. All the 
vulgar triumphs of the alliance were sweet to her, and she did her 
best to forget its heavy cost. Women of her calibre soon forgot; 
the only effort they have ever to make is, off the contrary, to re¬ 
member. Lady Dolly had earnestly tried to forget, and had almost 
thoroughly suceccdcd. 

She came now into the room, a pretty pearl grey figure; fresh 
from lengthened and close council with famous tailors. 

“Vera, my sweet Vera, your sables are come; such sables! 
Nobody’s except the grand-duchesses’ will equal them. And he 
has sent bags of turquoises with them, literally sacks, as if they 
were oats or green peas! You will have all your toilette things set 
Avith them, and your inkstands, and all lhat, won’t you? And 
they are very pretty, you know, set flat, very thick, in broad 
bands; very broad bands for the waist and the throat; but myself, 

I prefer- Who’s been writing to you ? Oh, the old woman 

from Bulmer. I suppose she is very angry, and writes a great deal 
of nonsense. She was always horrid. The only thing she gave 
me when I married poor Vere was a black Bible. I wonder wW 
she will send to you ? Another black Bible, perhaps. I believe 
she gets Bibles cheap because she subscribes to the men that go out 
to read Leviticus and Deuteronomy to the negro babies! ” 

and raised the letter in silence. The burning colour 
had gone from her cheeks; she tore the letter up into many small 
pie^s and let them float out into the golden dust of the sunlight 

Bv.™' 'word had been given, and she was its slave. 

_ She looked at her mother, whom she had never called mother 
smee that last night at the ch&lcau of Abbaye aux Bois. 
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“ Will you, if you pleas*} spare me all those details ?” she said, 
simply. “ Arrange everything as you like best, it will satisfy me. 
But let me ho<ar nothing about it. That is all.” 

“You strange, dear creature 1 Any other girl-” began 

Lady Dolly, with a smile that was distorted, and eyes that looked 
away. 

“ I am not as other girls are. I hope there is no other girl in 
all the world like me.” 

Her mother made no answer. 

Through the stillness of the chambers there came the sounds of 
Paris, the vague, confused, loud murmur of traffic and music, and 
pleiisure and pain: the sounds of the world, the world to which 
Vere was sold. 

The,words of the old recluse of Bulmer were very severe, but 
they were very true, and it was because of their truth that they 
seared the delicate nerves of the girl like a hot iron. She did not 
well know what shame w<as, but she felt that her own marriage 
was shame; and as she rolled home from the Bois de Boulogne that 
night through the bright streets- of Paris, past the Hotel Zouroff 
that was to be her prison-house, she looked at the girls of the 
populace who were hurrying homeward from their workshops— 
flower-makers, glove-makers, clcar-starchcrs, teachers of children, 
workers in factories—and she envied them, and followed them in 
fancy to their humble hr>mcs, and thought to herself: “How 
happy I would be to work, if only I h.ad a mother that loved me, 
a mother that was honest and good 1 ” 

The very touch of her mother’s hand, the very sound of her 
laugh, and sight of her smile, hurt her; she had known nothing 
about the follies and vices of the world, until suddenly, in one 
moment, she had seen them all incarnated in her mother, whose 
pretty graces and gaieties became teiTiblo to her for over, as the 
pink and w'hite loveliness of a woman becomes to the eyes that 
have seen in its veiled breast a cancer. 

Vere had seen the moral cancer. And she could not forget it, 
never could she forget it. 

“ When she was once beloved by my father -—! ” she thought; 
and she let her Bible lie unopened, lest, turning its leaves, she should 
see the old divine imprecations, the old bitter laws that were iu it 
against such women as this woman, her mother, was. 

One day in November her betrothed husband arrived from 
Russia. The magnificence of his gifts to hot was the theme ol 
Paris. The girl was passive and silent always. 

When he kissed her hands only she trembled from head to foot. 

“Are you afraid of me?” he murmured. 

“ No j I am not afraid.” 

She could not tell him that she felt disgust—disgust so great, 
so terrible, that she could have sprung from the balcony and dashed 
herself to death upon the stones. 



MOTHS. 


123 


“Cannot you say that you like n-e ever so little now?” he 
persisted, thinkinB that all his generosity might have borne some 
kuit. 

“ No—I cannot.” 

Ho laughed grimly and bitterly. 

“ And yet I dare take you, oven as you are, you beautiful cold 
child!" 

“ I cannot tell you a falsehood.” 

“ Will you never tell mo one ? ” 

“No; never.” 

“ I do not believe you; every woman lies.” 

Vcrc did not answer in words, but her eyes shone for a moment 
with a scorn so noble that Sergius Zouroff bent his head before 
her. 

“ I bog your pardon,” he said; “ I think you will not lie. But 
then, you are not a maiden only; you are a young saint.” 

Vere stood aloof from him. 'I’lio sunshine shone on her fair 
head and the long, straight folds of her white dress; her hands 
wore clasped in front of her, and the sadness in her face gave it 
greater gravity and beauty. 

“ I am a beast to hold her to her word 1 ” he thought; but the 
beast in him was stronger than aught else and conquered him, and 
)nade him ruthless to her. 

She was looking away from him into the" blue sky. She was 
thinking of the words, “ keep yourself unspotted from the world.” 
She was thinking that she would bo always true to this man whom 
she loathed; always true; tliat was his right. 

“ And perhaps God will lot me die soon,” she thought, with her 
childish fancy that God was near and Death an angel. 

Sergo Zouroff looked at her, hesitated, bowed low, and left the 
room. 

“ I am not fit for her; no fitter than tho sewer of the street for 
a pearl 1 ” he thought, and he felt ashamed.. 

Yet he went to his usual companions and spent tho night in 
drink and play, and saw the sun rise with hot red eyes; he could 
not change because she was a saint. 

Only a generation or two back his forefathers had bought beau¬ 
tiful Persian women by heaping up the scales of barter with strings 
of pearls and sequins, and had borne off Circassian slaves in forays 
with simple payment of a lance left in the lifeless breasts ^ the 
men who had owned them: his wooing was of the same rude sort. 
Only being a man of the world, and ms ravishing being legalised 
by society, he went to the great shops of Paris for his gems, and 
employed great notaries to mite down the terms of barter. 

The shrinking coldness, the undisguised aversion of his be¬ 
trothed, only whetted his passion to quicker ardour, as the shrieks 
of the Circassian captives, or the qmvering limbs of the Persian 
slaves, had done that of his forefathers in Ukraine; and besides, 
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after all, he thought, she h&d chosen to give herself, hating him, 
forisake of what he was and of all he could give. After all, her 
mother could not have driven her so far unless ambition had made 
her in a manner malleable. 

ZourofiF, in whose mind all women were alike, had ahnost been 
brought to believe in the honesty and steadfastness of the girl to 
whom he had given Loris, and he was at times disposed to be 
bitterly enraged against her because she had fallen in his sight by 
her abrupt submission; she seemed at heart no better than the 
rest. She abhorred him; yet she accepted him. No mere obe¬ 
dience could account for that acceptance without some weakness 
or some cupidity of nature. It hardened him against her; it spoilt 
her lovely, pure childhood in his eyes; it made her shudder from 
him seeip half hypocrisy. After all, he said to himself, where was 
she so very much higher than Casse-une-Croftte ? It was only the 
price that was altered. 

When she came to know what Cassc-une-Crohte was, she said 
the same thing to herself. 

“ Do you believe in wicked people, miladi ?” ho said the next 
evening to Lady Dolly, as they sat together in a box at the 
Bouffes. 

“Wicked people? Oh dear, no—at least—yes,” said Lady 
Dolly vaguely. “Yes, I supjjose I do. I am afraid one must. 
One sees dreadful things in the papers; in society everybody is 
very much like everybody else—no ? ” 

Zouroff laughed; the little, short, hard laugh that was charac¬ 
teristic of him. 

“ I think one need not go to the papers. I think you and 1 are 
both doing evil enough to satisfy the devil—if a devil there be. 
But, if you do not mind it, I need not.” 

Lady Dolly was startled, then smiled. 

“What droll things you say 1 And do not talk so of the-. 

It doesn’t sound well. Jt’s an old-fashioned belief, I know, and not 
probable, they say, now, but still—one never can tell-” 

And Lady Dolly, quite satisfied with herself, laughed her last 
laugh at the fun of the Bdle Eelbne, and had her cloak folded 
round her, and went out on the arm of her future son-in-law. 

Such few great ladies as were already in Paris, passing through 
from the channel coast to the Biviera, or from one ch4teau to 
another, all envied her, she knew; and if anybody had ever said 
anything that was—that was not quite nice—nobody could say 
anything now when in another fortnight her daughter would be 
Princess Zouroff. 

" Eeally, I never fancied at all I was clever, but I begin to 
think that I am,” she said in her self-complacency to herself. 

The idea that she could be wicked seemed quite preposterous to 
her when she thought it over. “ Harmless little me 1 ” she said to 
herself. True, she had felt wicked when she had met her daughter’s 
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eye, but that wsts nonsense; the qurlm Jiad always gone away 
wlien she had taljen her chamiiagno at dinner or her ether in her 
bedroom. 

A fortnight later the marriage of the head of the bouse of 
Zouroff was solemnised at the chapel of the English Embassy and 
the Bussian church in Paris. 

bJothing was forgotten that could add to the splendour and 
pomp of the long ceremonies and sacraments; all that was greatest 
in the great world was assembled in honour of the event. The 
gifts were magnificent, and the extravagance unbridled. The story 
of the corhcille road like a milliner’s dream of heaven; the jewels 
given by the bridegroom were estimated at a money value of 
millions of roubles, and with them were given the title-deeds of a 
French estate called Felioitd, a free gift of love above and outside 
all the superb donations contained in the settlements. All these 
things and many more wore set forth at length in all the journals of 
society, and the marriage was one of the great events of the closing 
year. The only details that the papers did not chronicle were that 
when the mother, witli her tender eyes moist with tears, kissed her 
daughter, tlie daughter put her aside without an answering caress, 
and that when the last words of the sacrament were spoken, she, 
who had now become the Princess Zouroff, fell forward on the altar 
in a dead swoon, from which for some time she could not be 
awakened. • 

“ So they have thrown an English maiden to our Tartar minotaur 1 
Oh, what chaste people tl'cy arc, those English I ” said a Bussian 
Ooloncl of the Guard to Corroze, as their sledge flew over the snow 
on the Newski Prospect. 

Oorrftze gave a shudder of disgust; ho said nothing. 

Critics in music at the o])cra-house that night declared then, 
and long after, that for the first time in all his career ho was guilty 
of more than one artistic error as he sang in the great part of John 
of Leyden. 

When the opera was over, and he sat at a supper, in a room 
filled with hothouse flowers and lovely ladies, while the breath 
froze on tlio beards of the sentinels on guard in the white still night 
without, Correze heard little of the laughter, saw little of the 
beauty round him. Ho was thinking all the while— 

“The heaviest sorrow of my life will always be, not to have 
saved that child from her mother.” 
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Between the Gulf of Villafraiica and that of Eza there was a white 
shining sunlit house, with gardens that were in the dreariest month 
of the year rich and red with roses, golden with orange .fruit, and 
made stately by palms of long growth, through whose stems the 
blue sea shone. To these gardens there was a long terrace of white 
marble stretching along the edge of the cliff, with the waves beating 
far down below; to the terrace there were marble seats and marble 
steps, and copies of the Loves and Fauns of the Vatican and of the 
Capitol, with the glow of geraniums flameliko about their feet. 

Up and down the length of this stately place a woman moved 
with a step that was slow and weary, and yet very restless; the 
step of a thing that is chained. The woman was very young, and 
very pale; her skirts of olivo velvet swept the white stone; her 
fair hair was coiled loosely with a golden arrow-run through it; 
round her throat there were strings of pearls, the jewels of morn¬ 
ing. All women envied her the riches of which those pearls were 
emblem. She was Vera, Princess Zouroff. 

Vera always, now. 

She moved up and down, up and down, fatiguing herself, and 
unconscious of fatigue; the sunny world was quiet about her; the 
greyhound paced beside her, keeping step with hers. Sho w.is 
alone, and there was no one to look upon her face and see its pain, 
its weariness, its disgust. 

Only a week ago, she thought; only a week since sho had fallen 
in a swoon at the altar of the Russian church; only a week since 
she had been the girl Yere Herbert. Only a week!—and it seemed 
to her that thousands of years had come and gone, parting her by 
ages from that old sweet season of ignorance, of innocence, of peace, 
of youth. 

Sho was only sixteen still, but sho was no more young. Her 
girlhood had been killed in her as a spring blossom is crushed by a 
rough hot hand that, meaning to caress it, kills it. 

A great disgust filled her, and seemed to suffocate her with its 
loathing and its shame. Everything else in her seemed dead, 
except that one bitter sense of intolerable revulsion. All tho re¬ 
volted pride in her was like a living thing buried under a weight of 
sand, and speechless, but aghast and burning. 

“How could she? how could she?” she thought every hour of 
the day ; and the crime of her mother against her seemed the vilest 
tho earth could hold. 

^e herself had not known what she had done when she had 
consiinted to give herself in maiTiage, but her mother had known. 

She did not reason now. She only felt. 

, An unutterable depression and repugnance weighed on her always; 
sho felt ashaimd of the sun when it rose, of her own eyes when they 
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looked at her frovA the mirror. To hciteif she sootned fallen so low, 
sunk to such d^p degradation, that the basest of creatures would 
have had full right to strike her cheek, and spit in her face, and call 
her sister. 

Poets in all time have poured out their pity on the woman who 
wakes to a loveless dishonour: what can the few words of a priest, 
or the envy of a world, do to lighten that shame to sacrificed inno¬ 
cence ?—nothing. 

Her life had changed as suddenly as a flower changes when the 
hot sirocco blows over it, and fills it with sand instead of dew. 
Nothing could help her. Nothing could undo what had been done. 
Nothing could make her ever more the clear-eyed, fair-soulcd child 
that had not even known the meaning of any shame. 

“ God himself could not help me 1 ” she thought with.a bitter¬ 
ness of resignation that was more hopeless than that of the martyrs 
of old; and she jraced up and down the marble road of the terrace, 
wondering how long her life would last like this. 

All the mamiflcence that surrounded her was hateful; all the 
gifts that were heaped on her were like insult; all the congratula¬ 
tions that wore poured out on her were like the inockcrios of apes, 
like the eraekling of dead leaves. In her own sight, and without 
sin of her own, she had become vile. 

. And it was only a week ago! 

Society would have laughed. 

Society had set its seal of approval upon this union, and uiwn 
all such unions, and so deemed tlicm sanctified. Year after year, 
one on another, the pretty, rosy, golden-curled daughters of fair 
mothers were carefully tended and cultured and reared up to grace 
the proud races from which they sjirang, and were brought out 
into the groat world in their first bloom like half-opened roses, 
with no other end or aim set before them as the one ambition 
of their lives than to make such a marriage as this. Whosoever 
achieved such was blessed. 

Pollution ? Prostitution ? Society would have closed its ears 
to such words, knowing nothing of such things, not choosing to 
know anything. 

Shame? What shame could there be when ho was her husband ? 
Strange fanciful exaggeration!—society would have stared and 
smiled. 

The grim old woman who studied her Bible on the iron-bound 
Northumbrian shores; the frivolous, dreamy, fantastic singer, who 
had played the part of P.omeo till all life seemed to him a rose- 
garden, moonlit and made for serenades; these two might perhaps 
think with her, and understand this intense revolt, this passionate 
repugnance, this ceaseless sense of unendurable, indelible reproach. 
But those were all. Society would have given her no sympathy. 
Society would have simpered and sneered. To marry well; that 
was the first duty of a woman. 
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Slio had fulfilled it; she had been fortunate; how could she 
fail to bo content ? , 

A heavy stop trod the marble terrace, and a heavy shadow fell 
across the sunlight; her husband approached her. 

“You are out without any shade; you will spoil your skin,” he 
said, as his eyes fell gloomily on her, for he noticed the shudder 
that passed over her as he drew near. 

She moved without s])eaking, whore no sun fell, where the arm¬ 
less Cupid of the Vatican, copied in marble, stood amongst the roses 
of a hundred leaves. 

“ How pale you are! That gown is too heavy for you. Do you 
like this place ? ” 

“ 1 ?” 

She said the word with an unconscious sound in it, that had 
the wonder of despair; despair which asked what was there left in 
all the world to like or love ? 

“Do you like it, I say?” ho repeated. “Most women rave 
about it. You seem as if it were a prison-liouse. Will you be 
always like that?” 

“The place is beautiful,” she said in a low tone. “Have 1 
complained ? ” 

“ No; yon never complain. That is what annoys me. If yon 
ever fretted like other women—but you are as mute as that marble 
armless thing. Sometimes you make mo afraid—afraid—that 1 
shall forget myself, and strike you.” 

She was silent. 

“Would that you did strike sooner than embrace me!” she 
thought; and he read the unuttcred thought in her cj'os. 

“ 1 do love you,” he said sullenly, with some emotion. “ You 
must know that; 1 have left no means untried to show it you.” 

“You have been very generous, monsieur 1 ” 

“Monsieur! always monsieur!—it is ridiculous. I am your 
husband, and you must give mo some tenderer word than that. 
After all, why cannot you be hapjiy ? You have all you want or 
wi.sh for, and if you have a wish siill unfidtilled, bo it the maddest 
or most impossible, it shall be gratified if gold can do it, for 1 love 
you—you frozen child 1 ” 

He lient his lijjs to hers; she shuddered, and was still. 

Ho kept his hand about her throat, and gathered one of the 
roses of a hundred leaves, and set it against the pearls and her 
white skin ; then ho flung it away into the sea roughly. 

“Roses do not become you; you are not a belle jardinihre; 
you are a statue. This place is dull, one tires of it; we will go to 
Russia.” 

“ As you please.” 

“As I please! Will you say nothing else all your life? There 
is no pteasuro in doing what one pleases unless there is some 
opposition to the doing it. If you would say you hated snow and 
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ico, now, I woxxld Swear to you that sn iw and ice were paradise 
beside these sickly, palms and tawdry flowers. Is there nothing 
you like ? Who sent yon that strange necklace of the moth ? ” 

“ I do not know.” 

“ But you imagine ? ” 

She was silent. 

" What is the meaning of it ? ” 

“ I think the meaning is that one may rise to great ends, or 
sink to base ones.” 

“ Has it no love-token, then: no message?” 

“No.” 

The red colour rose over her pale face, but she looked at him 
with unflinching gaze. Ho was but half satisfied. 

“ And do you mean to rise or sink ? ” he said, in a tone of 
banter. “ Pray tell me.” 

“ I have sunk.” 

The words stung him, and his pride, which was arrogant and 
vain, smarted under them. 

“ By Q-od 1 ” he said with his short hard laugh. “ Did it never 
occur to you, my beautiful Vera, that you would do wiser not to 
insult me if you want to enjoy your life ? lam your master, and 
I can be a bad master.” 

She looked at him without flinching, very coldly, very wearily. 

“Why will you ask me questions? The truth displeases you, 
and I will not tell you other than the truth. I meant no insult—■ 
unless it were to insult myself.” 

He was silent. He walked to and fro awhile, pulling the roses 
from their stems and flinging them into the gulf below. Then ho 
spoke abruptly, changing the subject. 

“We will go to llnssia. You shall see a ball in the Salle des 
Palmiers. The world is best. Solitude is sweet for lovers, but not 
when one of them is a statue—or an angel. Besides, that sort of 
thing never lasts a week. The world is best. You would make 
me hate yon—or adore you—if we stayed on alone, and I wLsh to 
do neither. If you were not my wife it might be worth while; but 
as it is- 

He threw another rose into the sea, as if in a metaphor of in¬ 
difference. 

“Come to breakfast,” he smd carelessly. “We will leave for 
IKpsia to-night,” 

As they passed down the terrace and entered the house, she 
moved wearily beside him with her face averted and her lips very 
pale. 

The Salle des Palmiers had no charm for her. She was think¬ 
ing of the nightingale that was then singing in the Bussian snows. 

If she saw Corrize what couM she say? The truth she could 
not tell him, and he must be left to think the moth bad dropped 
into the earthly fires of venal ambitions and of base desire 
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“CSoold ywi Bot l«we tee kre ? • she said instfdiy and «iiUle 
feaidly as sat at the hreak&st-tabk. 

He onsweied wi& his curt and caustic lau^. 

" I thank you for the compliment! No, my dear, tme does not 
BO through all the weariness and folly of marriage coromonies to 
leave the loveliness one has purchased so hardly in a week! Have 
patience! I shall be tired of you soon, maybe. But not until you 
have shown your diamonds at an Imperial ball. Do not get too 
pale. The court will rally mo upon my tyranny. You are too 
pale. A touch of your mother’s rouge will lie advisable unless you 
get some colour of your own.” 

Vere was silent. 

Her throat seemed to contract and choke her. set her 
glass down untouched. 

This was her master!—this man who would tire of her soon, 
and bade her rouge whilst she was yet sixteen years old! 

Yet his tyranny was less horrible to her than his tenderness. 

That night they left for Eussia. 

A few days later the gossip ol St. Petersburg, in court and cafd, 
talked only of two things—^the approaching arrival of the new 
beauty. Princess Zouroff, with the opening of tlie long-closed 
Zourolf Palace on the Ifewski Prospect; and of the immense 
penalty paid in forfeit by the p:eat tenor, Corrtee, to escape the 
last twenty nights Of his engagement in that city. 

“ I had better forfeit half my engagement than lose ray voice 
altogether,” said Corrfee imi>atientiy, in explanation. “The 
thousands of francs I can soon make again; but if the mechanical 
nightingale in my throat give way—I murt go and break stones 
for ray broad. No! in this atmosphere I can breathe no longer. 
I pay—and I go to the south.” 

He paid and went; and St. Petersburg was half consoled for his 
departure by the entry on the following day of Prince Zouroff, and 
of her whom all the i^arld called now, and would call henceforward. 
Princess Vera. 


CHAPTER Xn. 

Anin in the monih of November, exactly rme year after her 
marriage, a tall slender figure clothed in. white, with white furs, 
’moved to and fro very wearily under the palms of the Villa 
N^aguine on the Gulf of VUlaftnnca, and her sister-in-law, looking 
wistfully at her, thought— 

■“ I hope he is not cruel—I hope not. Perhaps it is only the 
•death -of the rtiild that has saddened her." 

Venwaad her thoui^iits and looked her in the eyes. 
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* I am glad tliftt the duld died;" ahw aaid aimply. 

The Princess ^dlaguine shuddered a little. 

my dear," she murmured, ** that caunot be. Do not say 
that; women find solace in their children when they are unhappy 
in all else. You have a tender fond heart, you would have-" 

“I think my heart is a stone,” said the girl in a low voice; 
then she added: “In the poem of ‘Aurora Leigh' the woman 
loves the child that is born of her ruin; I am not like that. Per- 
hai* I am wicked; can you understand ? ” 

“Yes, yes; 1 understand,” said the Princess Ndlaguino 
hurriedly, and, though she was accounted in her generation a false 
and heartless little woman of the world, her eyes became dim and 
her hands pressed Vere’s with a genuine pity. Long, long years 
before Nadine Zouroff had herself been given to a loveless nigrriage, 
when all her life seemed to her to be lying dead in a soldier’s un¬ 
marked grave in the mountains of Caucasus. 

“That feeling will change, though, he assured,” she said 
soothingly. “ When we are very young all our sorrow is despair; 
but it does not kill us, and we live to be consoled. Once 1 felt 
like you—yes—but now I have many interests, many ties, many 
occupations, and my sons and danghtors are dear to me, though 
they wei-e not his; so will he yours, to you, m tiiuo." 

Vere shuddered. 

“People are different,” she said simply; “^to me it will always 
•be the same.” 

She pulled a cluster of white roses, and ruffled them in her 
hands, and threw them down, almost cruelly. 

“Will those roses bloom agaiu?” she said. “What I did to 
them your brother has done to me. It cannot be altered now. 
IToiget that I have said anything; I will not again.” 

One year had gone by since Vere had been given, wiUi the 
blessing of her mother and the benison of society, to the Minotaur 
of a loveless mairiage. To herself she soenjed so utterly changed 
that nothing of her old self was left in her, body or soul. To the 
world she only seemed to have grown lovelier, as was natural with 
maturer womanhood, and to have become a great lady in lieu of a 
graceful child. 

She was little mere than seventeen now, but, herself, she felt as 
if centuries had rolled over her head. 

After her winter at the Imperial Court, she had bear so changed 
that she would at times Wonder if she had ever been the glad and 
thoughtful child who bad watched the North Sea break itself in 
foam in the red twilight eff Northumbrian dawns. 

She had a horror of herself. 

She had a horror of the world. 

But from the world and from herself there was now no esoape. 

She was the Princess Zouroffl 

An immense disgust possessed her, and pervaded «U l>er life; 
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falling on her as the thick grey fog falls on a sunny landscape— 
heavy, dull, and nauseous. , 

The loveliest and youngest beauty in the Salle des Palmiers, 
with the stars of her diamonds shining on her like the planets of a 
summer night, she was the saddest of all earthly creatures. 

The girl who had gone to bed with the sun and risen with it; 
who had spent her tranquil days in study and open-air exercise; 
who bad thought it pleasure enough to find the first primrose, and 
triumph enough to write the three letters at the foot of a hard 
problem; who had gone by her grandmother’s side to the old dusky 
church, where noble and simple had knelt together for a thousand 
years, and who had known no more of the evil and lasciviousness 
of the world at largo than the white ox-eye opening under the oak 
glades j the girl who had been Vere Herbert on those dark chill 
hlorthumbrian shores was now the Princess Vera, and was for ever 
in the glare, the unrest, the fever, and the splendour, of a great 
society. 

Night was turned into day; pleasure, as the world construed it, 
filled each hour; life became a spectacle ; and she, as a part of the 
spectacle, was ceaselessly adorned, arrayed, flattered, censured, and 
posed—as a model is posed for the painter. All around her was 
grand, gorgeous, restless, and insincere; there was no leisure, though 
there was endless ennui; and no time for reflection, though there 
were monotony and a satiety of sensation. Sin she heard of for Iho 
first time, and it was smiled at; vice became bare to her, but no 
one shunned it; the rapacity of an ignoble passion let loose and 
called “ marriage ” tore down all her childish ignorance and threw 
it to the winds, destroyed her self-respect and laughed at her, 
trampled on all her modest shame, and ridiculed her innocence. 

In early autumn she had given birth to a son, who had lived a 
few hours, and then died. She had not sorrowed for its loss—it 
was the child of Sergius Zouroff. She thought it better dead. She 
had felt a strange emotion as she had looked on its little hotly, 
lying lifeless; but it was neither maternal love nor maternal regret; 
it was rather remorse. 

She had been then at Svir, on the shores of the Baltic, one of- 
tho chief estates of the Princes of Zouroff, which all the summer 
long had beep the scene of festivities, barbaric in their pomp and 
costliness ; festivities with which her husband strove to while away 
the year which Imi)orial command had bade him pass, after mar¬ 
riage, on bis hereditary lands. 

“ Do not allow my mother to come to me! ” she had said once with 
a passionate cry when the birth of the child had drawn near. It 
was the first time she had ever appealed in any way to her husband. 
Ho laughed a little grimly, and his face flush^. 

“Your mother shall not come,” he said hastily. “Do you 
suppose she would wish to be shut up in a sick room? Perhapa 
she might, though, it is true; miladi always remembers what wilt 
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look well. One must do her the justice to say she always ro- 
meiiibers that, at isast. But no ; she shall not come.’’ 

So it came lo pass that her mother in her little octagon boudoir 
in Chesham Place, lined with old fans of the Beau Sifiole, and draped 
with Spanish la(!c, could only weep a little with her bosom friends, 
and murmur, “ My sweet child !—such a trial!—in this horrible 
weather by the Baltic—so cruel of the Emperor—^and to think my 
health will not let me go to her!” 

Eouroff, who passionately desired a legitimate son, because he 
hated with a deadly hatred his next brother Vladimir, took the loss 
of the male child to heart with a bitterness which was only wounded 
pride and baffled enmity, but looked like tenderness beside the 
marbic-like coldness and passive indifference of his wife. 

Physicians, who always are too clever not to have a thousand 
reasons for everything, alleged that the change of climate and 
temperature h.ad affected the hc.ilth of the Princess Vera; and her 
husband, who hated Russia with all his might, urged this plea of 
her health to obtain a reduction of the time ho had been ordered to 
remain on his own lands; and obtaining what ho wished from the 
Tsar, returned in November to the French Riviera. 

lie had pnrcb.ased the villa of his sister from her, although it 
was called still the Villa Nelaguine. lie had bought it in a mood 
of captious irritation with his wife, knowing_that to Vere, reared 
in the cold, grey days and under the cloudy skies, and by the 
sombre .seas of the dark north, the southern seaboard was opjircssivo 
in its laugour .and its light. Sometimes ho liked to hurt her in any 
way he could ; if her child had lived he would have made it into a 
whip of scorjiions for her. Yet ho always lavished on her so much 
ii:ouoy, and so many jewels, and kept her so perpetually in the front 
of the greatest of great worlds, that everybody who knew him said 
that ho made a good husband after all; much better than any one 
would have anticiirated. 

He intended to stay at the villa on the Mediterranean for three 
months, and thither came, self-invited because she was so near— 
only at Paris—the Lady Dolly. 

Neither Zouroff nor his sister ever invited her to their houses, 
but pretty Lady Dolly was not a woman to be deterred by so mere 
a trifle as that. 

“ I pine to SCO my sweet treasure 1 ” she wrote; and Sergius 
Zouroff, knitting his heavy brows, said “Let her come,” and Vere 
said nothing. 

“ What .an actress was lost in your mother 1 ” ho added with his 
rough laugh; but he confused the talent of tire comedian of society 
with that of the comedian of the stage, and they are very dissimilar. 
The latter almost always forgets herself in her part; the former 
never. 

So one fine, sunlit, balmy day towards Christmas, Lady Dolly 
drove up through the myrtle wooi that led to the Villa Ndlaguine. 
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It was noonday. Tho 'house guests were stfaying down from 
upstairs to breakfast in the pretty Pompeiian torm, with its inlaid 
marble walls, and its fountains, and its sculpture, and its banks of 
hothouse flowers, which opened on to the white terrace, that fronted 
the rippling blue sea. On this terrace Zouroff was standing. 

Ho saw the carriage approaching in the distance through the 
myrtles. 

“ Cest madame mere," ho said, turning on his heel, and looking 
into the breakfast chamber. He laughed a little grimly as ha 
said it. 

Vere was conversing with Madame Nelaguinc, who saw a strange 
look come into her eyes; aversion, repugnance, contempt, pain, and 
shame all commingled. “ What is there that I do not know ? ’’ 
thought the Princess Nadine. She remembered how Vera had not 
returned her inother’s embrace at the marriage ceremony. 

Sergius Zouroff was still watching the carriage’s approach, with 
that hard smile upon his face which had all the bmtality and cyni¬ 
cism of his temper in it, and under which delicate women and 
courageous men had often winced as under the lash. 

“ O’est madame mere,” he said again, with a spray of gardenia 
between his teeth; and then, being a grand gentleman sometimes, 
when the eyes of society were on him, though sometimes being 
rough as a boor, ho straightened his loose heavy figure, put tlio 
gardenia in his bution-holo, and went down the steps, with the 
dignity of Louis Quatorze going to meet a Queen of Spain, and re¬ 
ceived his guest as she alighted with punctilious politeness and 
an exquisite courtesy. 

Lady Dolly ascended tho stops on his arm. 

She was dressed perfectly for the occasion ; all a soft dove-hue, 
with soft dove-coloured feather trimmings, and silvery furs with a 
knot of black here and there to heighten the chastened effect, and 
show her grief for tho child that had breathed but an hour. On 
her holt hung many articles, but chief among them was a small 
silver-bound prayer-book, and she had a large silver cross at her 
throat. 

“ She will finish with religion,” thought Zouroff; “ they always ' 
take it last.” 

Lady Dolly was seldom startled, and seldom nervous; but, as 
her daughter came forward on to the terrace to meet her, she was 
both startled and nervous. , 

Vera was in a white morning dress with a white mantilla of old 
•Spanish lace about her head and throat; she moved with serene and 
rather languid grace; her form had developed into the richness of 
womanhood; her face was very cold. Her medher could see nothing 
left in this wonderfully beautiful and stately person of the child of 
eighteen months before. • 

“Is that Vere?” she cried involuntarily, as she looked upward 
to the tmaee above. 
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“ That i» Yexa«” aoid Sergiiis ZourofT All the diffidence 

lay there. 

Then Lady Doily recovered herself. 

“My sweet child! Ah the sorrow!—the joy!” murmured 
Lady Dolly, meeting her with flying feet and outstretched arms, 
upon the white and black chequers of the marble terrace. 

Vero stood passive, and let her cold cheeks be brushed by those 
softly tinted lips. Her eyes met her mother’s once, and Lady DoUy 
trembled. 

“Oh this terrible Mm I” she cried, with a shiver; “you can 
have nothing worse in Russia! Ah, my dear, precious Vera! I 
was so shocked, so grieved!—to think that poor little angel was 
lost to us! ” 

“We will not speak of that,” said Vere in a low voice, that was 
very cold and weary. “ You are standing in the worst of the wind; 
will you not come into the house ? Yes; I think one feels the cold 
more here than in Russia. People say so.” 

“ Yes; because one has sunshades here, and one sees those 
ridiculous palms, and it ought to be warm if it isn’t,” answered 
Lady Dolly; but her laugh was nervous and her lips trembled and 
contracted as she thus met her daughter once more. 

“ She is so unnatural! ” she sighed to Princess Nelagoine; “ so 
unnatural! Not a word, even to me, of her poor dear little dead 
child. Not a word! It is really loo painful.”- 

'The Princess Nelaguine answered drily: “ Your daughter is not 
very happy. My brother is not an angel. Rut then, you knew 
very well, chore madame, that he never was on®." 

“ I am sure he seems very good,” said Lady Dolly pteously, and 
with fretfulnoss. She honestly thought it. 

Vere had enormous jewels, constant amusement, and a bottom* 
less purse; the m^, of Lady Dolly was honestly impotent to 
conceive any state oWsistence more enviable than this. 

“ To think what I am content with! ” she thoi^ht to herself; 
she who had to worry her husband every timb she wanted a cheque; 
who had more debts for dress and pretty trifles than she would pay 
if she lived to be a hundred; and who constantly had to borrow 
half-a-crown for a cup of tea at Hurlingham,or a rouleau of gold to 
play with at Monaco. 

Those were trials indeed! 

“I hoiwyou realise that you are my mother-in-kw,” said 
Zouroff, as Lady DoUy sat on his right hand, and he gave her some 
grapes at breakfast. 

He laughed sis he imd it. Lady Dolly tried to laugh, but did 
not succeed. 

“ You are bound to detest me,” she said with an exaggerated 
little BmUe, “ by aU m^edents of.fictioB and of feet.” 

“ Oh no I ” said Zouroff gallantly; " never in fiction, or in fact 
had any man so bewitching and youthful a mother-in-law. On my 
life, you look no older than Vent.” 
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“ Oli-li! ” said Lady D?Jly, pleased but deprecatory. “ Vera is 
in a grand style, you know. Women like her Ic^k older than they 
are at twenty, but at forty they look much younger than they are. 
That is the use of height and straight features, and Greek brows. 
When one is a little doll, like me, one must be resigned to looking 
insignificant always. 

“ Is the Venus do Medici insignificant ? she is very small,” 
said Zouroff still most gallantly; and he added, in a lower key, 
‘ You were always pretty, Dolly; you always will be. I am 
sorry to see that prayer-book; it looks as if you felt growing 
old, and you will bo wretched if you once get that idea into your 
head.” 

“ I feel young,” said Lady Dolly sentimentally. “ But it would 
sound ridiculous to pretend to be so.” 

Her glance went to the graceful and dignified presence of her 
daughter. 

“ Vere is very handsome, veiy beautiful,” she continued hesitat¬ 
ingly. “ But—but—surely she is not looking very well ? ” 

“She is scarcely recovered,” said Zouroff roughly, and the speech 
annoyed him. He knew that his young wife was unhappy, but he 
did not choose for any one to pity her, and for her mother, of all 
people, to do so 1- 

“ Ah! to be sure, no! ’’ sighed Lady Dolly. “ It was so sad- 
poor little angel 1 But did Vera care much ? I think not.” 

“ I think there is nothing she cares for,” said Zouroff savagely. 
“ Who could tell your daughter would be a piece of ice, a femme de 
marbre t It is too droll.” 

“ Pray do not call me Dolly,” she murmured piteously. “ People 
will hear.” 

“ Very well, madame mere I ” said Zouroff, and he laughed this 
time aloud. 

She was frightened—half at her own work, half at the change 
wrought in Vere. 

“Who could tell she would alter so soon?” she thought, in wonder 
at the cold and proud woman who looked like a statue and moved 
like a goddess. 

“ To think she is only seventeen ! ” said Lady Dolly aloud, in 
bewilderment. 

“ To be married to me is a liberal education,” said her son-in- 
law', with his short sardonic laugh. ”•' 

“ I am sure you are very kind to her,” murmured poor little 
Lady Dolly, yet feeling herself turn pale under her false bloom. 
“ The beast 1 ” she said to herself with a shudder. “ The Centaurs 
must have been just like him.” 

She meant the Satyrs. 

“ Sergius,” said Princess Nflaguine to her brother that night, 
“ Vera does not look well.” 

“No?” he answered carelessly. “She is always too pale. I 
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tell her always to* rouge. If she do ngt rouge in Paris, she will 
scarcely tell in a hall, handsome though she is.^’ 

“ Rouge at seventeen! You cannot bo serious. She only wants 
to he—^happy. I do not think you make her so. Do you try ? ” 

He stared and yawned. 

“ It is not my metier to make women happy. They can be so 
if they like. I do not prevent them. She has ten thousand 
li ancs a month by her settlements to spend on her caprices—if it is 
not enough she can have more. You may tell her so. I never 
refuse money.” 

“ You speak like a hourgeois," said his sister, with some contemjjt. 
“ Do you think that money is everything ? It is nothing to a girl 
like that. She gives it all to the poor; it is no pleasure to her.” 

“ Then she is very unlike her mother,” said the Prince Zouroff 
with a smile. 

“ She is unlike her, indeed! you should he thankful to think 
how entirely unlike. Your honour will he safe with her as long as 
she lives; but to be happy—she will want more than you give her 
at present, but the want is not one that money will supply.” 

“ She has been complaining ? ” said her brother, with a sudden 
frown. 

Madame Nelaguino added with a ready lie: “ Not a word; not 
a syllable. But one has eyes—and I do so wish you to bo kind 
to her.” 

“ Kind to her ? ” he repeated, with some surprise. “ I am not 
unkind that I know of; she has impossible ideas; they make mo 
impatient. She must take me and the world as she finds us; but 
1 am certainly not unkind. One does not treat one’s wife like a 
Siiint. Perhaps you can make her comi)rehend that. Were she 
sensible, like others, she would be happy like them.” 

lie laughed, and rose and drank some absinthe. 

IJis sister sighed and set her teeth angrily on the eigarette that 
she was smoking. 

“ Perhaps she will in time be happy and sensible like them,” 
she said to herself; “ and then your lessons will bear their proper 
fruits, and you will be deceived like other husbands, and punished 
as you merit. If it were not for the honour of the Zouroffs I should 
l)ray for it 1 ” 

The Villa N^laguine was full of people staying there, and was 
also but five miles distant from Monte Carlo. 

Vero was never alone with her mother during the time that 
Lady Dolly graced the Riviera with her presence, carried her red 
umbrella under the palm-trees, and laid her borrowed napoleons on 
the colour. 

No word of reproach, no word of complaint, escaped her lips in 
her mother’s presence, yet Lady Dolly felt vaguely frightened, and 
longed to escape from her presence, as a prisoner longs to escape 
from the dock. 
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Sh* st*yed this Deceir^r weather at ViUafranca^wh^e Decem¬ 
ber meant blue scar golden Rtoshine-, and red,roses, because she 
thought it was the right thing to do. If there had been people 
who had said—^well, not quite nice things—^it was better to stay 
with her daughter immediately on the return from Russia. So she 
did stay, and oven had herself visited for a day or two by Mr. Van- 
derdecken on one of bis perpetual voyages from London to Java, 
Japan, or Jupiter. 

Her visit was politic and useful; but it cost her some pain, 
some fretfulness, and some apprehension. 

The house was full of pleasant Twople, for Zouroff never could 
endure a day of even comparative solitude; and amidst them was a 
very handsome Italian noble, who was more agreeaWe to her than 
the Duo de Dinant had of late grown, and who was about to go to 
England to bo attached to the embassy there, and who had the 
eyes of Othello with the manners of Chesterfield, and whom she 
made her husband cordially invite to Chesham Place. She could 
play as high as she liked, and she could drive over to Monaco when 
she pleased, and no life suited her bettor than this life; where sl'.e 
could, whenever she chose, saunter through the aloes and palms to 
those magic halls where her favourite fever was always at its height, 
yet where everything looked so pretty, and appearances were always 
so well preserved, and she could say to everybody, “ They do have 
such good music—oae can’t help liking Monte Carlo! ” 

The place suited her in every way, and yet she felt stifled in it, 
and afraid. 

Afraid of what ? There was nothing on earth to be afraid of, 
she knew that. 

Yet, when she saw the cold, weary, listless life of Vere and met 
the deep scorn of her eyes, and realist the absolute impotency of 
rank, and riches, and pleasure, and all her own adored gods, to 
console or even to pacify this young wounded soul. Lady Dolly was 
vaguely frightened, as the frivolous are always frightened at any 
strength or depth of nature, or any glimpse of sheer despair. 

Not to be consoled! 

What can seem more strange to the diallow ? What can seem' 
more obstinate to the weak ? Not to he consoled is to offend all 
swiftly forgetting humanity, most of whose memories are writ on 
water. 

“ It is very strange, she seems to one to enjoy nothing! ” said 
Lady Dolly, 5ne morning, to Madame Ndlaguine, when Prince Zou- 
. roff had announced at tbs noon&y breakfast that he bad purchased 
for his wife a famous historical diamond known in Memoirs and in 
European courts as the “ Roc’s egg,” and Vere, with a brief word of 
tbanu acknowledged the tidings, her mother thought indignantly, 
as tboi^ he had brought her 4 Wemnny bunch of primroses. 

“ It is very strange 1" repeated Lady DoUy. " The idea of 
hearing that she had got the biggest diamond in all the world, except 



MOTES. 13» 

five, and receiving the nows like that!' -Yottr brother looked dis¬ 
appointed, I think,^unoyed,—didn’t you ?” 

“If he WMit ecstasies over a diamond he can give it to' 
Noisette,” said Madame Nelaguine, with her little cold smile. 
“ I think ho ought not to he annoyed that his wife is superior to 
Noisette.” 

" W.as Vera always as cold as tliat at &t. Petersburg before her 
child’s death ? ” pursued Lady Dolly, who never liked Madame 
Nelaguine’s smiles. 

“ Yes; always the same.” 

“ Doesn’t society amuse her in the least ? ” 

“ Not in the least. -I quite understand why it does not do so. 
Without coquetry or ambition it is impossible to enjoy society much. 
I'lvory pretty woman should be a flirt, every clover woman a poli¬ 
tician ; the aim, the animus, the intrigue, the rivalry that accompany 
each of those pursuits are the salt without which the great dinner 
were tasteless. A good many brainless creatures do, it is true, flutter 
through society all tlieir lives for the mere pleasure of fluttering; 
btit that is poor work after all,” added Madame Nelaguine, ignoring 
the pretty fluttercr to whom she was speaking. “ One needs an aim, 
just as an angler must have fish in the stream or he grows weary of 
whipping it. Now your Vera will never he a coquette because her 
temperament forbids it. She is too proud, and also men have tho 
misfortune not to interest her. And I think 'she will never be a 
politician; at least, she is interested in great questions, but the 
small means by which men strive to accomplish their aims disgust 
her, and she will never be a diplomatist. In the first week she was 
in Itussia she compromised Sergius seriously at the Imperial Court 
by praising a Nihilist novelist to the Empress 1 ” 

“ Oh, I know! ” said Lady Dolly, desperately. “ She has not 
two grains of sense. She is beautiful and distinguished-looking. 
When you have said that you have said everything that is to be- 
said. The education she had with her grandmother made her hope¬ 
lessly stupid, actually stupid I " 

“ She is very for from stupid, pardon me,” said Madame Ndla- 
guine, with a delicate little smile. “ But she has not your happy 
adaptability, chbre madame. It is her misfortune.” 

“ A misfortune, indeed,” said Lady Dolly, a little sharply, feeling 
that her superiority was being despised. It is always a misfortune 
to be unnatural, and she is unnaturaL She takes no pleasure in 
anything that delights every one else; she hardly kno'fc's serge from 
sicilienne; she has no tact because she does not think it worth 
while to have any. She will offend a king as indifferently as she 
will change her dress; every kind of amusement bores her, she is 
made like that. When everybody is laughing round her she looks 
graven and stares like an owl with her great eyes. Oh, dear mo; to 
think she should be my daughter! Nothing odder ever could be 
than that Vera should be my child.” 
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“ Except ttiat she should he my brother’s wife,” said Madaino 
NflaRuiue, drily. Lady Dolly was silent. 

The next day Lady Dolly took advantage of ner liusband's escort 
to leave the Villa N41aguine for England; she went with reluctance, 
yet with relief. She was envious of her daughter, and she was im¬ 
patient with her, and, though she told herself ag!iin and again that 
Vere’s destiny had fallen in a golden paradise, the east wind, that 
•she hated, moaning through the palms seemed to send after her 
homeward a long-drawn despairing sigh—the sigh of a young life 
ruined. 

1‘i'ince Zouroff slayed on in the south, detained there by the 
seduclion of the gaming-tables, until the Christmas season was 
passed; then, having won very largely, as very rich men often do, 
he loft the llivicra for his handsome hotel in the Avenue du Bois do 
Boulogne ; and Madame NiSlaguine left it also. 

Like many of their countiy people they were true children of 
Paris, and were seldom thoroughly content unless they were within 
sight of the dome of the Invalidcs. 

lie felt he would breathe more freely when from the windows of 
the railway carriage he should see the zinc roofs and shining gilt 
cupolas of his one heaven upon earth. 

“Another year with only her face to look at, with its eyes of 
unending reproach, and I should have gone mad, or cut her throat,” 
ho said in a moment of confidence to one of his confidants .and 
parasites. 

They had never been alone one day, indeed; troops of guests 
h.ad always been about them; but it had not been Paris, Paris with 
its consolations, its charm, and its crowds. 

In Paris he could forget completely that he had ever married, 
save when it might please his pride to hear the world toll him that 
ho had the most beautiful woman in Europe for his wife. 

“Can you not sleep? do not stare so with your groivt eyes!” 
said Prince Zouroff angrily to his wife, as the night train rushed 
through the heart of Prance, and Vere gazed out over the snow- 
whitened moonlit country, as the land and the sky seemed to fly 
past her. 

In another carriage behind her was her great jewel box, set 
between two servants, whose whole duty was to gu.ard it. 

But she never thought of her jewels; she was thinking of the 
moth and the star; she was thinking of the summer morning on 
the white cliff of the sea. For she knew that Corrdzo was in Paris. 

It was not any sort of love that moved her, beyond such linger¬ 
ing charmed fancy ns remained from those few hours’ fascination. 
But a great reluctance to see him, a great fear of seeing him, was in 
her. What could he think of her marriage! And she could never 
tell him why she had married thus. He would think her sold like 
the rest, and he must bo left to think so. 

The express train rushed on through the cold calm night. With 
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every moment she drew nearer to hirn—fho man who had bidden 
iier keep herself “ njispotted from the world.” 

“ And what is my life,” she thought, “ except one long pollu¬ 
tion ! ” 

She leaned her white cheek and her fair head against tho 
window, and gazed out at the dark flying masses of the clouds; her 
eyes were full of pain, wide opened, lustrous; and, waking suddenly 
and seeing her thus opposite him, her husband called to her roughly 
and irritably with an oath ; “Can you not sleep? ” 

It seemed to her as if she never slept now. What served her 
as sleep seemed but a troubled feverish dull trance, disturbed by 
hateful dreams. 

It was seven o’clock on the following evening when they 
arrived in Paris. Their carriage was waiting, and she and Madame 
hiclaguine drove homeward together, leaving Zourolf to "follow 
them. I’hcre was a faint light of an aurora borealis in the sky, 
and the lamps of tho streets were sparkling in millions; tho 
weather was very cold. Their coachman took his way past tho 
opera-house. There wore immense crowds and long linos of cqui- 
pagc.s. 

In large letters in the strong gaslight it was easy to read upon 
the placards. 

Faust . . . POKKkZB. 

The opera was about to commence. 

Vere shrank back into the depths of the carriage. Her com¬ 
panion leaned forward and looked out into the night. 

“ Paris is so fickle ; but there is one sovereign she never tires of 
—it is Correze,” said Madame Ndlaguinc, with a little laugh, and 
woiidcred to see the colourless check of her young sister-in-law 
llush suddenly and then grow white again. 

“ Have you ever heard Corrize sing ? ” she asked quickly. Vere 
hesitated. 

“Never in the opera. No.” 

“ Ah ! to bo sure, he left Russia suddenly last winter; left as 
you entered it,” said Madame Ndlaguino, musing, and with a quick 
side-glance. 

Vere was silent. 

Tho carriage rolled on, and passed into tho courtyard of tho 
Hotel Zouroff between the gilded iron gates, at tho instant when 
the applause of Paris welcomed upon the stage of its opera its 
public favourite. 

The house was grand, gorgeous, brilliant; adorned in the taste 
of the Second Empire, to which it belonged; glittering and over¬ 
laden, superb yet meretricious. The lines of servants were bowing 
low; the gilded gaseliers were glowing with light, there were 
masses of camellias and azaleas, beautiful and scentless, and heavy 
odours of burnt pastilles on the heated air. 
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Tea's passed up the 'wide staircase slewly, and the hiOBS of its 
scarlet carpeting seemed like fire to lier tired ey-'s. 

She changed her prison-house often, and each one had been 
made more splendid than the last, but each in its turn was no less 
a prison; and its gilding made it but the more dreary and the 
more oppressive to her. 

“ You will excuse mo, I am tired,” she munnured to her sister- 
in-law, who wag to be her guest, and she went into her own bed¬ 
chamber and shut herself in, shutting out even her maid from her 
solitude. 

Through the curtained windows there came a low muffled 
.sound; the sound of the great night-world of that Paris to which 
she had come, heralded for her beauty by a thousand tongues. 

Why could she not be happy ? 

She dropped on her knees by her bed of white satin, em¬ 
broidered with garlanded roses, and let her head fall on her arms, 
and wept bitterly. 

In the opera-house the curtain had risen, and the realisation of 
all he had lost was dawning upon the vision of Faust. 

The voice of her husband came to her through the door. 

“Make your toilette rapidly,” he said ; “ we will dine quickly; 
there will be time to show yourself at the opera.” 

Vero started and rose to her feet. 

“ I am vciy tired ; the journey was long.” 

“ Wo will not stay," .answered Prince 2ouroff. “But you will 
show yourself. Dress quickly.” 

" Would not another night-” 

“ Ma chire, do not dispute. I am not used to it.” 

The words were slight, but tbo abcent gave them a cold and 
bard command, to which she had grown accustomed. 

She said nothing more, but let her maid enter by an inner door. 

The tears were wet on her lashes, and her mouth still quivered. 
The woman saw and pitied her, but with some contempt. 

“Why do you laraent like that?” the woman thought; “ why 
not amuse yourself ?” 

Her maids wore used to the caprices erf Prince Zonroff, which 
made his wife’s toilette a thing which must be accomplished to 
perfection in almost a moment of time. A very yOung and lovely 
woman, also, can bo mcffe easily adorned than one who needs a 
thousand artificial aids. They dressed her very rapidly in white 
velvet, setting some sapphires and diamonds in her bright hair. 

“Give me that necklace,” she said, pointing to one of the 
partitions in one of the open jewel cases; it was the necklace of 
the moth and the star. 

In ten minutes she descended to dinner. She a'nd her husband 
■were alone. Madame Nelaguine had gone to bed fatigued. 

He ate little, but drank much, though one of the finest artists 
of the Paris kitchens had done his best to tempt his taste with the 
rarest and most delicate combination. 
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“ You do not seem to hav« nmch i ppetite,” he eaid, after a 
little while. “ Wejnay as well go. Yon look very well now.” 

He looked at her narrowly. 

Fatigne conquered, and emotion subdued, had given an un- 
nsual brilliancy to her eyes, an unusual flush to her cheeks. The 
white velvet was scarcely whiter than her skin; about her beautiful 
tbroat the moth trembM between the flame and the star. 

“Have you followed my advice and put some rouge?” he 
asked suddenly, 

Vere answered simply: “ No." 

“ Paris will say that yon are handsomer than any of the 
others,” he said carelessly. “ Let us go.” 

Vere’s cheeks flushed more deeply as she rose in obedience. 
She knew that ho was thinking of all the other women whom Paris 
had associated with his name. ' 

She drew about her a cloak of white feathers, and wont to her 
carriage. Her heart was sick, yet it beat fast. She had learned to 
bo quite still, and to show nothing that she felt under all pain; 
and this emotion was scarcely pain, this sense that so soon the 
voice of Corrfizc would reach her ear. 

She was very tired; all the night before she had not slept; the 
fatigue and feverishness of the long unbroken journey were upon 
her, making her temples throb, her head swim, her limbs feel liglit 
as air. But the excitement of one idea sustained her, and made her 
pulses quicken with fl.ctitious strength: so soon she would hear the 
Voice of Oorreze. 

A vague dread, a sense of apprehension that she could not have 
exjilained, were upon her; yet a delighted expectation came over 
her also, and was sweets tlian any feeling that had ever been 
XX'ssiblc to her since her marriage. 

As their carriage passed through the streets, her husband 
smoked a cigarette, and did not speak at all. She was thankful 
for the silence, thou^ she fancied in it he must bear the loud fast 
beating of her heart. 

It was ten o’clock when they reached the ojiera-house. Her 
husband gave her his arm, and they passed through tho vestibule 
and passage, and up the staircase to that door which at tho com¬ 
mencement of the season had been allotted to the name of Prince 
Zouroif. 

The house was hushed; the music, which has all the tvstasy 
and the mystery of human passion in it, thrilled through tho 
stillness. Her husband took her through the corridor into their 
box, which was next that which had once been the empress’s. 'Tho 
vast circle of light seemed to whirl before her eyes. 

Yere enter^ as though she were walking in her sleep, and sat 
down. 

On tlie stage there were standing alone Margherita and Faust. 

Tho lights fell lidl upon the cleric profile of CoirSze, and his 
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eyelids were drooped, as Ls stood gazing on the maiden who knelt 
at his feet. The costume he wore showed his graceful form to its 
greatest advantage, and the melancholy of wistful passion that was 
expressed on his face at that moment made his beauty of feature 
more impressive. His voice was silent at that moment when she 
saw him thus once more, but his attitude was a poem, his face 
was the face that she had seen by sunlight where the sweetbriar 
sheltered the thrush. 

Hot for her was he Faust, not for her was he tlio public idol of 
Paris. lie was the Saint llaphael of the Norman seashore. She 
sat like one spellbound gazing at the stage. 

Then Correzo raised his head, his lips parted, and uttered the 

Tu vuoi, ahime! 

Che t’ abbandoni. 

It thrilled through the house, that exquisite and mysterious 
music of the human voice, seeming to bring with it the echo of a 
heaven for ever lost. 

Women, indifferent to all else, would weep when they heard 
the voice of Corrfizo. 

Vere’s heart stood still; then seemed to leap in her breast as 
with a throb of new warm life. Unforgotten, unchanged, unlike 
any other ever heard on earth, this perfect voice fell on her car 
again, and held her entranced with its harmony. The car has 
its ecstasy as have other senses, and this ecsta.sy for the moment 
held in suspense all other emotion, all other memory. 

She sat quite motionles.s, leaning her cheek upon her hand. 
When ho sang, she only then seemed herself to live; when his 
voice ceased, she seemed to lose hold upon existence, and the great 
world of light around her seemed empty and mute. 

Many eyes were turning on her, many tongues were whispering 
of her, but she was unconscious of them. Her husband, glancing 
at her, thought that qo other woman would have been so indifferent 
to the stare of Paris as she was; he did not know that she was 
insensible of it; he only saw that she had grown very pale again, 
and was annoyed, fearing that her entry would not be the brilliant 
success that he desired it to be. 

“ Perhaps she was too tired to come here,” he thought with some 
impatience. 

But Paris was looking at her in her white velvet, which was 
like the snows she had quitted, and was finding her lovely beyond 
compare, and worthy of the wild rumours of adoration that had 
come before her from the north. 

The opera, meanwhile, went on its course; the scenes changed, 
the third act ended, the curtain fell, the theatre resounded with the 
polite applause of a cultured city. 

She seemed to awake as from a dream. The door had opened, 
and her husband was presenting some great persons to her. 
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“You have cclii)sed even Corr^zo, Princess,” said one of those. 
■“ In looking at yoil, Paris forgot for once^to listen to its nightingale 
It was fortunate fo* him, since ho sung half a note false.” 

“ Since you are so tired we will go,” said her husband, when 
the fourth act was over; when a score of great men had bowed 
themselves in and out of her box, and the glasses of the whole 
house had been levelled at the llussian beauty, as they termed her. 

“I am not so very tired iiowl” she said wistfully. 

She longed to hear that voice of Paust as she had never longed 
for anything. 

“ If you are not tired you are capricious, ma clutre,” said her 
husband, with a laugh. “ I brought you here that they might see 
you; they have seen you; now 1 am going to the club. Come.” 

lie wrapped her white feathery mantle round her, as though it 
were snow that covered her, and took her away from the thqatre as 
the curtain rose. 

He left her to go homeward alone, and went himself to the Hue 
Scribe. 

She was th.aukful. 

“ You sang false, Correze 1 ” said mocking voices of women gaily 
round him in tlie/o.ycr. He was so eminent, so perfect, so felicitously 
at the apex of his triumph and of art, that a momentary failure 
could be made a jest of without fear. 

“ Pardieu 1 ” said Correze, with a shrug of his shoulders. “ Par- 
dieu 1 do you suppose I did not know it? A tfy flew iir my throat. 
1 supixrso it will be in all the papers to-morrow. That is the sweet 
.side of fame.” 

He shook hinrsolf free of his tormentors, and wont to his 
brougham as soon as his dress was changed. It was only one 
o’clock, and he had all Paris ready to amuse him. 

But he felt out of tone and out of temper with nil Paris; 
another half-note false and Paris would hiss him—even him. 

He went home to his house in the Avenue Marigny, and sent 
his coachman away. 

“ The beast! ” he s.aid to himself, as he entered his chamber; 
he was thinking of Sergius Zourolf. Ho throw himself down in an 
easy chair, and sat alone lost in thought; whilst a score of supper- 
tables were the duller for his absence, and more than one woman’s 
heart ached, or passion fretted, at it. 

“ Who would have thought the sight of her would have moved 
mo so! ” he said to himself in self-scorn. “ A false note 1—11 ” 


L 
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OHAPTEIl XIII. 

In the hitter February weather all aristocratic Paris felt the gayer, 
because the vast Hotel Zouroff, in the Avenue du liois de Boulogne, 
had its searlet-clad suisse leaning on his gold-headed staff at its 
portals, and its tribes of liveried and unliveried lacqueys languishing 
in its halls and ante-rooms; since these signs showed that the 
Prince and Princess were era ville, and that the renowned beauty ot 
the Winter Palace had brought her loveliness and her diamonds to 
the capital of the world. 

The Hotel Zouroff, under Nadine N61aguine, had been always 
one of those grand foreign houses at which all great people meet; a 
noble terra waKtus in which all political differences were obliterated, 
and all that was either well born or well received met, and the 
Empire touched the Faubburg, and the Orleans princes brushed the 
marshals of the Itcpublic. The Hotel Zouroff had never boon very 
exclusive, but it had always been very brilliant. Under the young 
Princess, Paris saw that it was likely to be much more exclusive, 
and perhaps in proportion less entertaining. There was that in the 
serene simplicity, the proud serious grace of the new mistress of it, 
which rallied to her the old regime and scared away the new. 

“ You should have been born a hundred years ago,” said her 
husband with some impatience to her. “ You would make the 
house the Hotel Rambouillet.” 

*' J do not care for the stories of the ‘ Figaro,’ at my dinner- 
table, and I do not care to see the romp of the cotillon in my ball¬ 
room ; but it is your house, it must be ordered as you please,” she 
answered him; and she let Madiime Nflaguine take the reins of 
social government, and held herself aloof. 

But though she effaced herself as much as possible, that tall 
slender proud figure, with the grave colourless face that was so cold 
and yet so innocent, had an effect that was not to be defined, yet 
not to be resisted, as she received the guests of the Hotel Zouroff; 
and the entertainments there, though they gained in simplicity and 
dignity, lost in entrain. Tero was not suited to her century. 

Houses take their atmosphere from those who live in them, and 
even the Hotel Zouroff, despite its traditions and its epoch, despite 
its excess of magnificence and its follies of expenditure, yet had a 
fresher and a purer air since the life of its new princess had come 
into it. 

“ You have married a young saint, and the house feels already 
like a sacristy,” said the Duchesse de Sonnaz to Sergius Zouroff, 
“ f'a nous obsMe, mon vieux! ” 

That was the feeling of society. 

She was exquisitely lovely; she had a great distinction, she 
knew a great deal, and though she spoke seldom, spoke well. 
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but she was oha^dante} she made them feel as if they were in 
church. 

Yet Paris spofee of nothing for the moment but of the Princess 
Zouroff. Eeigning beauties were for the moment all dethroned, 
and, as Paris had for years talked of his racers, his mistresses, his 
play, and his vices, so it now talked of Sergius ZourofTs wife. 

That fair, grave, colourless face, so innocent yet so proud, so 
childlike yet so thoughtful, with its musing eyes and its arched 
mouth, became the theme of artists, the adoration of dandies, tho 
despair of women. As a maiden she would have Isjen called lovely, 
but too cold, and passed over. Married, she had that position which 
adorns as diamonds adorn, and that charm as of forbidden fruit, 
which piques the sated palate of mankind. 

She was the event of the year. 

Her husband was not surjjrised either at her fame or her failure. 

Ue had foreseen both after the first week of his marriage. 
“ She will be the rage for a season, for her face and her form,” ho 
said to himself. “ Then they will find her cnttUce and stupid, and 
turn to some one else.” lie honestly thought her stupid. 

She knew Greek and Latin and all that, but of the things that 
make a woman brilliant she knew nothing. 

Life seemed to Vere noisy, tedious, glaring, beyond conception; 
she seemed, to herself, always to be en scene; always to be being 
dressed and being undressed for some fresh spectacle; always to be 
surrounded with flatterers, and to bo destitute of friends, never to 
be alone. It seemed to her wonderful that people who could rule 
their own lives chose incessant fatigue and called it pleasure. She 
understood it in nothing. That her mother, after twenty years of 
it, could yet pursue this life with excitement and preference seemed 
to her so strange that it made her shudder. There was not an hour 
for thought, scarcely a moment for prayer. She was very young, 
and she rose early while the wwld was still sleeping, and tried so 
to gain some little time for her old habits, her old tastes, her old 
studies, but it was very difficult; she seemed to grow dizzy, tired, 
useless. “ It was what I was sold to be,” she used to think bitterly. 
Her husband was fastidious as to her appearance, and inexorable as 
to her peipetual display of herself; for the rest lie said nothing to 
her, unless it were to sharply reprove her for some oblivion of some 
trifle in etiquette, some unconscious transgression of the innumer¬ 
able unwritten laws of society. 

In tho midst of tho most brilliant circle of Europe, Vere was as 
lonely as any captured bird. She would have been glad of a friend, 
but she was shy and proud; women were envious of her, and men 
were afraid of her. She was not like her world or her time. She 
was beautiful, but no one would ever have dreamed of classing 
her with “the beauties” made by {wincely praise and public por¬ 
traiture. She was as unlike them as the heauty of perfect statuary 
is unlike the Lilith and the Vivienne of modem piunting. 
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Sometimes her husban<l was proud of that,, sometimes he was 
anKoyod at it. Soon he felt neither pride nor annoyance, but grew 
indifferent. 

Society noticed that she seldom smiled. When a smile did 
come upon her face, it was as cold as the moonbeam that flits 
blight and brief across a landscape on a cloudy night. Very close 
observers saw that it was not coldness, but a melancholy too pro¬ 
found for her years, that had robbed the light from her thoughtful 
eyes; but close observers in society are not numerous, and her 
world in general believed her incapable of any emotion, or any sen¬ 
timent, save that of a great pride. 

They did not know that in the stead of any pride what weighed 
on her night and day was the bitterness of humiliation—humilia¬ 
tion they would never have understood—^with which no one would 
have sympathised ; a shame that made her say to herself, when she 
went to her tribune at Cbanlilly, to see her husband’s horses run, 
“ My place should be apart there, with those lost women ; what am 
I better than they ? ” 

All the horror of the sin of the world had fallen suddenly on 
her ignorance and innocence as an avalanche may fall on a young 
chamois; the knowledge of it oppressed her, and made a gicixl 
disgust stay always with her as her hourly burden. 

She despised herself, and there is no shame more bitter to 
endure. 

“ You are unreasonable, my child,” said her sister-in-l.aw', who, 
in a cold way, w'as attached to her, and did pity her. “ Any other 
woman as young as yourself W'ould be happy. My brother is not 
your ideal. No; that was not to be expected or hoped for; but be 
leaves you your own way; he is not a tyrant, he lets you enjoy 
yourself as you may please to do; ho never controls your purse or 
your caprice. Believe me, my love, that, as the world goes, this 
is as nearly happiness as can be found in marriage—to have plenty 
of money and to bo let alone. You want happiness, I know, but I 
doubt very much if happiness is really existent anywhere on earth, 
unless you can get it out of social success and the discomfiture of 
rivals, as most fortunate women do. I think you are unreasonable. 
You are not offended ? No ? ” 

“ Perhaps I am unreasonable,” assented Verc. 

She never spoke of herself. Her lips had been shut on the day 
that she had accepted the hand of Sergius Zouroff, and she kept 
them closed. 

She would have seemed unreasonable to every one. as to Prin¬ 
cess Ndaguinc, had she done so. 

Why could she not be haj^y ? 

With youth, a lovely face and form, the great world her own, 
and her riches boundless, why could she not bo happy, or, at the 
least, amused and flattered? 

Amusement and flattery console most women, but they had 
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failed as yet to console her. By example or by precept every one 
about her made Her feel that they should do so. Upon the danger 
of the teaching neither her husband nor society over reflected. 

Young lives are tossed upon the stream of the world, like rose- 
leaves on a fast-running river, and the rose-leaves are blamed if the 
river'be too strong and too swift for them, and they iierish. It is 
the fault of the rose-leaves. 

When she thought that this life must endure all her life, she 
felt a despair that numbed her, as frost kills a flower. To tho 
very young, life looks so long. 

To Se rgius Zouroff innocence was nothing more than the virgin 
bloom of a slave had been to his father—a thing to bo destroyed 
for an owner’s diversion. 

It amused him to lower her, morally and physically} and ho 
cast all tho naked truths of human vices before her shrinking 
mind, as he made her body tremble at his touch. It was a diver¬ 
sion, whilst the effect was novel. Like many another man, ho 
never asked himself how the fidelity and the chastity that ho still 
expected to have preserved for him, would survive his own work of 
destruction. He never remembered that as you sow so you may 
reap. Nor if he had remembered would he have cared. Toute femme 
triche was engraved on his conviction as a certain doctrine. The 
purity and tho simplicity, and the serious sense of right and wrong 
that ho discovered in Vere bewildered him, and half-awed, half- 
irritatod him. But that these would last after contact with the 
world, he never for a moment believed, and he quickly ceased to 
regard or to respect them. 

He knew very well that his wife and his Idles petiles wore crea¬ 
tures so dissimilar that it seemed scarcely possible that the same 
laws of nature had created and sustained them, the same humanity 
claimed them. Ho knew that they were as unlike as the dove and 
the snake, as tho rose and the nightshade, but he treated them both 
the s,ame. 

There was a woman who was seen on the Bois who drove with 
white Spanish mules hung about with Spanish trappings, and had 
a little mulatto boy behind her tossed in scarlet. This eccentric 
person was speedily celebrated in Paris. She was handsome in a 
very dark, full-lipped, almond-eyed, mulattress fashion; she got 
the name of Cassc-une-Crofite, and no one ever heard or cared 
whether she ever had had any other. Casso-une-Crofite, who was 
a mustang from over the se.as, had made her debut modestly with 
a banker, but she h.ad soon blazed into that splendour in which 
bankers, unless they are Rothschilds, are despised. Prince Zouroff 
had seen the white mules, and been struck with them. Casse-une- 
Crofitc had an apotheosis. 

There was an actress who was called Noisette; she was very 
handsome, too, in a red and white way, like Rubens’s women; she 
too drove herself, but drove a mail-phaeton and very high-stepping 
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Englistf horses; she drank'only Burgundy, hut plenty of it; she 
had a hMd entre cour et jardin; on the stage shb was very vulgar, 
but she had du chien and wonderful drolleries of expression. Prince 
Zouroff did not care even to look at her, but she was the fashion, 
and he had taken her away from his most intimate friend; so, for 
years, ho let her eat his roubles as a mouse eats rice, and never 
could prevail on his vanity to break with her, lest men should 
think she had broken with him. 

In that une-vplainable, instinctive way in which women of quick 
perceptions come to know things that no one over tell.s them, and 
which is never definitely put before them in words, Princess Zourofi' 
became gradually kware that Noisette and Casse-une-Crofite were 
both the property of her husband. The white mules or the mail 
phaeton' crossed her own carriage-horses a dozen times a week in 
the Cliamps Elysdes, and she looked away not to see those women, 
and said in the bitter hnmiliation of her heart, “ What am I better 
than either of them! ” When either of them saw her, Casse-une- 
Crohte said, “ V’la la petite I ” contemptuously. Noisette said, 
“Je mangerai mime nes diamante a die.” 

“ Sergius,” said Nadine N^laguine one night, “ in that wife that 
you neglect for your creatures you have a pearl of price.” 

“ And I am one of the swine, and best live with rny kind,” 
said her brother savagely, because he ■was ashamed of himself, and 
angered with all his ways of life, yet knew that ho would no more 
change them than Will swine change theirs. 

“ You have married a young saint. It is infinitely droll! ” said 
the Duchesse de Sonnaz, who was always called by her society 
Madame Jeanne, one day to Sergius Zouroff, as he sat with her in 
her boudoir that was full of chinoiseries, and Indian wares, and 
Persian potteries. 

Jeanne de Sonnaz was a woman of thirty-three years old, and 
had been one of the few really great ladies who had condescended 
to accept the Second Empire. Born of the splendid Maison de 
Merilbao, and married to the head of the scarce less ancient Maison 
de Sonnaz, she l)elonged, root and branch, to the vicille soueJie, and 
her people all went annually to *low the knee at Prohsdorf, But 
Mdme. Jeanne, wedded at sixteen to a man who was wax in her 
hands, had no fancy for sacrifice and seclusion for the sake of a 
shadow and a lily. She was a woman who loved admiration and 
who loved display. She had condescended to accept the Second 
Empire, because it was the millennium of those her twin passions. 
She had known that it would not last, but she had enjoyed it 
while it did. “ Ceet un obus qui va s’ddater,” she had always said 
cheerfully, but meanwhile she had danced on the shell till it ex¬ 
ploded, and now danced on its ddbris. 

The Dudtesse de Sonnaz dressed better than any living being ; 
Was charming, without having a good feature in her face except 
her eyes, and was admired wh^ Helen or Venus might have been 
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overlooked. Sie was not very clever, but ske was very malicious, 
which is more suScossful with society, and very viotot, which is 
more successful with lovers. She had the power of being very 
agreeable. To the young Princess Zouroff she made hersehf even 
unusually so. 

Vere did not notice that even a polite society could not help a 
smile when it saw them together. 

‘'You have married a young saint; it is very droll,” the 
duchesse now said for the twentieth time to Zouroff. “ But do you 
know that I like her ? Is not that very droll too ? ” 

“ It is very fortunate for mo,” said Zouroff drily, wondering if 
she were telling him a lie, and, if so, why she told one. 

She was not lying; though,' when had first heard of his 
intended marriage, she had been beside herself with rage, and had 
even rung violently for them to send her husband to her that rfie 
might cry aloud to him, “ You never revenge yourself, but you 
must and you shall revenge me.” Fortunately for the peace of 
Euroiie her husband was at the club, and by the time he had 
returned thence she had thought bettor of it. 

“ Wliat will you do with a saint ? ” she continued now. “ It 
is not a thing for you. It must be like that White Stvan in 
‘ Lohengiin.’ ” 

“ She is stupid,” said Zouroff; “ but she is .very honest.” 

“ How amusing a combination ! ” 

“ I do not see much of her,” Zouroff added with an air of 
fatigue. “I think she will be always the same. She does not 
adapt herself. It is a pity her children should not live. She is the 
sort of woman to be a devoted mother.” 

“ Quel beau rSle! and she is not eighteen yet,” said Madame de 
Sonnaz with amusement. 

“It is what we marry good women for,” he said somewhat 
gloomily. “ They never divert one; every one knows that. £lles 
ne savent pas s’encanailler.” 

Jeanne de Sonnaz laughed again, but her face had an angry 
irony in it. 

“ Yes: nous nous mcanaillon^'; that is our charm. A beautiful 
compliment. But it is true. It is the charm of our novels, of our 
theatres, of our epoch. Le temps nous en/ante. Things manage 
themselves drolly. A man like you gets a young angel; and an 
honest, stupid, innocent soul like my poor Paul gets—me." 

Zouroff offered her no compliment and no contradiction; he 
was sitting gloomily amidst the chinoiseries and porcelains, but 
their intercourse had long passed the stage at which flattery is 
needful. He was glad for sake of peace that she was not an enemy 
of Vero’s; but he was annoyed to J«sir her praise his wife. Why 
dW everyone regard the girl as sacrificed ? It offended and annoyed 
him. She had everything that she could want. Hundreds d 
women would have asked no more admirable fate than was hera. 
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“ She is of the old type; the old type pure aro proud,” his 
friend pursued, unheeding nis silence. “ We ■frant to see it now 
and then. She would go grandly to the guillotine, but she will 
never understand her own times, and she will always have a con¬ 
tempt for them. She has dignity; we have not a scraj), we hav(! 
forgotten what it was like; we go into a passion at the amount of 
our bills; we play and never pay; wo smoko and we wrangle; wc 
have cafe-singers who teach us slang songs ; we laugh loud, much 
too loud; we intrigue vulgarly, and when we are found out, we 
scuffle, which is more vulgar still; we inspire nothing unless now 
and llieii a bad war or a disastrous speculation; we live showily, 
noisily, meanly, gaudily. You have said, ‘ On salt s'encanaiUcr' 
Well, your wife is not like us. You should be thankful.” 

“ All the same,” said Zouroff, with a shrug of his shoulders, 
“ she is not amusing.” 

“ Oh, that is another affair. Even if she were, I do not believe 
you would go to your wife to bo amused. I think you .are simply 
discontented with her because she is not somebody else’s wife. If 
she wore fast and frivolous you would be angry at that.” 

“ She is certainly not fast or frivolous! ” 

“Perhaps, my friend—after all—it is only that she is not 
happy.” 

Jt was the one little iroison-tippcd arrow that she could not help 
s)X!eding against the man whoso marriage had been an insult to a 
“friendship” of many years’duration. 

“ If she were not a fool she would be perfectly hapjiy, ” ho 
answered i»etulantly, and with a frown. 

“ Or if she understood compensations as wo understand them,” 
.said Mdme. do Sonnaz, lighting a cigarette. “ Perhaps she never 
will understand them. Or, pcrliiips, on tho other hand, some day 
she will.” 

“ Vons plaisanlez, madame,” said Sergius Zouroff with a growl, 
as the duchess laughed. 

A sullen resentment rose in him against Vcrc. He had meant 
to forget her, once married to her. The marriage had been a 
caprice; he had been moved to a sudden passion that had bein 
heightened by her aversion and her reluctance ; she did as well as 
another to bear children and grace his name; he had never meant 
to make a burden of her, and now every one had agreed to spc.ak of 
her as a martyr to her position. 

• Her position 1 he thought; what woman in Europe would not 
have been happy in it ? 

Vere herself might have fanciful regrets .and fantastic senti¬ 
ments; that ho could admit; she was a child, and had odd 
thoughts .and tastes; but ho re|onted the pity for her—pity for her 
as being his—that spoke by the cynical lips of his sister and 
Jeanne de Sonnaz. 

He began almost to wish that she would bo brought to under- 
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stand the necessity de s’encanailler. There are times when the 
very purity of a ■^man annoys and oppresses a man—even when 
she is his wife; perhaps most of ajl when she is so. 

]f she had disobeyed him or had any fault against him, he 
could still have found some pleasure in tyranny over her; but she 
never rebelled, she never opjjoscd him. Obedience was all she had 
to give him, and she gave it in all loyalty; her grandmother had 
reared her in old-world ideas of duty that she found utterly out of 
place in the day she lived in, yet she clung to them as she clung 
to her belief in heaven. 

Her whole nature recoiled from the man to whom she owed 
obedience, yet she knew obedience was his due, and she gave it. 
Although he would have borne with nothing less, yet this passive 
submission had begun to irritate him; his commands were caprices, 
wilful, changeable, and unreasonable. But as they were always 
obeyed, it ceased to be any amusement to impose them. 

He bi gan to think that she was merely stupid. 

He would have believed that she was quite stupid, and nothing 
else, but for a certain look in her eyes now and then when she 
spoke, a certain gesture that occasionally escaped her of utter con¬ 
tempt and weariness. Then he caught sight for a moment of 
depths in Vere’s nature that he did not fathom, of possibilities in 
her character that he did not fake into consideration. 

Had she been any other man’s wife, the contradiction would 
have attracted him, and he would have studied her temper and her 
tastes. As it was he only felt some irritation, and some ennui 
because his wife was not like his world. 

“ She is not amusing, and she is not grateful,” ho would say; 
and each day he saw less of her and left her to shape her own life 
as she chose. 


CHAPTEK XIV. 

In the chilly spring weather Lady Dolly sitting on one chair with 
her pretty little feet on another chair, was at Hurliugham watching 
the opening match of the year and saying to her friend Lady Stoat 
of Stitchlcy: “ Oh, my dear, yes, it is so sad, but you know my 
sweet child never was quite like other people; never will be, I am 
afraid. And she never did care for me. It was all that horrid old 
woman, who brought her up so strangely, and divided entirely 
from mo m every way, and made a perfect Methodist of her, really 
a Methodist 1 If Vere wore not so exquisitely pretty she would be 
too ridiculous. As she is so handsome, men don’t abuse her so 
much as they would if she were only just nice-looking. But she is 
very very odd; and it is so horrible to be odd? I would really 
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sooner ]iftve her ngJy. SLe is so odd. Never would speak to me 
even of the birth and death of her baby. Cotfid you believe it ? 
Not a word! not a word! What would you feel if Gwendalin.... 
Goodness! the Duke and Fred have tied. Is it true, Colonel 
Itochfort? Yes? Thanks. A pencil, one moment; thanks. Ah, 
you never bet, Adine, do you ? But, really, pigeon-shooting's very 
stupid if you don’t. Talking of bets. Colonel Eochfort, try and get 
‘two monkeys' for me on 'I'ambour-Battant to-morrow, will you? 
I’ve been told a thing about his trainer; it will be quite safe, quite. 
As I was saying, dear, she never would speak to me about that 
poor little lost cherub. Was it not sad—terrible? Of course she 
will have plenty of others; but still, never to soixow for it at all— 
so unnatural! Zouroff felt it much more; he has growm very nice, 
really very nice. Ah! that bird has got away; the Lords will 
lose, I am afraid, after aU. Ah, my dear Lestercl, how are you? 
What are they saying of my child in your Paris?” 

The Marquis de Lesterel, secretary of legation, bowed smiUng. 

“ Madame la Princesse has turned the head of ‘ tout Paris.’ It 
was too cruel of you, madame; had you not already done mischief 
enough to men that you must distract them with such loveliness 
in your daughter ? ” 

“All that is charming, and goes for nothing,” said Lady Dolly 
good-humouredly. I know Vera is handsome, but does she take ? 
iCst-ct qu’elle a du charme .♦ That is much more.” 

“But certainly!” rejoined the French marquis with much 
emphasis; “she is very cold, it is true, which leaves us all lament¬ 
ing ; and nothing, or very little at least, seems to interest her.” 

“ Precisely what I expected 1 ” said Lady Dolly despairingly. 
“ Then she has not du charme. Nobody has who is not amused 
easily and amused often.” 

“ Pardon! ” said the marquis. “ There is charme and cimrme. 
There is that of the easily accessible and of the inacces-sible, of the 
rosebud and of the edelweiss.” 

“Does she make many friends there?” she continued,pursuing 
her inquiries, curiosity masked as maternal interest. “Many 
women-friends, I mean; I am so afraid Vera does not like women 
much, and there is nothing that looks so unamiable.” 

“it would bo impossible to suspect the Princess of uu- 
aniiability,” said the marquis quickly. “ One look at that serene 
and noble countenance-” 

“Very nice, very pretty; but Vera can be unamiable,” said 
her mother tartly. “ Do tell me, is there any women she takes to 
at all ? Any one she seems to like much." 

(“ Anyb^y siie is likely to tell about me?” she was thinking 
in the arorehension of her heart.) 

“Madame Ndlagmne”—began the young man. 

"Oh, her mster-in-law!" said Lady Dolly. “ Yes, I believe she 
■doca like that horrid woman. I always hated Nadine myself— 
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«iich an ordering sharp creature, and such a tongue I Of course I 
iciiow the Nclaguin# is never out of their house j but is there any¬ 
body else?" 

A little smile came on the face of the Parisian. 

“The Princess is often with Madame de Sonnaz. Madame 
Jeanne admires her very much.” 

Lady Dolly stared a minute, and then laughed; and Lady 
Stoat even smiled discreetly. 

“I wonder what that is for” murmured Lady Dolly vaguely, 
and, in a whisper to Lady Stoat, she added, “ She must mean mis¬ 
chief; she always means mischief; she took his marriage too 
quietly not to avenge herself.” 

“People forget nowadays; I don’t think they revenge,” said 
Lady Stoat consolingly. 

“ When did you see my poor darling last?” asked Lady Dolly 
aloud. 

“At three o’clock last night, madamc, at the Elysde. She 
looked like a Greek poet’s dream draped by Worth.” 

“ How very imaginative! ” said Lady Dolly, a little jealously. 
^‘How could poor dear Worth dross a dream? That would 
■even his powers! I hope she goes down to Surennes and chats 
with him quietly; that is the only way to get him to give hia 
mind to anything really good. But she never cares about that sort 
C'f thing; never! ” 

“The Princess Zouroff knows well,” said the Marquis de 
Lesterel, with some malice and more ardour, “ that let her drape 
herself in what she might, were it sackcloth and ashes, she would 
be lovelier in it than any other women ever was on earth—except 
her mother,” he added with a chivalrous bow. 

“ What a horrid thing it is to bo anybody’s mother 1 and how 
old it makes one feel —‘ shunt ’ it as one may 1 ” thought Lady 
Dolly as she laughed and answered, “ You arc actually in love with 
her, marquis! Pray remember that I am her. mother, and that she 
has not been married much more than a year. I am very delighted 
that she does plea.se in Paris. It is her home, really her home. 
They will go to Petersburg once in ten years, but Paris will see 
them every year of their lives; Zouroff can be scarcely said to exist 
out of it. I am so very very sorry the boy died; it just lived to 
breathe and be baptised, you know; named after the Czar. So 
sad!—oh, so sad! XVho is that shooting now? Kegy ? Ah-h-h! 
'I'he bird is inside the palings, isn’t it? Oh i that is superb 1 Just 
inside!—only just!" 

And Lady Dolly scribbled again in a tiny betting-book, bound 
in oxydised silver, that had cost fifty guineas in Bond Street. 

Lady Dolly was very fond of betting. As she practised it, it was 
both simple and agreeable. She was always paid, and never paid. 

The ladies who pursue the art on these euiq)Ufied principles are 
numerous, and find it prcfitable. 
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When Colonel RochfBrt, a handsome young man in the Rifles, 
tried the next day to get W five hundred n,” at Newmarket, 
the Ring was prudent; it would tivko it in his name, not in hors. 

But the men of her world could not be as prudent—and as rude 
as the Ring was. Besides, Lady Dorothy Vanderdecken was still 
a very pretty woman, with charming little tricks of manner and a 
cultured sagacious coquetry that was hard to resist; and she was 
very good company too at a little dinner at the Orleans Club, 
when the nightingales sang, or tete-ortUe in her fan-lined octagon 
boudoir. 

Lady Dolly did not sec much of her daughter. Lady Dolly 
had taken seriously to London. London had got so much nicer, 
she said, so much less starchy; so much more amusing; it was 
quite wonderful how London had improved since polo and pigeon- 
shootfng had opened its mind. Sundays were great fun in London 
now, and all that old nonsense about being so very particular had 
quite gone out. London jaeoplc, the very best of them, always 
seemed, somehow or other—what should one say?—provincial, 
after Paris. Yes, provincial; but still London was very nice, and 
Lady Dorothy Vanderdecken was quite a great person in it; she 
had always managed so well that nobody ever had talked about her. 

“ It is so horrid to bo talked about, you know,” she used to 
say; “and, after all, so silly,to yet talked about. You can do just 
ns you like if you are only careful to do the right things at the 
right time and bo seen about with the right people. I am always 
so angry with those stupid women that arc compromised; it is quite 
too dreadfully foolish of them, Ijccausc, you know, really, nobody 
need be. Peojde are always nice if one is nice to them.” 

So, from New Year to Midsummer she was in the house in 
Chesham Place, which she made quite charming with all sorts of 
old Italian things and the sombre and stately Cinque Cento, 
elfcctively, if barbarously, mixed up with all the extravagancies of 
modem upholstery. Lady Dolly’s house, under the combination 
of millinery and me'diajvalism, was too perfect, everybody said; 
and she had a now friend in her Sicilian attached to the Italian 
Legation, who helped her a groat deal with his good taste, and sent 
her things over from his grim old castles in the 'j'aormiua; and it 
was a new toy and amused her; and her fancy-dress frisks, and her 
musical breakfasts, were great successes; and, on the whole. Lady 
Dolly had grown very popular. As for Mr. Vanderdecken, he was 
always stingy and a bear, but ho knew how to behave. Ho repre¬ 
sented a remote and peaceable borough, which he had bought as 
his wife bought a x>o^le or a piece of p&te tendre; he snored 
decorously on the benches of St. Stephen’s, and went to ministerial 
dinners, and did other duties of a rich man’s life; and, for the rest 
of his time, was absorbed in those foreign speculations and gigantic 
loans which constituted his business, and took him to Java, or 
Japan, or Jupiter so often. He was large, ugly, solemn, but he 
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(lid extremely woll> in his place, which 'was an unobtrusive one, 
like the great Japanese bronze who sat cross-legged in the hall. 
What ho thought no one knew; he was as mute on the subject of 
his opinions as the bronze was. In the new order of fashionable 
marriage a silence that must never be broken is the part allotted to 
the husband; and the only part he is expected to take. 

On the whole Lady Dolly was very contented. Now and then 
Jura would give her a sombre glance, or Zouroft' a grim smile, that 
recalled a time to her when she had been on the very brink of the 
precipice, on the very edge of the outer darkness, and the recol¬ 
lection made her quite sick for the moment. Cut the qualm soon 
passed. She was quite safe now, and she had learned wisdom. 
She knew how to be “ so naughty and so nice ” in the way that 
society in London likes, and never punishes. She had been very 
silly sometimes, but she was never silly now, and meant to never 
be silly any more. She tempered roulette with ritualism, and 
always went to St. Margaret’s church in the morning of a Sunday, 
if she dined down at the Orleans or at old Skindle’s in the evening. 
She had had a great “ scare,” and the peril and the fright of it had 
sobered her and shown her the way she should go. 

For I,ady Dolly was always very careful of appearances; she 
had no patience with people who were not. “ It is such very bad 
Ibrin to make people talk,” she would always say; “ and it is sc 
easy to stop their mouths.” 

Lady Dolly liked to go to court, to be intimate with the best 
])cople, to dine at royal tables, and to “ be in the swim,” altogether. 
Kverj'body knew she was a naughty little woman, but she had 
never been on the debatcable land; she had never been one of the 
“paniers (i quinze sous; ” she had never been coldly looked on by 
anybody. She never let “ Jack,” or anybody who preceded or suc¬ 
ceeded “ Jack,” get her into trouble. She liked to go everywhere, 
and she knew that, if people once begin to talk, you may very 
soon go nowhere. 

tihe was not very wise in anything else, but she was yery wise 
in knowing her own interests. Frightened and sobered, she had 
said to herself that it was a horrible thing to got any scandal about 
you; to fall out of society; to have to content yourself with third- 
rate drawing-rooms; to have to take your gaieties in obscure conti¬ 
nental towns; to reign still, but only reign over a lot of shady 
dubious declasse people, some with titles and some without, but 
all “ nowhere ” in the great race. It was a horrible thing; and 
fhe vowed to herself that never, never, never, should it bo her 
fate. 

So she took seriously to the big house in Chesham Place, and 
her religion became one of the prettiest trifles in all the town. 

With her brougham full of hothouse flowers, going to the 
Children’s Hospital, or shutting herself up and wearing blMk all 
Holy Week, she was a most edifying study. She maintained some 
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orphans at the Frinceas jDarya pet home, and she was never absent 
if Stafford House had a new charitable craze. She did not go into 
extremes, for she had very good taste; hut only said very inno¬ 
cently, “ Oh, all these things are second nature to me, you know; 
you know my poor Vere was a clergyman.” 

If she did sing naughty little songs after dinner on the lawn at 
the Orleans; if the Sicilian attache were always rearranging pictures 
or tapestries in her drawing-rooms; if she did bet and lose and 
never pay; if she did go to fancy frisks in a few yards of gossamer 
and her jewels, nobody ever said anything, except that she was 
such a dear little woman. It is such a sensible thing to “pull 
yourself together ” and be wise in time. 

Lord Jura, w'ho was leading his old life, with Lady Dolly left 
out of it, stupidly and joylessly, because ho had got into the ^oove 
of it,-and could not get out, and who had become gloomy, taciturn, 
and inclined to drink more than was good for him, used to watch 
the comedy of Lady Dolly’s better-ordered life with a cynical 
savage diversion. When he had come back from his Asiatic hunting 
tour, which had lasted eighteen months, he had met her as men 
and women do meet in society, no matter what tragedies divide or 
hatreds rage in them; but she had seen very well that “ Jack ” 
was lost to her for ever. She did not even try to get him back; 
and when she heard men say that Jura was not the good fellow he 
used to be, and played too high and drank too deep for the great 
name he bore, she was pleased, because he had had no earthly right 
to go off in that rough way, or say the things he had said. 

“ I never see very much of Jura now,” she would say to her 
friends. “ He is become so very faroudte since that eastern trip; 
perhaps some woman—I said so to his dear old father last week— 
poor Jack is so good and so weak, he is just the man to fall a prey 
to a bad woman.” 

The ladies to whom she said this laughed a little amongst 
themselves when they had left her, hut they liked her all the better 
for ridding herself of an old embarrassment so prettily; it formed 
a very goal precedent. Jura of course said nothing, except to hit 
very intimate friends who rallied him. To them ho said, “Weli 
I went to India, you know, and she didn’t like it, and when I came 
back she had got the Sicilian fellow with her. So I don’t bore her 
any more; she is a dear little woman; yes.” 

For honour makes a lie our social life’s chief necessity, and 
Jura, having thus lied for honour’s sake, would think of the 
Princess Zouroff in Paris, and swear round oaths to himself, and 
go upstairs where they were playing baccarat, and signing fortunes 
and estates away with the scrawl of a watch-chain’s pencU. 

“ I think I could have made her happy if it hadn’t been im¬ 
possible,” he would think sometimes. “She would always have 
been miles beyond me, and no man that ever lived would have been 
good enough for her; but I think I could have made her happy; I 
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would have servo4 her and followed |er lite a dog—anyway, 
I would have been true to her, and kept my life decent and clean; 
not like that brutef 

Then he would curse Sergius ZourofF, as he went home alone 
down St. James’s Street in the grey fog of early morning, sick of 
pleasure, weary of play, dull with brandy, but not consoled by it; 
knowing that he might have been a better man, seeing the bettor 
ways too late; loathing the senseless routine of his life, but too 
listless to shake oif habit and custom, and find out any different 
or higher life. 

lie was Earl of Jura ; he had a vast inheritance; he had good 
health and good looks; he was sound in wind and limb; ho had 
a fair share of intelligence, if his mind was slow; in a few years, 
when ho should succeed to his father, he would have a thousand 
pounds a day as his income. Yet he had got as utterly duto a 
groove that he hated as any ploughman that rises every day to 
tread the same fields behind the same cattle; and habit made 
him as powerless to get out of it as his poverty makes the plough¬ 
man. 

“ London is the first city in the world, they say,” ho thought, 
as ho w'cnt down St. James’s in the mists that made a summer 
morning cheerless as winter, and as colourless. “ Well, it may be, 
for aught I know; but, damn it iill, if I don’t think the Sioujc iu 
the big swamps, or the hill tribes in the Cashgar passes, are more 
like men than we are. And wo are all so used to it, we never see 
what fools we are.” 


CHAPTER XV. 

One morning the young Duke of Mull and Cantire arrived in 
Paris, where he was seldom seen, and chanced to find his cousin 
alone in her morning room at the Hotel Zouroff. 

He was a good-looking young man, with a stupid honest face ; 
he dressed shabbily and roughly, yet always looked like a gentle¬ 
man. He had no talents, but, to compensate, he had no vices ; ho 
was very simple, very loyal, and very trustful. He was fond of 
Vere, and had been dismayed at the marriage so rapidly arranged ; 
but he had seen her at St. Petersburg, and was deceived by her 
coldness and calm into thinking her consoled by ambition, 

“I am about to marry too,”lie said, with a shamefaced laugli, 
a little while after his entrance. “ 1 have asked her again and ^e 
says “ Yes.” I ran down to Paris to teU you this.” 

Vere looked at him with dismay. 

“ You do not mean Fuschia Leach ? ” she said quickly. 

The young duke nodded. 



160 MOTHS. 

“ She’s quite too awfuiy prettj', j'ou know; a fellow can’t help 
it.” ‘ 

“ She is pretty, certainly.” ' 

“ Oh, hang it, Vere, that’s worse than abusing her. You hate 
her, I civn see. Of course I know she isn’t our form, but—but—1 
am very fond of hor; dreadfully fond of her; and you will see, in 
a year or two, how fast she will pick it all up-” 

Vere sat silent. 

She was deeply angered ; her chief fault was pride, an incurable 
pride of birth with all its prejudices, strong as the prejudices of 
youth alone can bo. 

“ Won’t you say something kind ? ” faltered her cousin. 

“ I cannot pretend what I do not feel,” she said coldly. “ I 
think such a marriage a great unworthincss, a great di.sgrace. This 
—thisT-iierson is not a gentlewoman, and never will bo one, ainl 
I think tliat you will repent giving your name to her—if you do 
ever give it.” 

“ 1 give it most certainly,” said the young lover hotly and 
sullenly; “ and if you and 1 arc to bo friends, dear, in the future, 
you must W'clcome her ns a friend too.” 

“ 1 shall not ever do that,” said Vere simjrly; but the words, 
though they were so calm, gave him a chill. 

“I suppose you will turn the forests into coal-mines now?” 
she added, after a mpment’s pause. The young man reddened. 

“Poor grandmamma!” said Vere wistfully, and her eyes filled 
with tears. 

The stem old woman loved her grandchildren well, and had 
done her best by them, .and all they were fated to bring her in her 
old ago were pain and humiliation. 

Would the old duchess ever force herself to touch the flower- 
like cheek of Fuschia Leach with a kiss of greeting V Never, 
thought Vere; never, never 1 

“When .all is said and done,” muttered the young duke 
angrily, “ what is tho.utmost you can bring against my poor love? 
Th.it she is not our form ? That she doesn’t talk in our w'ay, but 
says ‘ cunning ’ where we say ‘ nice ’ ? Is that a great crime ? She 
is exquisitely pretty. She is as clover as anything—a prince of 
the blood might be proud of her. She has a foot for Cinderella’s 
slipper. She never tried to catch me, not she; she sent me about 
my business twice; laughed at mo because I wear such old hats; 
she’s as frank as sunlight 1 God bless her 1 ” 

“ I think we will not speak of her,” said Vere, coldly. “ Of 
course you do as you please. I used to think Herbert of Mull a 
great name, but perhaps I was mistaken. I was only a child. I 
am almost glad it has censed to be mine, since so soon she will 
own it. Will you not stay to dinner; Monsieur Zourofif will bo 
most happy to see you ? ” 

" I will see your husband before I leave Paris,” said the youn" 
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man, a little moodily, “ and I am very sorry you take it like tkat, 
Vcre, because you#ind I were always good friends at old Bulmer.” 

“I think you will find every .one will take it like that—who 
cares for you or your honour.” 

“ Honour!—Vere, I should he so sorry to quarrel. We won’t 
discuss this thing. It is no use.” 

“No. It is no use.” 

But she sighed as she spoke; it was a link the more added to 
the heavy chain that she dragged with her now. Every one seemed 
failing her, and all old faiths seemed changing. Ho was the head 
of her family, and she know his uprightness, his excellence, his 
stainless honour—and ho was about to marry Puschia Leach. 

The vi.sit of her cousin brought back to her, i»ignautly and 
freshly, the pain of the letter written to her on her own marriage 
from Biilmer. A great longing for that old innocent life, all dull 
and sombre though it had been, came on her as she sat in solitude 
after he had left her, and thought of the dark wet woods, the 
rough grey seas, the long gallops on forest ponies, the keen force 
of the north wind boating and bending the gnarled storm-shaven 
trees. 

What she w'ould have given to have been Vere Herbert once 
again! never to have known this weary, gilded, perfumed, deco¬ 
rated, restless, and insincere world to which slm had been sold! 

“ Beally 1 don’t know what to say,” said Lady Dolly, when, in 
her turn, she hoard the tidings in London. “No, rc.ally I don’t. 
Of course you ought to marry money, Prank; an immensity of 
money; and most of these Americans have such heaps. It is a 
very Nad marriage for you, very ; and yet she is so very much the 
fashion, I really don’t know what to say. And it will drive your 
grandmother wild, which will be delightful; and these American 
women always get on somehow; they have a way of-getting on; 
I dare say she will be Mistress of the Itobes some day, and all 
sorts of things. She is horribly bad form; ^'ou don’t mind my 
saying so, because you must see il for yourself. But then it goes 
down, and it pleases better than any.’hing; so, after all, I am not 
sure that it matters. And, besides, she will change w'onderfully 
when she is Duchess of Mull. All those wild little republicans 
get as starchy as possible once they get a European title. 'They 
are just like those scatter-brained princes in history, that turn out 
such stern good-goody sort of despots, when once the crown is on 
their heads. Really I don’t know what to say. I know quite well 
she meant to get you when she went to Stagholme this October 
after you. Oh, you thought it was accident, did you? How 
innocent of you, and how nice 1 You ought to have married more 
money ; and it is horrible to have a wife who never had a grand¬ 
father ; but still, I don’t know, she will make your place very 
lively, and she won’t let you wear old hats. Yes—yes—you might 
have done worse. You might have married out of a music-hall oi 

u 
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a circus. Sorae of them ilo. And, after all, I'uscliia Leacli is a 
person everybody can knotv.” 

The young lover did not feel much, comforted by this form of 
congratulation, but it was the best that any of his own family and 
inciids had given him, and Lady Dolly quite meant (o be kind. 

She was rather glad lierself that the American would bo Dnehess 
(if Mull. She had hated all the Herberts for many a long year, and 
she know that, one and all, they would sooner have seen the young 
chief of their raee in his grave. Lady Dolly felt that in large things 
and little. Providence, after treating her very badly, was at la.st 
giving her her own waj'. 

Tho young Duke of Mull a month later had his way, and married 
his brilliant Fuschia in tho teeth of the stiffest opposition and blackest 
anathomas from his family. Not one of them deigned to bo pre.scnt 
at the ceremony of his sacrifice exccjit his aunt, Lady Dorothy Vaii- 
derdecken, who said to her friends— 

“ 1 hale the thing quite as much as they all do, but I can’t be 
ill-natured, and poor Frank feels it so; and, after all, you know, he 
might have married out of a music-hall or a circus. So many of 
them do.” 

Peo])le said what a dear little amiable woman she was; so dif¬ 
ferent from her daughter; and, on tho whole, the marriage, with 
choral service at tho Abbey, and brcakfa.st at a monster hotel whore 
Mrs. Leach had a whole half of the first floor, was a very magnificent 
affair, and was adorned with great names despite tho ominous 
absence of the Herberts of Mull. 

“I’m glad that girl put my monkey up about the coal, and made 
me whistle him baclr,” thought the brilliant Fuschia to her.sclf as 
the choir sang her epithalamium. “ It’s a whole suit and all the 
buttons on ; after all, a duchess is always a four-horse conecun when 
she’s an Eii;;lish one; and they do think it some pumpkins at home. 
I’m afraid tho money’s whittled away a good deal, but we’ll dig for 
that coal before tho y.ear’s out. Duchess of Mull and Cantire 1 After 
all it’s a big thing, and sounds sm.art.” 

And the bells, as they rang, seemed to her firncy to ring that and 
that only all over London. “ Duchess of Mull 1 Duchess of Midi!” 

It was a raw, dark, rainy day, in the middle of March, as un¬ 
pleasant as London weather couM possibly be; but Ibe shining eyes 
of tho lovely Fuschia, and her jewels, and her smiles, seemed to 
change the sooty, murky, mists to trojne sunshine. 

“ilow will you quarter the arms, Frank?” whispered Lady 
Dolly, as she bade her nephew adieu. “ A pig gules with a knife 
in its throat, and a bottle argent of pick-me-uir?—how nice the 
now blazonries will look 1 ” 

But the young duke had no cars for her. 

Very uselessly, but very feverishly, tho obligation to call 
Fuschia Leach cousin irritated tho Princess Zourolf into an un¬ 
ceasing pain and anger. 'I’o her own cousin on the marriage she 
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sent a malachite iabinet and some grand jade vases, and there 
ended her ackuowkdgmcnt of it. She was offended, and did not 
conceal it. 

When the world who had adored Pick-me-up as a maiden, found 
Pick-me-up as Duchess of Mull and Cantiro as adorable as another 
generation had found Georgina Duchess of Devonshire, Vcrc’s proud 
mouth smiled with ineffable contempt. 

“What will you, my love?” said Madame Ndlaguine. “She 
is frightfully vulgar, but it is a piquanto vulgarity. It takes.” 

Yore frowned and her lips set close. 

“ She Las made him sink coal shafts in the forest already j our 
forest 1 ” 

Madame Nelaguino shrugged her shoulders. 

“It is a ])ity,for the forests. But we dig for salt; it is qjeancr, 
prettier, but 1 .am not sure that is more princely, salt than coal.” 

“ No Herbert of Mull has ever done it,” said Vere with darken¬ 
ing flashing eyes. “ Not one in all the centuries that wo have been 
on tlie Northumbrian seaboard, for wo were there in the days of 
Otterbourne and Floddcn. No man of them rvould over do it. Oh, 
if you had ever seen that forest; and soon now it will be a blackened, 
smoking, recking, treeless waste. It is shameful of my cousin 
Francis.” 

“ lie is in love still, and does what she tells him. My dear, our 
sox is divided into two sorts of women—those who always get their 
own way and those wdio never get it. Pick-me-up, as they call 
your cousi:i’s wife in London, is of the fortunate first sort. She is 
vidgar, ignorant, audacious, uneducated, but she takes, and in her 
way she is matCresse femme. You have a thousand times more mind, 
and ten Ihou.sand times more character, yet you do not get your 
own way; yon never will get it.” 

“ 1 would have lived ou boochmast and acorns from the forest 
trees sooner than have sunk a shaft under one of them,” said Vere 
unheeding, only thinking of the grand old glades, the deep, still 
greenery, the mossy haunts of buck and doe, the uplands and the 
yellow gorze, that were to be delivered over now to the smoke- 
fiend. 

“ That I quite l)clicvc,” said her sister-in-law. “But it is just 
that kind of sentiment in you w'hich will for ever prevent your 
having influence. You are too lofty; you do not stoop and see the 
threads in the dust that guide men.” 

“ For thirteen centuries the forest has been untouched,” an¬ 
swered Vere. 

It was an outrage that she could not forgive. 

When she first met the Duchess of Mull after her marriage, 
Fuschia Leach, translated into Her Grace, said across a drawing¬ 
room, “ Vera, 1 am going to dig for that coal. I guess we’ll live to 
make a pile that way.” Vere deigned to give no answer, unless a 
quick angry flush, and the in^nt turning of her back on the nett 
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ducliess, could be called one. The young duke/sat between them, 
awed, awkward, and ashamed. f _ 

“ I will never forgive it,” hi.s cousin said to him later. “ I will 
never forgive it. She knows ho better because she w.as born so— 
but you! ” 

He muttered a commonplace about waste of mineral wealth, and 
felt a poor creature. 

“ 1 tliiiik you’re quite right to dig,” said Lady Dolly in his car 
to console him. “ Quito riglit to dig; why not ? I dare say your 
wife will make your fortune, .md I am sure she ought if she can, 
to compensate for her pajia, who heljis people to ' liquor up,’ and 
her brothers, wdio are in the jug-killing trade, pig-killing by 
machinery; I’ve seen a jucturc of it in the papers; the pigs go 
down a gangway, as we do on to the Channel steamers, and they 
come up hams and sausages. Won’t you have the jiig-killors over? 
'i’hcy would he quite dans lo metier at Hurlinghani. Of course she 
tolls you to dig, and you do it. Good husbands always do what 
they’re told.” 

For Lady Dolly dcto.stcd all the Herberts, and liad no mercy 
whatever on any one of them ; and, in her way, she was a hauglity 
little woman, and though she was shrewd enough to see that in her 
day aristocracy to bo jjopular must jrretend to ho democratic, she 
did not rcli.sh any more than any other mem her of that groat family, 
the connection of it's head with the jiig-killing brothers down west. 

Yet, on the whole, she made herself pleasant to the new duchess, 
discerning that tlio lovely Fu.schia jiossessed in reserve an immense 
retaliating jiower of being “ nasty ” W’cre she disjilesiscd, so that 
seusibie Lady Dolly even went the length of doing what all the 
rest of the Mull family flatly refused to do—she prescuted her niece 
“ on her marriage.” 

And Her Grace, who, on her first girlish presentation, when she 
had first come over “ the jdckle-field,” had coufossod herself “ flu.s- 
tcred,” was, on this second ooca.sion perfectly equal to it; canying 
her feathers as if she had been horn with them ou her head, and 
bending her hriglit chocks over a bouquet in such a manner that all 
London dropped at her foot. “ If Sam and Saul could see me,” 
thought the American beauty, hiding a grin witli her ro-ses; her 
memory reverting to the big brothers, at that moment standing 
above a great tank of pigs’ blood, counting the “ dead ’uns” as they 
were cast into the caldrons. 

“ It is so very extraordinary. I suppose it is because she is so 
dreadfully odd,” s.aid Lady Dolly of her daughter to Lady Stoat that 
sjwing, on her return from spending Easter in Pa^s. “ But when 
we think she has everything she can possibly wjph for, that when 
she goes down the Bois really nobody else is looked at, tliat ho has 
actually bought the Roc’s egg for her—really, rcally,Ht is flying in 
the face of Providence for licr not to bo hapjiier than she is. I am 
sure if at her ago I might have spent ten thousand pounds a season 
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on my gowns, I shoMJ have boon in beaven if they had married me 
to a Caffre.” 

“ I never tliinlr you did your dear child justice,” said Lady Stoat 
gently. “ No, I must say you never did. She is very steadfast, 
you know, and quite out of the common, and not in the least vulgar. 
Now, if you won’t mind my saying it,—because I am sure you do 
enjoy yourself, but then you are such a dear, enjoiiee, good-natured 
little creature that you accommodate yourself to anything—to 
enjoy the present generation one must be a little vulgar. I am an 
old woman, you know, and look on and see things, and the whole 
note of this thing is vulgar even when it is e.t its very best. It has 
been so ever since the Second Empire.” 

“The dear Second Kiniriro; you never were just to it,” said 
Lady llolly, with tire tears almost rising to her eyes at the thought 
of all she had used to enjoy in it. 

“ It was the apotheosis of the vulgar; of the sort of Hague and 
shamelessness which made Dc Morny pmt an llortensia on his car- 
ri.ige pjanels,” said Lady Stoat calmly. “ To have that sort of epoch 
in an age is like having skunk fur on your clothes; the taint never 
goes away, and it even gets on to yom' lace and your cachemiros. I 
am afraid our grandchildren will smell the Second Empire far away 
into the twentieth century, and bo the worse for it.” 

“ I/larc say there will have been a Fourth and a Fifth by 
then.” 

“ Collapsed windbags, I dare say. The richest soil always boars 
the rankest mushrooms. France i.s always bearing mushrooms. It 
is a pity. But what 1 meant was tlmt your Voro has not got the 
taint of it at all; I fancy she scarcely cares at all about that i'amous 
diamond unless it bo for its historical associations. I am quite sure 
she doesn’t enjoy being stared at; and I think she very heartily 
dislikes having her beauty written about in newspapers, as if she 
were a mare of Lord Falmouth’s or a cow of Lady Pigolt’s ; she is 
not Second Empire, that’s all.” 

“ Then you mean to say I am vulgar ! ” said Lady Dolly, with 
some tartness. 

Lady Stoat smiled, a deprecating smile, that disarmed alt suf¬ 
ferers, who without it might have resented her honeyed cruelties. 

“My dear! I never say rude things; but, if you wish mo to 
be sincere, I confess I think everybody is a little vulgar now, except 
old women hke mo, who adhered to the Faubourg while you all were 
dancing and changing your dresses seven times a day at St. Cloud. 
There is a sort of vulgarity in the air; it is difficult to escape im¬ 
bibing it; there is too little reticence, there is too much tearing 
about; men are not well-mannered,.and women are too solicitous 
to please, and too indifferent how far they stoop in pleasing. It 
may bo the fault of steam; it may be the fault of smoking; it 
may come from that flood of new people of whom ‘ L’Etrang^re ’ 
is the scarcely exaggerated sample; but, whatever it comes from. 
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there it is—a vulgarity that taints everything, Courts and cabinets 
as well as society. Your daughter somehow 6 : other has escaped 
it, and so you find her odd, and the world thinks her stiff. She is 
neither; but no dignified long-descended point-lace, you know, will 
over let itself bo twisted and twirled into a cascade and a fouilUs 
like your Bretonne lace that is just the fashion of the hour, and 
worth nothing. 1 admire your Vera very greatly; she always makes 
me think of those dear old stately hotels with their grand gardens 
in which I saw, in my girlhood, the women who, in theirs, had 
known France before ’30. Those hotels and their gardens are gone, 
most of them, and there are stucco and gilt paint in their places. 
And there are iieople who think that a gain. I am not one of them.” 

“My sweetesit Adine,” said Vere’s mother pettishly, “if you 
admire my child so much, why did you persuade her io marry 
Sergius Zouroff? ” 

“ To please you, dear,” said Lady Stoat with a glance that 
cowed Lady Dolly. “ I thought she would adorn the position; 
she docs adorn it. It is good to see a gentlewoman of the old type 
in a high place, especially when she is young. When we are older, 
they don’t listen much; they throw against us the laudator tempori 
acli, —they think we are disappointed or erabil tered. It is good to 
see a young woman to whom men still have to bow, as they bow 
to queens, and before whom they do not dare to talk the langue 
verte. She ought to have a great deal of influence.” 

“She has none; none whatever. She never wilt have any,” 
said Lady Dolly, rvith a sort of triumph, and added, with the 
sagacity that sometimes shines out in silly people—“You uev(ir 
influence people if you don’t like the things they like; you always 
look what the boys call a prig. Women hate Vere, perfectly hate 
her, and yet I am quite sure she never did anything to any one of 
them; for, in her cold way, she is very good-natured. But then 
she spoils her kind things ; the way she does them annoys people. 
I,ast winter, while she was at Nice, Olga Zwctchiue—you know 
her, the handsome one, her husband was in the embassy over here 
some'time ago—utterly ruined herself at play, pledged everything 
she jHjssossed, and was desperate; she had borrowed heaven knows 
what, and lost it all. She went and told Vera. Vera gave her a 
heap of money sans se faire prier, and then ran her pen through 
the Zwetohine’s name on her visiting list. Zouroff was furious. 
‘ Let the woman be ruined,’ he said, ‘ what was it to you; but go 
on receiving her; she is an ox-ambassadross; she will hate you all 
your life.’ Now what do you call that ? ” 

“ My friends of the old Faubourg would have done the same,” 
said Lady Stoat, “ only they would have done it without giving 
the money.” 

“ I can’t imagine why she did give it,” said Lady Dolly. “ I 
believe she would give to anybody—to Noisette herself, if the 
creature were in want.” 
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“ She prohably knows nothing at all about Noisette.” 

. “ Oh yes, she docs. For the Zwotohine, as soon as she had got 

the money safe, wrt-to all about that woman to her, and every other 
horrid thing she could think of too, to show her gratitude, she said. 
Gratitude is always such an unpleasant quality, you know; there 
i.s always a grudge behind it.” ■ 

“ And what did she say, or do about Noisette t ” 

“ Nothing; nothing at all. I should never have heard of it, 
only she tore the Zwetchine letters up, and her maid collected them 
and ijieccd them together, and fold my maid; you know what maids 
are. I never liavo any confidence from Vera. I should never dare 
to say a syllable to her.” 

“Very wise of her; very dignified, not to make a scene. So 
unlike people fiowadays, too, when they all seem to think it a 
irasitive pleasure to got into the law-courts and newsp-ipers.’* 

“No; she didn’t do anything. And now I come to think of 
it,” said Lady Dolly, with a sudden inspiration tow.ard.s trutlifulnoss, 
“she struck off the Zwotchine’s name after that letter, very lilcely; 
and I dare say never told Zonrofl’ she had had it, for she is very 
proud, and very silent, dreadfully so.” 

“She seems to me very sensible,” s.aid Lady Stoat. “I wish 
my Gwendolen were like her. It is all I can do to keep her from 
rushing to the lawyers about llirk.” 

“ Vera is ice,” said Lady Dolly. 

“And how desirable lhat is; how fa/e!” said Lady Stoat, with 
a .sigh of envy and self-pity, for her daugliter, L.ady Dirkenheail, 
gave her trouble dc.spite the poi-fect education that daughter had 
received. 

“Certainly safe, so long as it lasts, but not at all ]ropular,” said 
Lady Dolly, with some impatience. “ They c.all her the Edelweiss 
in Paris. Of course it means that she is quite inaccessible. If she 
were inaccessible in the ri(jht way, it might be all very well, though 
the time’s gone by for it, and it’s always stiff, and nobody is stiff 
nowadays; still, it might answer if she were only just exclusive 
and not—not—so very rude all round.” 

“ She is never rude; she is cold.” 

“It comes to the same thing,” said Lady Dolly, who hated to 
be contradicted. “ Everybody sees that they boro her, and peojde 
liate you if they think tlicy bore you; it isn’t that they care about 
you, but they fancy you find them stupid. Now, isn’t the most 
liopular woman in all Europe that creature I detest, Puschia Mull ? 
Will you tell mo anybody so praised, so potted, so sought after, so 
raved about? Because she’s a duchess? Oh, my love, no! You 
may bo a duchess, and you may be a nobody outside your owu 
county, just as that horrid old 'cat up at Buhner has always been. 
Oh, that has nothing to do with it. She is so popular because 
overybod/ delights her, and everything is fun to her. She’s as' 
sharp as a needle, but she’s as gay as a lark. I hate her, but you 
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can’t be dull where she is. You know the Prince always calls her 
‘ Pick-me-up.’ At that fancy fair for the poor 'jyallacks—whoever 
the poor Wallacks may be—the whole world was there. Vera had 
a stall, she loaded it with beautiful things, things much too good, 
and sat by it, looking like a very grand portrait of Mignard’s. She 
was superb, exquisite, and she had a bower of orchids, and a carved 
ivory chair from Hindostan. Peoido flocked up by the hundreds, 
called out about her beauty, and—went away. She looked so still, 
so tired, so contemptuous. A very little way off was Puschia Mull, 
selling vile tea and tea-cakes, and twojxjnny cigarettes. My dear, 
tho whole world surged round that stall as if it wore mad. Certainly 
she had a lovely Louis Treize hat on, and a delicious dress, gold 
brocade with a violet velvet long waistcoat. Her execrable tea sold 
for a sovereign a cup, and when she kissed her cigarettes they went 
for five pounds each 1 ZourolT wont up and told his wife: ‘ A 
brioche there fetches more than your Saxo, and your Sevres, and 
your orchids,’ he said. ‘ You don't tempt the people, you frighten 
them.’ ‘ ’hen Vera looked at him with that way—she has such a 
freezing way—and only said: ‘Would you wish me to kiss tho 
orchids?’ Zouroff laughed. ‘Well, no; you don’t do for this 
thing, I see; you don’t know how to make yourself cheap.’ Now 
I think he hit exactly on what I mean. To be liked nowadays 
you must make yourself cheap. If you want to sell your cigar you 
must kiss it.” 

“ But suppose she has no cigars she w’ants to sell ? ” 

“You mean she has a great position, and need care for nobody ? 
That is all very well. But if she ever come to grkd", sea how they 
will turn and take it out of her 1 ” 

“ I never said she was wise not to be polite,” pleaded Lady 
Stoat. “But as to ‘coming to grief,’ as you say, that is impossible. 
She will always sit in that ivory chair.” 

“ I dare say; but one never knows, and she is odd. If any day 
she get very angry with Zouroff, she is the sort of temper to go out 
of his house in her shift, and leave everything behind her.” 

“ What a picture 1 ” said Lady Stoat, with a shudder. 

Nothing appalled Lady Stoat like the idea-of any one being 
wrought upn to do anything violent. She would never admit that 
there could ever be any reason for it, or excuse. 

She had been an admirable wife to a bad husband herself, and 
she could not conceive any woman not - considering her position 
before all such pettier matters as emotions and wrongs. 

When her daughter, who was of an impetuous disposition, which 
even the perfect training she had received had not subdued, would 
come to her in rage and tears because of the drunkenness or because 
of the open infidelities of the titled 'Tony Lumpkin that she had 
wedded. Lady Stoat soothed her, but hardly sympathised. “ Lead 
your own life, my love, and don’t worry,” she would say. “ Nothing 
can unmake your position, and no one, except yourself.” When 
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her daughter passionately protested that position was not all that 
a woman wanted aLtwenty years old and with a heart not all trained 
out of her, Lady Stoat would feel seriously annoyed and injured. 
“ You forget your position,” she would reply. “ I’ray, pray do not 
jeopardise your position. Let your husband go to music-halls and 
creatures if he must; it is very'sad, certainly, very sad. But it 
only hurts him; it cannot aifect your position.” Farther than that 
the iight she possessed could not take her. 

She would not have been disposed to quarrel with the Princess 
Zouroif, as her own mother did, for not playing the fool at fancy 
fairs, but she would have thought it horrible,inexcusable, if, under 
the prcs.sure of any wrong, the affront of infidelity, she had—in 
Lady Dolly’s figure of siioech—left her husband’s house in her shift. 

“ Never lose your po.sition,” would have been the text that Lady 
Stoat would have had written in letters of gold, for all young wives 
to read, and it was the text on which all her sermons were iwcached. 

Position was the only thing that, like old wine or oak furniture, 
improved with years, if you had a good j)osition at twenty, at 
forty you might bo a power in the laud. What else would wear 
like that? Not love, certainly, which indeed at all times Lady 
Stoat was disposed to regard as a malady; a green sickness, inevi¬ 
table, but, to onlookers, very irritating in its delirious nonsense. 

It was neither mere rank nor mere riches that Lady Stoat con¬ 
sidered a great position. It was the combination of both, with a 
power—inalieuaMe except by your own act—to give the tone to 
those around you; to exclude all who did not accord with your own 
notions; to be unattainable, untroubled, unruffled; to be a great 
example to society; metaphorically to move through life with carpet 
always unrolled before your steps. When you had a position that 
gave you all this, if you had tact and talent enough to avail yourself 
of it, what could you by any possibility need more ? 

Yet her own daughter, and her friend’s daughter, had this and 
both were dis.satisfied. 

Her own daughter, to her anguish unspeakable, revolted openly 
and grew vulgar; even grow vulgar; went on the boxes of the 
four-in-hand-men’s coaches, shot and hunted, played in amateur 
iwrformances before London audiences far from choice; had even 
been seen at the Crystal Palace; had “ loud ” costumes with won¬ 
derful waistcoats; and had always a crowd of young men wherever 
she went. Lady Stoat honestly would sooner have seen her in her 
grave. 

The Princess Zouroff, who had the very perfection of manner 
even if she offended jKJople, who knew of her husband’s infidelities 
and said nothing, went coldly and serenely through the world, 
taking no pleasure in it perhaps, but giiling it no power to breathe 
a breath against her. 

“ Why was she not my child 1 ” sighed Lady Stoat sadly. 

If Lady Stoat could have seen into the soul of Vere, she would. 
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have found as little there with which she coulci. have sympathised 
as she found in her own daughter’s tastes for Jlie stage, the drag, 
and the loud waistcoats. * 

She could not imagine the price at which Vere’s composure was 
attained; the cost at wliich that perfect manner, which she admired, 
was kept unruffled by a sigh or frown. She could not tell that this 
young life was one of ijerpotual suffering, of exhausting effort to 
keep hold on the old faiths and the old principles of childhood 
amidst a world which lias cast out faith as old-fashioned and foolisli, 
and regards a princydo as an affront and an ill-nature. Her own 
society found the young Princess Vera very cold, unsympathetic, 
strange; she was chill about fashionable good works, and her grand 
eyes had a look in them, stern in its sadness, which frightened 
away both courtiers and enemies. The verdict upon her was that 
she Wils unamiaWe. 

The world did not understand her. 

“ The poor you have always with you,” had been an injunction 
that, in tho days of her childhood, she had been taught to hold 
sacred. 

“ The poor you have always with you,” she said to a bevy of 
great ladies once. “ Christ said so. You jirofess to follow Christ. 
Uovv have you the poor with you ? The back of their garret, the 
roof of their hovel, touches the wall of your palace, and the wall is 
thick. You have dissipation.s, spectacles, diversions that you call 
ehiiritios; you have a tombola for a famine, you have a dramalie 
performance for a flood, you have a concert for a fire, you have a 
fancy fair for a leprosy. Do you never think how horrihio it is, 
that mockery of woe ? Do you ever wonder at revolutions ? Why 
do you not say honestly that you care nothing? You do care 
nothing. The jioor might forgive tho avowal of indifference ; they 
will never forgive the insult of affected pity.” 

Then tho ladies who heard were scandalised, and went to their 
priests and were comforted, and would not have this young saint 
preach to them as Chrysostom preached to the ladies of Constanti¬ 
nople. 

But Vero had been reared in tender thoughtfulness for the poor. 
Her grandmother, stern to all others, to the poor was tender. 

“ Put your second frock on for tho Queen, if you like,” sb.o 
would say to the child; “ but to the poor go in your best clothes 
or they will feel hurt.”- Yero never' forgot what was meant in 
that bidding. Charity in various guises is an intruder the poor see 
often; hut courtesy and delicacy are visitants with which they arc 
seldom honoured. 

It is very difficult for a woman who is young and very rich not 
to he deceived very often, and many an impostor, no doubt, played 
his tricks ujwn her. But she was dear-sighted and much in 
earnest, and found many whoso needs were terrible, and who.se 
lives were noble. Tho poor of Paris aro suspicious, resentful, and 
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apt to be sullen*in their independence; but they are often also 
serious and intelligent, terfller of heart, and gay of spirit. Some of 
tliem she grew to care for very much, and many of them forgave 
her for being an aristocrat, and welcomed her for her loveliness and 
lier sympathy. As for herself,, she sometimes felt that the only 
reality life had for her was when she went up to those damp chill 
attics in the metal roofs, and spoke with those whose bread was 
bitterness and whoso cup was .sorrow, lier husband, with soiiui 
contempt, told her she grew like Saint I'ilizabcth of Thuringia, but 
he did not forbid her doing as she pleased. If she were present to 
drive in the Bois, or ride there before sunset, and afterwards went 
to dinner, or ball, or reception, as the engagements of the night 
might require, he did not exact any more account of her lime or 
ask how her mornings were spent. ^ 

“ You leave Vera too much alone, terribly too much,” said his 
sister to him once. 

lie stared, then laughed. 

“Alone? a woman of her rank is never alone. Not a whit 
more than queens are! ” 

“ I mean you arc not with her; you never ask what she docs all 
the day.” 

“ 1 suppose her early hours are given to her tailor and her 
milliner, and the later ones to morning visits,” he answered with a 
yawn. “ It does not matter what she does. She is a fool in many 
things, but she will not abu.se liberty.” 

i'or, though he had never believed in any woman, he did 
believe in his wife. 

“ She will not abuse it yet; no,” thought Madame Ndlaguine. 
“ No, not yet, whilst she is still under the influence of her childish 
faiths and her fear of God. But after ?—after five, six, seven years 
of the world, of this world into which you have cast her without 
•any armour of love to protect her—how will it be then ? It will 
not be men’s fault if she misuse her liberty; and assuredly it 
will not be women’s. Wo corrupt each other more than men 
corrupt us.” 

Aloud the Princess Nelaguino merely said, “ You allow her to 
bo friends with Jeanne de Sonntiz ? ” 

Zourolf laughed again and frowned. 

“All women in the same set see one another day and night. 
Who is to help that?” 

“But-” 

“ Be reasonable,” he said roughly. “ How can I say to my 
wife, ‘ Do not receive the Duchesse do Sounaz.’ All Paris would 
be convulsed, and Jeanne herself a demoniac. Good heavens! 
Where do you get all these new scruples ? Is it your contact with 
Vera?” 

“ Your contact with her does not teach them to you,” said his 
sister coldly. " Oh, our world is vile enough, that I know vr-’’ . 
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but somewhere or other I think it might keep a‘little conscience, 
lor exceptional circumstances, and so might you."' 

“ Do not talk nonsense. I cannot tell Jeanne not to know my 
wile, or my wife not to know Jeanne. They must take their 
chance; there is nothing exceptional; every man does the same.” 

“ Yes; we are very indecent,” said Madame Ndlaguino quietly. 
“ We do not admit it, but wo are.” 

Her brother shrugged his shoulders to express at once acquies¬ 
cence and indifference. 

In one of tlie visits that her charities led his wife to make slie 
she lieard one day a thing that touched her deeply. Her horses 
knocked down a girl of filteen who was crossing the Avenue du 
Dois do Bologne. The girl was not hurt, though frightened. She 
was taken into the Hotel Zouroff, and Vcrc returned to the house to 
attend to her. As it proved, the child, when the faintness of her 
terror had passed, declared herself only a little bruised, smiled and 
thanked her, and said she would go homo; she wanted nothing. 
She was a freckled, ugly, bright-looking little thing, and was 
carrying some of those artificial flowers with which so many girls 
of Paris gain their daily bread. Her name was Pelicic Martin, and 
she was the only child of her father, and her mother was dead. 

The following day the quiet little coupe that took Vere on her 
morning errands, fouiid its way into a narrow but decent street in 
the Batignolles, and the Princess Zouroff inquired for the Stour 
Martin. 

Vere bade her men wait below, and went up the stairs to the 
third floor. The house was neat, and was let to respectable people 
of the higher class of workers. In her own world she was very 
proud, but it was not the pride that offends the working classes, 
because it is dignity and not arrogance, and is simple and natural, 
thinking nothing of rank though much of race, and far more still ol 
character. 

“May I come in?” she said in her clear voice, which had 
always so .sad an accent in it, but for the poor was never cold. 
“ Will you allow mo to make myself quite sure that your daughter 
is none the worse for that accident, and tell you myself how very 
sorry I was ? Eussian coachmen are always so reckless.” 

“ But, madame, it is too much honour!” said a little, fair man 
who rose on her entrance, but did not move forward. “ Forgive me, 
madame, you are as beautiful as you are good; so I have heard 
- from my child, but alas 1 I cannot have the joy to see such sunlight 
in my room. Madame will pardon me—I am blind.” 

“Blind?”—the word always strikes a chill to those who hear 
it; it is not a very rare calamity, but it is the one of all others 
wh ich most touches bystanders, and is most quickly realised. He W'as 
a happy-looking little man, nevertheless, thongh his blue eyes were 
without light in thoni gassing into space unconsciously; the room 
was clean, and gay, and sweet-smelling, with some pretty vases 
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and priats aud other simple ornaments, and in the casement some 
geraniums and heljotroito. 

“ Yes, I am blind,” ho said choorfully, “ Will Madame la 
Pi'inecsso kindly ho seated ? My child is at her workshop. She 
will be so glad and proud. She has talked of nothing but madams 
ever since j'cstcrday. Madamo’s beauty, madame’s goodness ah 
yes, the mercy of it! I am always afraid for my child in the 
.streets, but she is not afraid for herself; she is little, but she is 
brave. It is too much kindness for Madame la Priricesse to have 
come up all this height, but madamc is good; one hears it in her 
voice. Yes, my child makes flowers for the great Maison Justine. 
Our angel did that for us. She is my only child, yes. Her dear 
mother died at her birth. 1 was fourth clarionet at the Opera 
C.’omiquo at that time.” 

“ Put you can play still ? ” • * 

“Ah no, madamc. My right arm is paralysed. It was cnc 
d.ay in the forest at Yiucennes. Fclicie was ton years old. I 
llumght to give her a Sunday in tlic wood. It was in May. Wo 
were very happy, she and I running after one another, and pulling 
the liawthorn when no one looked. All in a moment a great storm 
came up and burst over us where we were in the midst of the groat 
trees. The lightning struck my eyes and my right shoulder. Ah, 
the poor, poor child! . . . But madamo must excuse me; I am 
tiresome-” 

“It interests me; go on.” 

“ I fell into great misery, madamc. That is all. No hospital 
could help me. The sight was gone, and my power to use my 
right arm was gone too. I could not even play my clarionet in the 
streets as blind men do. I had saved a little, but not much. 
Musicians do not save, any more than painters. I h.ad never earned 
very much either. I grow very very poor. I began to despair. I 
had to leave my lodging, my pretty little rooms whore the child 
was born and where my wife had died; 1 went lower and lower, I 
grew more and more wretched; a blind, useless man with a little 
daugliter. And I had no friends; no one ; because, myself, I came 
from Alsace, and the brother I had there was dead, and our parents 
too had been dead long, long before; they had been farmers. 
Madamo, I saw no hope at all. I had not a hope on earth, and 
li’elicio was such a little thing she could do nothing. But I fatigm 
madam ? ” 

“ Indeed no. Pray go on, and tell me how it is that you are so 
tranquil now.” 

“lam more than tranquil; I am happy. Princess. That is his 
doing. My old employers all forgot me. They had so much to 
think of; it was natural. I was nobody. There were hundreds 
and thousands could play as ,’^11 as I had ever played. One day 
when I was standing in the cold, hungry, with my little gir? 
hungry too, I heard them saying how the young singer xlorreze had 
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been engaged at fifty thousand francs a night for the season. I 
went homo and I made the child write a lettertio the young man. 
I told him what had happened to me, and I said, ‘ You are young 
and famous, and gold rains on you like dew in midsummer; will 
you remember that we are very wretched ? If you said a word to 
my old directors—you—they would think of me.’ I sent the letter 
I had often played in the orchestra when the young man was first 
turning the head.s of all Paris. I know ho was gay and careless; 
I had not much hope.” 

“Well?” Her voice had grown soft and eager; the man was 
blind, and could not sec the flush upon her face. 

“ Well, a day or two went by, and I thought the letter w'as 
gone in the dust. Then he came to me, ho himself, Correzo. I 
know his perfect voice as I heard it on the stairs. You can never 
forget it once yon have heard. He had a secretary oven then, but 
he had not loft my letter to the secretary. Ho came like the angel 
l?ap)hacl whose name he boars.” 

Vere’s eyes filled; she thought of the white cliffs by the sea, of 
the sweetbriar hedge, and the song of the thrush. 

“ But I tiro madame,” said the blind man. “ He came like an 
angel. There is no more to be 8.aid. He made believe to get mo a 
pension from the opera, but I have alw.ays thought that it is his 
own money, though ho will not own to it; and as my child had a 
Ir.lcnt for flower-making ho had her taught the trade, and got her 
employed later on by Cho Maison Justine. He sent me that china, 
and ho sends mo those flowers, and ho comes sometimes himself. 
Ho has sung here— here! —only just to make my darkness lighter. 
And I am not the only one, madame. There are. many, many, 
many who, if they ever say their prayers, should never forget 
Correzo.” 

Vero was silent, because her voice failed her. 

“ You have heard Correze, madame, of course, many times ? ” 
asked the blind man. “Ah, they say he has no religion and is 
earelcsi? as the butterflies are: to me he has been as the angels. I 
should nave been in Bicetre or in my grave but for him.” 

The girl at that moment entered. 

“Folicio,” said the Sicur Martin, “give the Princess a piece of 
heliotrope. Oh, she has forests of heliotrope in her cou.serviitoric.s, 
that I am sure, but she will accept it; it is the flower of Correze.” 

Vere took it and put it amidst the old laco at her breast. 

“You have Folicie Martin amongst your girls, I think?” said 
Vero to the head of the Maison Justine a little later. 

The principal of that fashionable house, a handsome and clover 
woman, assented. 

“ Then let her make some flowers for me,” added Vero. “ Any 
flowers will do. Only will you permit mo to pay her through you 
very avoll for them ; much better for them than they are worth ? ” 

“ Madame la Princesse,” said the other with a smile, “ the little 
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Martin cauuut mate sucli flowers as you would wear. I employ 
her, but I never us% her flowers, never. I have to deecive her; it 
would break her heart if she knew that I burn them all. fl'he poor 
child is willing, but she is very clumsy. She cannot help it. 
Madame will understand it is a secret of my house; a very little 
harmless secret, like a little mouse. Correze—madamc knows whom 
I mean, the groat singer ?—Corrize came to me one day with his 
wonderful smile, and he said, ‘ There is a blind man .and he has a 
little girl who wants to make flowers. Will you have her taught, 
madame, and allow me to'pay for her lessons ? ’ 1 allowed him. Six 
months afterw.ards I said, ‘ M. Correze, it is all of no use. The 
child is clumsy. When once they have fingers like hers it is of no 
use.’ Then he laughed. ‘It ought to bo dillicult to make artificial 
flowers. I wish it were impossible. It is a blasphemy. But d want 
to make the girl huliove .she earns money. Will you employ 
her, burn the flowers, and draw tiro money from my account at 
llothscliild’s ? ’ And I did it to please him and 1 do it still; poor 
little clumsy ugly thing that she is, she fancies she works for the 
Maison Justine ! It is compromising to me. I said so to M. Gorroze. 
He laughed and said to me, “ Ma chore, when it is a question of a 
blind man and a child wo must even ho compromised, which, no 
doubt, is very terrible.’ Ho is always so gay, M. Correze, and so 
good. If the child were Venus ho would never take advantage of 
maintaining her, never, madame. Ah, be is an angel, that beauti¬ 
ful Correze. And ho can laugh like a boy; it does one good to hear 
his laugh. It is so sweet. My poor Justine used to say to me, 
“ Marie, li 3 q)ocritcs weep, and you cannot tell their tears from those 
of saints; but no bad man ever laughed sweetly yet.’ And it is 
true, very tnie ; Madame la Princcsse will forgive my garrulity.” 

When she went down to her carriage the world did not seem so 
dark. 

There was beatify in it, as there wore those flowers blooming in 
that common street. The little picture of the father and daughter, 
serene and joyous in their humble chambor, in the midst of the 
gaj', wild, ferocious riot of Paris, seemed like a little root of daisies 
blooming white amidst a battle-field. 

That night she went to her box at the Grand 0]iera, and sat as 
far in the shadow as she could and listened to Correze in the part 
of Gennaro. 

“ Ho does not forgot that blind man,” she thought. “ Does ho 
ever remember me ? ” 

B’or she could never loll. 

Prom the time she had entered Paris she had longed, yet dreiided, 
to meet, face to face, Correze. 

She saw him constantly in the street, in the Bois, in societjq 
hut he never approached her; she never once could be even sure 
that ho recognised or remembered her. She heard people say that 
Correze was more difiicult of access, more disinclined to accept tl.t 
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worship of society, than be had been before, but she coul^ not tell 
what his motive might be; she could not beliee'C that she had any 
share in his thoughts. His eyes never once met hers but what they 
glanced away again rapidly, and without any gleam of recognition. 
Again and again in those groat s.alons whore he was a petted idol, 
she was close beside him, but she could never tell that ho remem¬ 
bered her. rerhaps his life was so full, she thought; after all, what 
wa.s one summer morning that he .should cherish its memory ? 

Often in the couvewsations that wont on around her, she heard 
his SUCCCS.SOS, his inconstancies, his passions of the past, slight or 
great, alluded to, laughed over, or begrudged. Often, also, she heard 
of other things; of some great gcncro.sity to a rival, some great aid 
to an aspirant of his art, some magnificent gift to a college made hy 
the famous singer. Or, on the other hand, of some captiousness as 
of a too spoilt cliild, some wayward caprice shown to the powers of 
tho State by the powers of genius, some brilliant lavishness of en¬ 
tertainment or of fancy. AVhen she heard these things her heart 
would boat, her colour would change; they hurt her, she could not 
have told why. 

Meantime the one solace of her life was to sec his genius and its 
triumphs, its plenitude and its perfect flower. Her box at tlic 
Grand Oj)cra was tho only one of the privileges of her position 
which gave her pleasure. Her knowledge of music was deep aiul 
had boon carefully cultured, and her well-known love for it made 
her devotion to the o])cra pass unremarked. Seldom’ could the 
many engagements made for her let her hear any one ojiera from its 
overture to tho close. But few niglits passed without her being in 
her place, sitting as flir in tho shadow as she could, to hear at least 
one act or more of “ hidelio,” of “ Lucia,*’ of tho “ I’rophote,” of the 
“ Zauberflote,” of “Faust,” or of tho “ 11 Tro vatorc.” She never knew 
or guessed that tho singer watched for her fair-haired head amidst 
the crowded house, as a lover watches for tho rising of the evening 
planet that shall light him to his love. 

She saw him in the distance a do?!on limes a week, she saw him, 
not seldom, at the receptions of great houso.s, hut she never tvas 
near enough to him to bo sure whether ho had really forgotten her, 
or whether he had only affected oblivion. 

CoiToze, for his own part, avoided society as much as he could, 
and alleged that to sing twice or three times a week was as much 
as his strength would allow him to do, if he wished to he honest 
and give his best to his impresario. But he was too popular, too 
much missed when absent, and too groat a favourite with greaV 
ladies to find retirement in the midst of Paris jiossiblo. So that, 
again and again, it was his fortune to see the child he had sung to 
on the Norman cliffs announced to the titled crowds as Madame la 
Princesse Zouroff. It always hurt him. On the other hand he was 
always glad when, half-hidden behind some huge fan or gigantic 
bouquet, ho could sec the fair head of Vero in the opera-house. 
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When he sang’ he sang to her. 

“How is it y6*a do not know Princess Vera?” said many of 
his friends to him; fur iie never asked to ho presented to her. 

“I think she would not care to know an artist,” he would say. 
“Why should she? She is at tlm height of fame and fortune, and 
charm and beauty; what would she want with the homage of a 
siuging-miine ? Slie is very exquisite ; but you know I have my 
rjrido ; la prohile des pauvres, et la grandeur des rois ; I never risk 
a rebuff." 

And ho said it so lightly that his friends believed him, and 
believed that he had a lit of that reserve which very often made 
him haughtier and more dillicult to persuade than any lioi Soloil 
of the lyric stage had ever been. « 

“ I .am very shy,” he would say sometimes, and everybody 
would laugh at him. Yet, in a way, it was true; ho had many 
sensitive faneics, and all in his temperament that was tender, 
.s})iritual, and romantic had centred itself in that innocent emotion 
which had Jiever been love, which was as fantastic as Dante’s, and 
almost as kascless as Keats’s, and was therefore all tho more dear to 
him because so unlike the too easy and too material passions which 
had been his portion in youth. 

“ It can do her no harm,” he would think, “and it goes with 
me like the angel that the poets write of, tluit keeps the door of 
the ssoul.” 

It was a phantasy, ho told himself, but then tho natural food of 
artists tvas phantasies of all kinds; and so this tenderness, this 
regret, went with him always through tho gay motley of his 
changeful days, as tho golden curl of some lost love, or some de.ad 
child, may lie next tho heart of a man all the while that ho laughs 
and talks, and dines, and drives, and jests, and yawns in tho midst 
of tho world. 

“It c<an do her no harm,” he said, and so he never let his eyes 
meet hers, and she could never tell whether ho ever remembered 
that Vera Zouroff had once been Vere Herbert. 

And tho weeks and tho months rolled on their course, and 
Corrfize was always the Hoi Solcil of his time, and Vere became 
yet of greater beauty, as her face and form reached their full per¬ 
fection. Her portraits by great painters, her busts by great 
sculptors, her costumes by great artists, were tho themes of the 
public press; the streets were filled to see her go by in the pleasure- 
capital of the world; amongst her diamonds the famous jewel of 
of tragic memories and historic repute that was called tho Itoc’s 
egg shone on her white breast as if she had plucked a planet from 
the skies. No day passed but fresh treasures in old jewels, old 
wares, old gold and silver, from the sales of the H6tel Drouot, were 
poured into her rooms with all tho delicate charm about them that 
comes from history and tradition. Had she any whim, she could 
indulge it; any taste, she could gratify it; any fancy, she cov’d 
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execute it; and yet one day when she saw a nicture in the Salon 
of a slave-girl standing with rope-hound wrists and fettered ankles, 
amidst the lustrous stuffs and gems of the harem, surrounded hy 
the open coffers and glittering stones and chains of gold in which 
her captors were about to array her nude and Irenibliug limbs, she 
looked long at it, and said to the master of oriental art who had 
painted it, Did you need to go to the East for that ? ” 

She bought the picture, and had it hung in her bedchamber in 
Paris; where it looked strange and startling against the jjink taffe¬ 
tas, and the silver embroideries of the wall. 

“ That is not in your usual good taste,” said her husband, 
finding that the painting ill agreed with the doeorations of tlie 
room. 

Vere looked at him, and answered: “ It suits any one of my 
rooms.” 

He did not think enough of the matter to understand; the 
picture hung there amidst the silver Cupids, and the embroidered 
apple-blossoms of the wall. 

“A painful picture, a horrible lecture, like all Gciume’s,’’said 
her mother before it once. 

A very cold smile came on Vere’s mouth. 

“ Yes,” she said simply, “ wc have no degradation like that in 
Europe, have we ? ” 

Lady Dolly coloured, turned away, and asked if Pantin had 
designed those charming wreaths of apple-blossoms and amorini. 

But it was very seldom that the bitterness, and scorn, and 
slrame that were in her found any such expresaon as in the pur¬ 
chase of the “ Slave for the Harem.” She was almost always quite 
tranquil, and very patient under the heavy burden of her days. 

All the bitterness and humiliation of her heart she ehokod 
down into silence, and she continued to live as she had done 
hitherto, without sympathy and in an utter mental isolation. She 
felt that all she had been taught to respect was ridiculous in the 
eyes of those who surrounded her; she saw all that she had been 
accustomed to hold in horror as sin made subject for jest and for 
intrigue; she saw that all around her, whilst too polite to deride 
the belief and the principles that guided her, yet regarded them as 
the cobwebs and chimeras of childhood; she saw that the women of 
her world, though they clung to priests, and, in a way, feared an 
offended heaven—when they recollected it—yet were as absolutely 
without moral fibre and mental cleanliness as any naked creatures 
of Pacific isles sacrificing to their obscene gods. All that she saw; 
nut it did not change her. 

She was faithful, not because his merit claimed it, but because 
her duty made such faith the only purity left to her. She was 
loyal, not because his falseness was ever worthy of it, but because 
her nature would not let her be other than loyal to the meanest 
.Jrfing that lived. 
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Chastity was te her as honour to the gentleman, as courage to 
the soldier. It wu's not a robe embroidered and worn for more 
parade, and therefore easy to be lifted in the dark by the first 
audacious hand that ruffled it. ' 

“ On se cop,sole toujours, wo know,” her sistcr-in-Iaw thought, 
who watched her keenly. “ Still, there is an exception now and 
then to that rule as to any other, and she is one of those excep¬ 
tions. It is strange; generally the great world is like adlier, or 
any other dram-driuking; tasted once, it is sought for more and 
more eagerly every time, and ends in becoming an indisjiensablo 
intoxication. But noticing intoxicates her, and so nothing consoles 
her. 1 believe she does not care in the least for being one of the 
very few perfectly lovely women in Europe. I believe her beauty 
is almost distasteful and despicable to her, because it brought about 
her bondage; and although it is an exaggerated way of looking at 
such things, she is right; she was bought, quite as barbarously as 
Gerdme’s slave. Only were she anybody else she would be recon¬ 
ciled by now—or bo revenged. The only time I ever see her look 
in the least happy is at the opera, and there she seems as if she 
were dreaming; and once, at Svir, when we were driving over the 
jilains in the snow, and they said the wolves were behind us—then 
she looked for the moment all brilliancy and courage; one would 
have said she was willing to feel the wolves’ breath on her throat. 
But in the world'shc is never like that. What other women find 
excitement to her is monotony. Ple.asuro docs not please her, 
vanity does not exist in her, and intrigue docs not attract her; 
some day love will.” , 

And then Madame Nelaguine would pull the little curls of her 
])orruq\ic angrily and light her cigar, and sit down to the piano and 
compose her nerves with Chopin. 

“As for Sergius, he deserves nothing,” she would mutter, as 
she followed the dreamy intricate melodies of the great master. 

But then it was not for her to admit that to any one, and much 
less was it for her to admit it to his wife. Like most great ladies, 
she thought little of a sin, but she had a keen horror of a scandal, 
and .she was afraid of the future, very afraid of it. 

" If she were not a pearl what vengeance she would take! ” 
she thought again and again, when the excesses and indecencies of 
her brother’s career reached her ears. 

For she forgot that she understood those as the one most out¬ 
raged by them was very slow to do. 

A'^ero still dwelt within the citadel of her own innocence, as 
within the ivory walls of an enchanted fortress. Little by liitlo 
the corruption of life flowed in to her and surrounded her like a 
foetid moat, but, though it approached her it did not touch her, and 
often she did not even know that it was near. What .she did per¬ 
ceive filled her with a great disgust, and her husband laughed at 
her. 
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In theso short months of her life in Paris she'felt as though she 
had lived through centuries. Ten years in the'old grey solitude of 
Bulmer would not have aged her morally and mentally as these 
brief months of the riot of society had done. She liad drunk of 
the cup of knowledge of good and of evil, and, though she had drunk 
with sinless lips, she could not entirely escape the poison the cup 
held. 

She hated the sin of the world, she hated the sensuality, the 
intrigue, the folly, the insincerity, the callousness of the life ol’ 
society, yet the knowledge of it was always with her like a bitter 
taste in the mouth. 

It hurt her unceasingly ; it aged her like the passing of many 
years. 

In the beginning of the time she had tried to got some threads 
of guidance, some words of counsel, from the man who was her 
husband, and who knew the world so well. The answers of Sergius 
Zouroif left her with a heavier heart and a more bitter taste. The 
chill cynicism, the brutal grossness of his experiences, tore and hurt 
the delicate fibres of her moral being, as the iwisons and the knife 
of the vivisector tear and burn the sensitive nerves of the living 
organism that they mutilate. 

Ho did not intend to hurt her, but it seemed to him th.at her 
ignorance made her ridiculous. He pulled down the veils and 
mufflers in which the vices of society ma.sk themselves, and was 
amused to see her shrink from the nude deformity. 

His rough, bold temper had only one weakness in it: he had a 
nervous dread of being made to look absurd. He thought the 
innocence and coldness of Vere made him look so.- 

“ They will take mo for a rmri amoureux,” ho thought; and 
Madame de Sonnaz laughed, and told him the same thing fifty 
times a week, lie began to grow impatient of his wife’s uncon¬ 
sciousness of all that went on around her, and enlightened her 
without scruple. 

Ho sat by her, and laughed at Judic and at Thdo, and was angry 
with her that she looked grave and did not laugh; ho threw the 
last new sensation in realistic literature on to her table, and bade 
lier read it, or she would lix)k like a fool when others talked. 
When a royal prince praised her too warmly, and she resented it, 
ho was annoyed with her. “You dp not know how to take the 
world,” ho said impatiently. “ It is niyself that you make ridi¬ 
culous ; I do not aspire to be thought the jealous husband of the 
theatres, running about with a candle and crying aux voleurs! ” 

When she came to know of the vices of certain great ladies 
who led,the fashion and the world, she asked him if what was said 
were true. 

He laughed. 

" Quite true, and a great deal that is never said, and that is 
-vrorse, is as true too.” 
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“ And you wish mo to know them, to bo friends with them ? " 
she asked in her ignorance. 

Ho swore a little, and gave her a contemptuous caress, as to a 
dog that is importuning. 

“ Know them ? Of courseyou must always know them. 
Tliey arc the leaders of society. What is their life to you or any¬ 
body ? It is their husbands’ affair. You must bo careful as to 
women’s position, but you need not trouble yourself about theit 
character.” 

“ Then nothing that any one does, matters ? ” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “It depends on how the world 
takes it. You have a proverb in English about the man who may 
steal a horse and the man who must not look at the halter. The 
world is very capricious; it often says nothing to the horse-stealer, 
it often pillories the person that looks at the halter. You are not 
in it to redress its caprices. All you need bo careful about is to 
know the right i)ersons.” 

“The peo])Ie that may steal the horses?” said Vero with the 
faiut, fine smile that had no mirth in it, and was too old for her 
years; the smile that alone had ever come on her lijjs since her 
marriage. 

“The people'that may steal tho horses,” said Zouroff with a 
short laugh, not heeding her smile nor wluvt seed his advice might 
sow. 

AVhou ho had left her that day she went into her bedehambor 
and sat down before Gerome’s “ Slave for tho Harem.” 

“ Tho men of the East are better than these,” she thought. 
“ The men of the East do veil their women and guard them.” 

What could he say, what reproach could he make, if she learned 
her lesson from his teaching, and learned it too well for his honour ? 

A note was lying on her table from a great prince whom all 
tho world of women loved to praise, and languished to bo praised 
by; a note written by himself, the first initiatory phrases of an 
adoration that only asked one smile from her to become passion. 
Such power of vengeance lay for her in it as there lies power of 
destruction in tho slender, jowel-liko head of the snake. 

She had only to write a word—name an hour—and Sergius 
Zouroff would taste the fruit of his counsels. 

'The thought, which was not temptation because it was too cold, 
glided into her mind, and, for the moment, looked almost sweet to 
her because it seemed so just—that sad, wild justice which is all 
that any revenge can be at its best. 

She took the note and let it lie on her lap; the note that com¬ 
promised a future king. She felt as if all her youth were dying in 
her; as if she wore growing hard, and cruel, and soulless. What 
use were honour, and cleanliness, and dignity? Her husband 
laughed at them 5 the world laugh^ at them. Nothing mattered. 
No one caved. 
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The voice of one of her maids roused her, asUing, “ Is there any 
answer from Madame to Monscigneur ? ” 

Vere lifted her eyes, like one who wakes from a feverish sleep. 
She pushed her hair back with a quick gesture and rose. 

“ No; none,” she answered curtly; and she took the note, and 
lighted a match, and burned it. 

The sliglit cold smile came on her face, 

“ After all,” she thought, “ there is no merit in virtue, when sin 
would di.sgust one. I suppose the world is right to be capricious in 
its award. Since it is only a matter of temperament it is nothing 
very great to be guiltless. If one like one’s soul clean, like one's 
bands, it is only a question of personal taste. There is no right 
and no wrong—so they say.” 

And her eyes filled, and her heart was heavy; for, to the young 
.and noble, there is no desert so dreary to traverse .as the vast waste 
of the world’s indifference. They would be strong to combat, they 
would bo brave to resist, but in that sickly sea of sand they can 
only faint and sink and cease to struggle. 

It is harder to keep true to high laws and pure instincts in 
modern society than it was in (Lays of martyrdom, 'i’hcre is 
nothing in the whole range of life so dispiriting and so unnerving 
as a monotony of indifference. Active persecution and fierce chas¬ 
tisement arc tonics to tlio nerves; but the mere weary conviction 
tliat no ono'cares, that no one uoticc.s, that there is no humanity 
that lionoiir.s, and no deity that pities, is more destructive of all 
higher effort than any coniiict with tyranny or with barbansm. 

Vere saw very well that if she stooixid and touched the brink 
of vice—if she lent her ear to amorous compliment that veiled 
dishonour—if slie brouglit herself to the level of the world she lived 
in, women would love her better, and her husband honour her none 
the less. 

What would he care ? 

Pcrlnaps ho would not have accepted absolute dishonour, but all 
the temptations that led to it he let strew her path in all the 
various guises of the times. 

That night there was a great costume ball at one of the lega¬ 
tions. It h.ad been talked of for months, and was to be the most 
brilliant thing of this kind that Paris had seen for many seasons. 
All the tailors of fashion, and all thq famous painters of the day, 
had alike been pressed into the service of designing the most 
correct dresses of past epochs, and many dusty chronicles and 
miniatures in vellum in old chateaux in the country, and old 
libraries in the city, had been disturbed, to yield information and 
to decide disputes. 

The Prince and Princess Zouroff were among the latest to 
arrive. He wore the dress of his ancestor in the time of Ivan II., a 
mass of sables and of jewels. She, by a whim of his own, was 
■called the lcc-.spirit, and diamonds and rock crystals shone all 
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over her from hgad to foot. Her entranco was tlio sensation of 
the evening; audV* heard the exclamations that awarded her 
the supreme place -f beauty where half the loveliness of Europe had 
been assembled, that vanity of possession which is the basest side 
of passion revived in him, and made his sluggish pulses beat at 
once with the miser’s and the spendthrift’s pleasure. 

“ Yes, you are right; she is really very beautiful,” whispered 
Jeanne do Sonnaz in his car. “ To represent Ice it is not necessary 
to have chieu.” 

Zourofif frowned; he was never pleased with being reminded of 
things that he said himself. 

The duchesse herself had chieii enough for twenty women. She 
called herseU’ a Sorceress, and was all in red, a brilliant, poppy-like, 
llame-liko, Mephistophelian rod, with her famous rubies, and many 
another jewel, winking like wicked little eyes all over her,•while a 
narrow Venetian mask of black hid her ugliest features, and let her 
blazing eyes destroy their worlds. 

As a pageant the great ball was gorgeous and beautiful; as a 
triumph few women ever knew one greater than that night was to 
Vore. Yet the hours were tiresome to her. When her eyes had 
once rested on the pretty picture that the splendid crowd composed, 
she would willingly have gone aw.ay. She felt what the easterns 
call an asp at her heart. The barrenness and loneliness of her life 
weighed on her; and it was not in her natare to find solace in 
levity and consolation in homage. Others might do so and did do 
BO ; she could not. 

“ Madame, what can you want to bo content ? ” said an old wit 
to her. “ You have rendered every man envious and every woman 
unhappy. Surely that is a paradise for you, from which you can 
look down smiling in scorn at our tears ? ” 

Vero smiled, but not with scorn. 

“ I should be sorry to think 1 made any one unhappy. As for 
my success, as you call it, they stare at the diamonds, I think. 
There are too many, perhaps.” 

“ Madame, no one looks at your diamonds,” said the old beau. 
“ There are diamonds enough elsewhere in the rooms to cover an 


Indian temple. You are wilfully cruel, 
for mortals.” 


But ice never moved yet 


“ Am I really ice ? ” thought Vere, as she sat amidst the 
changing groups that bent before her, and hung on her words. She 
did not care for any of them. 

They found her unusually beautiful, and thronged about her. 
Another year it would be some one else; some one probably utterly 
unlike her.. What was the worth of that ? 


There are tempers which turn restive before admiration, to 
which flattery is tiresome, and to which a stare seems impertinence. 
This was her temper, and the great world did not change it. 

She moved slowly through the rooms with the Hoc’s egg 
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gleaming above her breast, and all the lesser stones seeming to 
flash sunrays from snow as she moved, while nhe held a fan of 
white ostrich feathers between her and her worshippers, and her 
train was upheld by two little Do Sonnaz boys dressed as the pole- 
star and the frost. 

Her very silence, her defect usually to society, suited her beauty 
and her name that night; she seemed to have the stillness, the 
mystery, the ethereality of the Arctic night. 

“ One grows cold as you pass, madame,” whispered the groat 
prince whom she had not answered that day; “ cold with despair.” 

She made him a deep curtsey. She scarcely heard. Her eyes 
had a misty brilliancy in them ; she had forgotten his letter. She 
was wondering if her life would be always like this ball, a costly 
and empty pageant—and nothing more. 

Into the crowd there came at that moment a Venetian figure 
with a lute. His clothes were copied from those of the famous 
fresco of Battista Zclotti; he looked like Giorgione living once 
more. Some great ladies, safe in the defence of their masks, were 
pelting him with blossoms and bon-bons. Ho was laughing, and 
dofonding himself with a gold caducous that ho had stolen from a 
friend who was a Mercury. Ho was surrounded by a maze of 
colours and flowers and white arms. Ho was hurrying onward, but 
a personage too great to be gainsaid or avoided called out to him as he 
passed: “My friend, what use is your lute si nee its chords are silent ?” 

“Mouseigneur,” answeredtho..loucur-du-luth, “like the singer 
who bears it, it has a voice never dumb for you.” 

They were in a long gallery away from the ball-room; tho win¬ 
dows opened on the laniplit garden; the walls W'ere tapestried; figures 
of archers and pages and ladies worked in all tho bright fair colours 
of the Gobelin looms; there was a gilded ostrade that opened on to 
a marble terrace, that in its turn led to lawns, cedar-circled, and 
with little fountains springing up in tho light and sh.adow. 

Tho Venetian lute-player moved a little backward, and leaned 
against tho gilt railing, with his back to tho garden and the sky. 
lie touched a chord or two, sweet and far-reaching, seeming to bi ing 
on their sigh all tho sweet dead loves of the old de.ad ages. Then 
he sang to a wild melody that came from tho d'chiganos, and that 
ho had learnt round thejr camp-fires on Hungarian plains at night, 
while tho troops of young horses had scoured by through the gloom, 
affrighted by the flame and song. He’Bang the short verse of 
Heine, that has all tho woo of two lives in eight lines: 

Bin Ficlitcnbanm eteht cins.'im 
Ira Norden auf kahlor Hull’ : 

I bn Bchlafert; mit weisscr Dcoke 
Umhttllen ihn £is und Schncc. 

Er traumt von eincr Palme, 

Die fern im Morgenland 
Kinsam und eebweigend trauert 
Auf brennonder Fclscnwand. 
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As the first notes touched the air, Vere looked for the first time 
at the lutc-playcr-*-she saw in him Corrdze. As for himself, ho 
had seen her all night; had seen nothing else even while he had 
laughed, and jested, and paid his court to others. 

lie too had felt chill as she passed. 

And ho sang the song of Heine; of the love of the pSJm and the 
pine. The royal prince had, with his own hands, silently pushed 
a low chair towards Vore. She sat. there and listened, with her face 
to the singer and the illumined night. 

It was a picture of Venice. 

The luto-pla 3 'cr leaned against the golden h.alustrade; the .silver 
of falling water and shining clouds were behind him; around 
against the hues of the Gobelins stood the groups of maskers, 
gorgeous and sombre as figures of the llenaissance. The distant 
music of the ball-room sounded like the echoes of a far-off c'liorus, 
and did not disturb the melody of the .song, that hushed all 
laughter and all whispers, and held tho idlest and the noisiest in 
its charnr. 

“ Give us more, 0 nightingale,” said the great prince. “ Sou of 
l’rocri.s 1 1 wish W'c were in tho old times of tyranny that I could 
imprison you close to mo all your life in a golden cage.” 

“ In a cag(! 1 should sing not a note, motiseignour. They are 
hut bastard nighlingulf.s lliat sing imprisoned,” said Oorreze. 

All tho while ho did not look at Vere directly once, yet ho .saw 
nothing except that fair, cold, grave face, and the cold lustre of tho 
diamonds that were like light all over her. 

“ Sing once more or recite,” said the prince caressingly. “ Sing 
once more and I will reward you; 1 will bring you into tho light 
of the midnight sun, and after that you will never bear tho glare 
of the common day’.” 

“ Is that reward, monseigneur? To be made to regret all one’? 
life ? ” said Corihzo. 

And where bo still leaned against the rail, with tho moonlit and 
lamplit gardens behind him, he struck a chord or two lingeringly 
on his lute as Stradella might have struck them under the shadow 
of St. Mark, and recited the “ Huit dc Mai ” of Alfred de Musset; 

Pohte, prends ton luth . : . . 

1.6 printemps nait ce soir . -. . . 

The “ Nuit d’Oetobro ” is more famous because it has been mors 
often recited by great actors; but tho “ Nuit de Mai” is perhaps 
still finer, and is more true to the temper and the destiny of poets. 

All the sweet intoxication of tho spring-tide at evening, when 
“ le vin de la jeunem fermenie cetie nuit dans les veincs de Dieu ” 
is hut the prelude to the terrible struggle that has its symbol in 
tho bleeding bird dying before the empty ocean and the desert 
shore, having rent its breast and spent its blood in vain. 

The superb peroration, 'which closes one of tho noblest P^ul 
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most sustained flights of imagery that any poet of any nation has 
ever produced, rolled through the silence of tllo room in the mag¬ 
nificent mohxly (if ^oice, tuned alike by nature and by art to the 
highest expression of human feeling and of human eloquence. 

Then his voice dropped low and stole, like a sigh of exhaustion, 
through the hush around him, in the answer of the poet; the 
answer that the heart of every artist gives soon or late to Fate. 

O muse, spectre insatiable, 
hie m’en demando pas si long, 

J/homme n’c'crit rion sur Ic sable 
A I’heure oii passe Paquilon. 

.Vai vu Ic temps oil ma jeunesso 
Sur VOS Ibvres etait sans cessc, 

I’rete a chanter comme un oiseau ; 

Mais j’ai souffert un dur martyre. 

Et le moins (pie j’en pourraia dire. 

Si je I’essayaia sur ma lyre. 

La briscrait comme un roseau. 

When the words sank into silence, the silence remained unbroken. 
The careless, the frivolous, the happy, the cynical, were all alike 
smitten into a sudden pain, a vague regret, and, for that passing 
moment, felt the pang the poet feels, always, till death comes to 
him. 

Two great tears- rolled down the cheeks of the loveliest woman 
there, and fell on the great diamonds. When the prinee, who had 
shaded his eyes with his hand, looked up, the lute-player bowed 
low to Mm and glided through the crowd. 

" And 1 was just about to present him to the Princess Zouroff,” 
said the royal personage, slightly annoyed and astonished. “ Well, 
one must pardon his caprice.s, for we have no other like him ; and 
jicrhaps his judgment is true. One who c.in move us like that 
should not, immediately on our emotion, speak to us as a mere 
mortal in compliment or commonplace. The artist, like the god, 
should dwell unseen sometimes. But I envy him if I forgive 
him.” 

Foi he looked at the dimmed 03(03 of Yore. 


CTIAPTEU XVI. 

On the day following Correze left Paris to fulfil his London engage¬ 
ments ; it was the beginning of May. 

When his name disappeared from the announcements, and his 
person from the scenes of the Gmnd Opiira, then, and then alone, 
Vore began to realise all that those nights at the lyric theatre had 
bpen in her life. 
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When she ceased to hear that one feet voice, the whole world 
seemed mute. Tlft).so few hours in eacij week had gone so far t^ 
solace her for the weariness, the haste,\the barren magnifioemKV' 
and the tiresome adulation of her world ; had done so moa^-do 
give her some glimpse of the ideal life, sdnie echo of lost^d^ams, 
some strength to boar disillusion and disgust. 

, The niter absence of vanity in her made hjj^^ficapablo of 
dreaming that Coriezo avoided her becausoL;Kfemembered only 
too well. She fully thought,,he hadJgMgStra her. What was a 
morning by the sea with a cWWfjSlSieover-full life of a man 
foremost in art and in pleasure^jBeflsccrated at once to the Muses 
and the wolldX. _She-war9-qTirto sure he had forgotten her. Even 
as he had recited the “ Nuit de Mai ” his eyes had had no recog¬ 
nition in them. So she thought. 

This error made her memory of him tender, innocent, and wist¬ 
ful as a memory of the dead, and softened away all alarm for her 
from the emotion that possessed her. 

He was nothing to her—nothing—except a memory; and she 
was not even that to him. 

Paris heoamo very oppressive to her. 

That .summer Prince ZourolF, by Imperial command, returned tc 
his estate in Russia, to complete the twelve months’ residence 
which had been commanded him. 

They were surrounded by a large house-party wherever they 
resided, and were never alone. Vcrc fulfilled the social duties of 
her high station with grace and courtc.sy, but ho found her too cold 
and too negligent in society, and rei)roachid her continually for 
some indifference to punctilio, some oblivion of precedence. 

Neitlier her mind nor her heart was with these things. All of 
them seemed to her so trivial and so useless; she had been born 
with her mind and her heart both framed for greater force and 
richer interest than the pomp of eticiuette and ceremonial, the 
victories of precedence and prestige. 

They had made her a great lady, a woman of the world, a court 
beauty, but they could not destroy in her the temper of the studious 
and tender-hearted child who had read Greek with her dogs about 
her under the old tiees of Buhner Chase. She had ceased to study 
because she was too weary, and she strove to steel and chill her 
heart because its tenderness could bring her no good; yet she could 
not change her nature. The world was always so little to her; 
her God and the truth were so much. She had been reared in the 
old fashion and she remained of it. 

In the gorgeous routine of her life in Russia she always heard 
in memory the echo of the “ Nuit do Mai.” 

A great lassitude and hopelessness came over her, which there 
was no one to rouse and no one to dispel. Marriage could never 
bring her aught better than it- brought her already—a luxurious 
and ornamented slavery; and maternity could bring her 
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solation, for slie knew very well that her cliildim would bo dealt 
with as tyrannically as was her life. ‘ 

They rciuainod that winter in Russia. The Duke and Duohcsso 
do Sonnaz came there for a little time, and the Duchcsse Jeanne 
wore out her silver skates at tho midnight fStes upon the ice, a 
miracle of d.aring and agility, m lior favourite crimson colours, with 
her sparkling and ugly face beaming under a hood of fur. 

“ Why docs one never tiro of you f ” Zouroff muttered, as he 
waltzed with her over the Neva in one of tho most gorgeous fetes 
of the winter season. 

hfadame Jeanne laughed. 

“ Because 1 am ugly, perh.ap.s, or becau.so, as you said once, 
because, fai le talent de m’cncauailler. But then, so manv have 
that.” 

He said nothing, but as ho felt her wheel and dart with the 
swiltncss of a swallow, clastic ami untiring as though her hips 
wore swung on springs of steel, he thought to hiniself that it 
was because she never tired herself. “EUe sc yrisa si bien,” he 
s.iid of her wlien he had resigned her to .an oflieer of tlio gu.ard, 
that night. To se yriser with drink, or with play, or with folly, or 
with ixjlilics, is tho talent of tho moment that is most pojjiilar. To 
be temperate is to be stupid. 

His wife, in her.ermine fold.s, which clothed her as in snow 
from head to foot, and without any point of colour on her any¬ 
where, with her grave proud eyes that looked like arctic stars, and 
her slow, silent, undulating movement, might have the admiration 
of tho court and city, but had no charm for him. She was his 
own; ho had paid a price for her that he at times begrudged, and 
she had humiliated him. In a sense she was a perpetual humilia¬ 
tion to him, for ho was a man of intellect enough to know her 
moral worth, and to know that ho had never been worthy to pass 
the threshold of her chamber, to touch tho hem of her garment. 
At the bottom of his heart there was always a sullen reverence for 
her, an unwilling veneration for her sinlessness and her honour, 
which only alienated him farther from lier with each day. 

“ Why would you marry a young saint ? ” said his friend, the 
Duchcsse Joanne, always to him in derisive condolence. 

Did he wish her a sinner instead? There wore times when he 
almost felt that he did; when he almost felt that even at tho price 
of his own loss ho would like to see hfir head drop and her eyes 
droop under some consciousness of evil; would like to bo able once 
to cast at her some bitter name of shame. 

There were times when he almost hated her, hated her for tho 
transparent purity of her regard, for the noble scorn of her nature, 
for the silence .and the patience with which she endured his mtmy 
outrages. “ After all,” he thought to himself, “ what right has she 
to bo so far above us all ? She gave herself to mo for my rank, as 
thg-<»thcrs gave themselves for my gold.” • 
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That cold glittering winter passed like a mgeant, and in the 
midst of it there d^me a sorrow to her that had in it something of 
remorse. The old Dowager Duchess at Bulmer died after a day’s 
illness; died in solitude, except for the faithful servants about her, 
and was buried under the weird bent oaks by tlic moors, by the 
northern sea. Vero lamented bitterly. “And she died without 
knowing the truth of me!” she thought with bitter pain; and 
there was no message of pardon, no sign of remembrance from tlto 
(lead to console her. “Wo are an unforgiving race,” thought Vcro, 
wearily. “ I, too, cannot forgive. I can endure, but 1 cannot 
liardon.” 

This loss, and the state of her own health, gave her reason and 
excuse for leaving the world a little while. She remained absent 
while her husband waltzed with the Duchessc Jeanne at Imperial 
balls and winter fetes, and gave suppers in the cafes, of which the 
rooms were bowers of palms and roses, and the drinkers drank dcoj) 
till the red sunrise. 

She remained in solitude in the vast, luxurious, carefully heated 
palace of the Zourotf princes, where never a breath of cold air 
penetrated. Her health suffered from tliat imprisonment in a hot 
house, which was as unnatural to her as it would have been to or 
of the young oak trees of Buhner Chase, or to one of its moor-b . .j 
forest docs. 

Another child was born to her, and born dead; a frail, pale 
little corp.se, that never saw the light of the world. >She was long 
ill, and even the tediousuoss and exhaustion of lengtiiencd weak¬ 
ness were welcome to her, since they released her from court, from 
society, and from her husband. 

AVhen she was at length strong enough to breathe the outer 
air, the ice was broken up on the Neva, and even in llussia trees 
were budding, and grass pushing up its slender spears through the 
cartli. 

The Duchessc de Sonnaz had long before returned to Paris, and 
Prince Zouroff had gone there for business. By telegram he ordered 
his wife to join him as soon as she was able, and she also travelled 
there with Madame Ndlaguine when all the lilac was coming into 
blossom in the Tuileries and the Luxembourg gardens, and behind 
the Hotel Zouroff in the Avenue du Bois do Boulogne. 

A year had gone by; she had never seen the face of Correzo. 

She had learned in midwinter by the public voice that he had 
refused all engagements in Kussia, giving as the p>lea the injury to 
his throat from the climate in past seasons. She had seen by tho 
public press that he bad been singing in kladrid and Vienna, had 
been to Home for his pleasure, and for mouths had been, as of old, 
the idol of Paris. 

As she entered the city it was of him once more that she 
thought. 

A flush of reviving life came into the paleness of her chock, a. ad 
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a tlirob of eager expectation to her pulses, as she thought that once 
more in the opera-house she would hear tliat iieifcct melody of the 
tones which had chanted the “ Nuit de Mai.” It was May now, she 
reraemhered, and it was also night wilh her, ono long dark hope¬ 
less night. 

“ Voila la lelle Princesse I ” said a work-girl with a sigh of envy, 
as she chanced to stand by the great gilded gates of the Hold 
55ouroif, as Vcrc went tlnough tlioin in her carriage, lying back on 
the cushions of it with what was the lassitude of physical and 
mental fotigue, but to the work-girl looked like the haughty indo¬ 
lence and languor of a great lady. She was more beautiful than 
she had ever been, but she looked much older than she was; her 
youth was frozen in her, the ice seemed in her veins, in her brain, 
in her heart. 

Prince Zouroff met her at the foot of the staircase. He had 
been in Paris two months. 

“I hope you are not too tired? ” he said politely, and g.ave her 
his arm to ascend the stairs. “ You look terribly white,” ho added, 
when they were alone, and had reached the drawing-room. “ You 
will really have to rouge, believe me.” 

Then, as if remembering a duty, he kissed her carelessly. 

“ I hope you will feel well enough to go to Orlofi’s to-night,” he 
added; “1 have proiuised that you will,and Worth tolls me that he 
has sent you some new miracle expressly for it. The party is made 
for the Grand Duke, you know.” 

“ I dare say I shall be well enough,” Vero answered him simply. 
“ If you will excuse me, I will go to my room and lio down a little 
while.” 

She went to her bedchamber where the “Slave” of Geroine 
hung on the wall. 

“All these came this morning and yesterday for m.adamc,” said 
her maid, showing her a table full of letters, and notes, and invita¬ 
tion cards, and ono large bouquet of roses amidst them. 

Roses had been around her all winter in Pelorsburg, but these 
were very lovely unforced flowers; all the varieties of the tea-rose 
in their shades and sizes, with their delicate faint smell that is like 
the scent of old perfumed laces, but in the centre of all these roses 
of fashion and culture there was a ring of the fragrant homely dewy 
cabbage-rose, and in the very centre of those, again, a little spray of 
sweetbriar. 

Yore bent her face over their sweetness. 

“ Who sent these?” she asked ; and before she asked she knew. 

No ono in the house did know. The boiiquet had boon loft 
that morning for her. There was no name with it except her own 
name. 

But the little branch of sweetbriar said to her that it was the 
welcome of Correze, who had not forgotten. 

It touched and soothed her. It seemed very .sweet and thought- 
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ful beside the \vc1ct)jnc of her liushand, wlio bade her rouge and go 
to an embassy ball. 

“ I always thought ho had forgotten! ” she mused, and, tired 
though she was, with her own Itands she set the roses in a great 
cream-coloured bowl of Pesaro pottery of Casali di Lodi’s, and had 
them close beside her couch as she fell asleep. 

She who had so much pride had no vanity. It seemed strange 
to her that in his brilliant and busy life, full of its triumphs and its 
changes, he should remember one summer morning by the sea with 
a child. 

That night she went to the splendour of Prince Orloff’s fete; 
she did not rouge, but Paris found her lovelier than she had ever 
been; beneath the diamonds on her breast she had jmt a little bit 
of sweetbriar that no one saw. It seemed to her like a little talis¬ 
man come out to her from her old lost life, when she and the world 
had been strangers. 

It was a great party in the lino de Grcnelle. Correze was there 
as a guest; he did not approach her. 

The next night she was in her box in the opera-house. Correze 
sang in the Prophete. She met the gaze of his eyes across the 
house, and something in their regard throbbed through her with a 
thrill like pain, and haunted her. lie had never been in grander 
force or more wondrous melody than he was that night. The 
Duchesse do Sonnaz, who accompanied Vere, broke her fan in the 
vehemence and enthusiasm of her appl.auso. 

“ They say that there are t'wo tenor voices, la voix de clairon et 
la voix de clarinette," she said. “ The voice of Corrfize is the voix 
du clairon of an archangel.” 

Vere sighed, quickly and wearily. 

Jeanne de Sonnaz looked at her with a sudden and close 
scrutiny. 

“ Was there not some story of her and Correze ? ” she thought. 

The next evening Correze was free. 

He dined at Bignon’s with some friends before going to the 
receptions of the groat world. As they left the cafe about ten 
o’clock they saw Prince Zouroif enter with a companion and pass on 
to one of the piivate rooms; he was laughing loudly. 

“Who is with him to-night? ” said one of the men who had 
dined with Corrfize. Another of them answered— 

“ Did you not see her black eyes and her mouth like a poppy ? 
It is Casso-une-Crodte.” 

Correze said nothing; he bade his friends good-night anii. 
wiilked down the Avenue de I’Opdra by himself, though rain was 
falling and strong winds blew. 

If he had followed his impulse he would have gone back into 
Bignon’s, forced open the door of the cabinet ’particulier, and struck 
Sergius Zouroff. But he had no right! 

He returned to his own rooms, dressed, and went to two -r 
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thiM great parties. The last house he wont ^ was the hotel in 
the Faubourg St. Germain of the Duo and Duenosso do Sonnaz. 

It was a great soiree for foreign royalties; Vero was present; 
the last injunction of her husband had boon, as ho had risen from 
the'dinner-table: “ Go to Jeanne’s by one o’clook to-night or siie 
will be annoyed; you will say I am engaged; there is a elub- 
mecting at the Ganaohes.” 

Vero never disobeyed his commands.’ 

“ 1 cannot love or honour you,” she had said to him once, “ hut 
I can obey you,” and she did so at all times. 

The night was brilliant. 

It recalled the best days of the perished Empire. 

The Princess ZourofiF came late; Corroze saw her arrive, and the 
crowds part, to let her pass, as they part for sovereigns; she rvore 
black velvet only, she was still in mourning; her white beauty 
looked as though it were made of snow. 

“ And he goes to a mulattress! ” thought Correze. 

Later in the evening she chanced to be seated where there stood 
a grand piano in one of the drawing-rooms. He saw her from afar 
oil’; the Duchesse Jeanne passing him hurriedly was saying to him 
at the time: “ If only you had not that cruel selfish rule never to 
sing a note for your friends, what a charm of the hel imprevu you 
might give to my poor little ball 1 ” 

Correze bowed before her. “ Madame, my rules, like all laws of 
the universe, must yield to you! ” 

He crossed the drawing-room to the piano. 

Correze had never consented to sing professionally in private 
house.s. 

“ The theatre is a different affair, but I do not choose my friends 
to pay me money,” ho universally answered, and out of his theatre 
he was never heard, unless he sang for charity, or as an act of mere 
friendship. Even as a social kindness it was so rare that any one 
could induce him to bo hoard at all, that when this night ho 
approached the piano and struck a minor chord or two, the princely 
crowds hurried together to be near like the commonest mob in the 
world. Vero, only, did not move from where she sat on a low 
chair beneath some palms, and the four or five gentlemen about her 
remained still because she did so. 

She was some little distance from the instrument, but she saw 
him as he moved towards it more nearly than she had done since 
the recital of the “Nuit de Mai.” 

She saw the beautiful and animated face that had fascinated 
her young eyes in the early morning light on the rooks of the 
Calvados shore. He had, not changed in any way; something of 
the radiance and gaiety of its expression was gone—that was all. 

He sat down and ran his hands softly over the keys in Schu¬ 
mann’s “ Adieu.” She could no longer see him for the plumes of 
Jfie palms and blossoms of the azaleas, that made a grove of foliage 
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ind flowers which, concealed the piano, and there was a courtly 
crowd of gay peopnj and grand people gathered around him in 
rilonce, waiting for the first sound of that voice which, because it 
was BO rarely heard, was so eagerly desired.' Hour after hour in his 
own rooms ho would sing to the old man Auber, whom ho loved, or 
in the rougli studios in the village of Barbizan he would give his 
music all night long to artists ■whose art ho cared for, but by the 
world of fashion ho was never heard out of the opera-house. 

He struck a few pathetic chords in B minor, and sang to a 
melody of his own a song of Heine— 

In mein gar zu dunkles Loben— 

the song of the singer who is “like a child lost in the dark.” 

Had she understood that he had a tale to tell ? Had the song 
of Heine, that bewailed a vanished vision, carried his secret to 
her ? He could not know. 

She sat quite still and did not lift her eyes. The crowd moved 
and screened her from his view. 

“ Will sho understand ? ” he thonglit, as the ap]>lausc of tlio 
pcoiilc around him followed on the breathless stillness of delight 
wilh wliicli they had listened. He heard nothing that they said to 
liim. Ho was looking at her in the distance, where slic sat with 
the great white fan dropped upon her knee and her eyelids drooped 
over lier eyes, lie was tiunking as lie looked—‘ 

“And that brute goes with a quadroon to a rest.aurant 1 And 
nhflii sho liad a dead eliild born to Ijer, be went all the wliilo wilh 
Joanne do Sonnaz to masked balls and court fetes on the ice! ” 

Over his niol)i!o face as he mused a dark shadow went; the 
i liadow of passionate disgust and of futile wrath. 

His liands strayed a little over tlie keys, toying with memories 
of Chopin, and Beethoven, and Talcstrina. Tiien to the air of a 
Salnlaris Hostia that he had composed and snug for a great mass 
in Notre Dame years bclbrc, he sang clear and low as a mavis’s call 
at daybreak to its love the Pribre of a I’rencli poet. 

She could not see Mm for the throngs of grand people and giddy 
people who surged about Miii in their decorations and their jewels, 
but the first notes of bis voice came to her cle.ar as a bird’s call at 
daybreak to its love. 

Ho sang to a melody in the minor of his own the simple 
pathetic verses of a young poet— 

PriIshb. 

An ! si vons savicz comnio on plcuro 
Do vivre seal et sans foyers, 

Quelqucfois devant ma dcmenro 
Vous passoriez. 

Si vous savicz ce que fait naitra 
Dana I’ainc tristo un pnr regard, 

Vons regardcriez ma fenotre, 

Comme au haaard. 


0 
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Si vons savlez quel bnuine apporte 
Au coeur la presence d’un coeur, 

Vous VOU3 aasoiricz sous nia portc, 

Comme unc soeur. 

Si vous savicz que je vous oime, 

Surtout si votis saviez comment, 

Vous cntrcricz pcut-£trc memo 
'J’out simplcmcnt. 

His voice sank to silence as softly as a rosclcaf falls to earth. 

Then there arose, like the huzz of a thousand insects, the 
.adoring applause of a polished society. 

.Si vous saviez que je vous aime, 

Surtout si vous saviez comment, 

Vous entreriez pent-Ctre memo 
Tout simplcmcnt 1 

The words had iilkd the room with their sweet incffahlc 
melody, and had reached Yore and brought their confession to her. 

Her heart leaped like a bound thing sot free; then a burning 
warmth that seoiucd to her like fire itself seemed to flood her veins. 
In some way the great crowd had parted and she saw the face of 
Corrozo for a moment, and his eyes mot hers. 

He had told his tale in the lanonuigc he know best and loved 
the moat. 

The next ho was lost in the midst of his worshippers, who 
vainly im]dorcd him to return and sing again. 

Vero, tutored by the world she lived in, sat quite still, and let 
her broad fan of white feathers lie motionless in her lianda. 

“Am I vile to have told lier? Surely she must know it so 
well 1 ” said Corrozc to himself as ho sent" his horses aw.ay and 
walked through the streets of Paris in the chill mists tiiat heralded 
daylight. “Am I vile to have told licr? Will slie ever look at mo 
again V Will she hato me for ever ? Will she understand ? Per¬ 
haps not. I sing a thousand songs; wliy should one liave more 
ineaidng than another? She sees me play a hundred passions on 
the stage. Why should she believe I can feel one ? And j"el—and 
yet 1 think she will know, and ])erhaps she will not forgive; I fear 
she will never forgive.” 

lie rcproacheil hiin.sc]f bitterly as ho walked homo after mid¬ 
night tlirouglr the throngs of tho lloiilevards. Ho said to himself 
that if ho had not seen Sergius Zourolf entering Bignon’s ho would 
never so far have broken his resolution and tailed in his honour. 
He readied Ids home, disturbed by apprehension and haunted with 
remorse. For an empire he wouiil not have breathed a profane 
word in the ear of the woman who fulfilled his ideal of women, atid 
ho was afraid that ho had insulted iicr. 

Ho did not go to his bed at all; he walked up and down his Ion g 
suite of rooms in tlio intense scent of the liotliouse bouquets which 
ws"usual covered every table and console in the chambers. 
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For a loss declaration than that, he had seen great ladies glide 
veiled through hiS(;doors; nay, they had come unasked. 

But ho knew very well that she would never come one step on 
the way to meet him, even if she understood. 

And that she would even understand he doubted. 

The morning rose and the sun broke the mists, but its rays 
could not pierce through the olive velvet of his closed curtains, lie 
walked to and fro, restlessly, through the artificial light and fra¬ 
grance of his rooms. If she had been like the others, if he had ho.ard 
her step on the stair, if he had seen that proud head veiled in the 
mask of a shameful secrecy, what would ho have felt?—he thought 
ho would have felt the instant rapture, the endless despair, that 
men felt in the old days who sold their souls to hell; the rapture 
that lived an hour, the despair that endured an eternity. 

When ho threw hack his shutters and saw the brightness of 
moruiug, he rang and ordered his horse and rode out into the Bois 
without breaking his fast; the riiles wore all moist with the night’s 
rain ; the boughs were all green with young leaf; birds were sing¬ 
ing as though it were the heart of the provinces. Ue rode fast and 
recklessly; the air was clear and fresh with a west wind stirring in 
it; it refreshed him more tlian sleep. 

As he njturned two hours later he saw her walking in one of the 
alUes dcs pielons; she tvas in black, with some old white laces about 
her throat; before her wore her dogs and behind her was a llussiau 
servant. lie checked his horse in the ride adjacent, and waited for 
her to pass by him. 

She did pas.s, bowed without looking at him, and w'cnt onward 
between the stems of the leafless trees. 

Then ho thought to himself that she had understood, but ho 
doubted that she over would forgive. 

When she was quite out of sight ho dismounted, gathered a late 
violet in the grass where she had j)aased him, and rode home. 

“ She understood a little,” he thought, “ enough to alarm, 
enough to oilend her. She is too far above us all to understand 
more. Even life spent by the side of that brute has not tainted 
her. They are right to call her the Ice-Dower. She dwells apart in 
higher air than we ever breathe.” 

And his heart sank, and his life seemed very empty. He loved 
a woman who was nothing to him, who could be nothing to him, 
and who, even if ever she loved him, he would no more drag down 
to the low level of base frailties than he would sjjit upon the cross 
his fathers worshipped. 

'The next night was the last of his engagement at the Grand 
Opera. It w.as a night of such homage and triumph as even he laid 
hardly ever known. But to him it was blank; the box that was 
ITince Eouroff’s was empty. 

lie left Paris at daybreak. 

Vcrc did indeed, but Imperfectly, understand. As the song had 
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readied lier ear a sudden flood of joy came to Ivir with it; it had 
been to her as if tho bcaveus had ojieucd; slie had for one moment 
realised all that her life might have been, and she saw that be would 
have loved her. 

When she reached the solitude of her chamber at home, she re¬ 
proached herself; she seemed to herself to have sinned, and it seemed 
to her a supreme vanity to have dreamed of a personal message in 
the evening song of an elocpieutsinger. Did honot sing every night 
of love—every night that the public applauded the sorcery of his 
matchless music ? 

That ho might have loved her, she did believe. TJiere was a 
look in his regard that told her so, whenever his eyes met hers 
across tho opera-house, or in the crowds of the streets, or of society. 
But of more she did not, would not, tliink. 

Perhaps some memory of that one summer morning haunted 
him as it haunted her, with the sail vision of a sweetness tliat might 
have boon in life, and never would bo now; perhaps a vague regret 
was really with him. So much she thought, but nothing more. 

The world she lived in had taught her nothing of its vanities, of 
its laxities, of its intrigues. She kept tho heart of her girlhood. 
She was still of the old l.ashion, and a faithless wife was to her a 
wanton. Jt'arriago might be loveless, and joyless, .and soulless, and 
outrage all that it brought; but its bond had been taken, and its 
obligations accepted'; no sin of others coidd set her free. 

Her husband could not have understood that, nor could her 
mother, nor could her w'orld; but to Vere it was cle.ar as tho day, 
tliat, not to be utterly w-orthless in her own sight, not to be ba.se as 
the sold creatures of tho streets, she must give fidelity to the faith¬ 
less, clcauliues.s to the unclean. 

Even that caress she had given to tho roses seemed to her 
trc.achcrous and wrong. 


CHAPTER XVII. 

• * 

PaiKCF, ZouuoFF stayed in Paris until llie end of June. There was 
no place that he liked so well. Ijaely Dolly passed a few weeks at 
Mcurice’s, and told her daughter with a little malice and a little 
ple.asurc, that tho son to whom the Duche-ss of Mull had recently 
given birth, to the joy of all the Northumbrian border, had been 
b.aptiscd with tho name ofVefc, wilh much pomp at Castle Herbert. 

“My name and my father’s! ” said Vere with coldest indigna¬ 
tion. “ And her father sold drink and opium to miners! ” 

“ And the brothers kill pigs—by machinery,” said her mother. 
“ Ce'-tainly it is very funny. If Columbus had never discovered 



MOTHS. 


107 


America would all^theso queer things have happened to us ? There 
is no doubt we do g^t ‘ mixed,’ as the lovely Fusohia would say.” 

Pick-me-up, as Duchess of Mull, had become even a greater 
success, were that possible, than Puschia Leach had been. No fancy 
frisk, no little dinner, no big ball was anything without that bril¬ 
liantly tinted face of hers, with the little impertinent nose, and the 
big radiant audacious eyes that had the glance of the strect-arab, 
and the surprise of the fawn. Francis of Mull, tender, stupid, and 
shy, lived in a jicrpetual intoxication at the wonder of his own pos¬ 
session of so much beauty, so much mirth, and so much audacity, 
and no more dreamed of opjwsing her wishes than, excellent young 
man that ho was, he had over dreamed of opposing his tutors and 
guardians. lie was under a charm in a blind, dazed, benighted way 
that diverted her, and yet made her heartily sick of him; and sho 
took the reins of government into her own hands and kept them. 
Not a tree was felled, not a horse was bought, not a farm lease was 
signed, but what the young duchess knew the reason why. 

“ I’ll stop all this beastly waste, and yet I’ll do it much finer, 
and get. a lot more for my money,” she said to herself when she first 
went to the biggest house of all their houses, and sho did do so with 
that admirable combination of thrift and display of which the 
American mind alone has the sec.ct. 

The expenses of his household in six months had been diminished 
by seven thousand pounds, yet the Duke of Miill had entertained 
royalty for three days at Castle Herbert with a splendour that his 
county had never seen. She was not at all mean, except in chari¬ 
ties, but she got her money’s worth. 

“My dear old donkey, your wife didn’t go pricing sprats all 
down Broadway without knowing what to give for a red herring,” 
said Her Grace, in the familiar yet figurative language in which tlie 
great nation she had belonged to delights. 

“ Cooking accounts won’t go down with her,” said the bailiffs, 
and the butlers, the housekeepers, the stud-grooms, and the head 
gardeners, to one another with a melancholy unanimity at all her 
iiouses. 

“Do you know, Vere, she is a great suoces.s,” said Lady Dolly 
one day. “ Very, very great. There is nobody in all England one 
quarter so popul.ir.” . 

“ I quite believe it,” said Vere. 

“'J'hen why won’t you be friends with her?” 

“ Why should I bo ? ” 

“ Well, she is your cousin.” 

“ She is a woman my cousin has married. Thoro is no possible 
relation between her and me.” 

“ But do you not think it is always as well to—to—be plea¬ 
sant?” 

“ No, I do not. If no one else remember the oaks of the forests 
I do not forget tlicm,” 
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“ Oh, the oaks,” said Lady Dolly. “ Yes, they^are mining there; 
but they were na.sty, damp, windy places, I don’t see that it matters.” 

“ What a terribly proud woman you are, Vera,” added the Prin¬ 
cess Nadine, who was every whit as proud herself, “ and yet you 
think' so litilo of rank.” 

“ J think nothing of rank,” said Vorc, “ but I do think very 
much of race; and I cannot undersiand how men, who are so careful 
of the descent of their horses and hounds, are so indilleront to the 
contamination of their own blood.” 

“ If you had lived before ’i)0 you would have gone very grandly 
to the guillotine,” said her si&<er-in-law. 

“ I should have gone in good company,” said Vere; “ it is difficult 
to live in it nowadays.” 

“ With what an air you say that,” said Madame Nelaguino; 
“ really sometimes one would think you were a marquise of a hun¬ 
dred years old, and in your childhood had seen your chateau burnt 
by the mob.” 

“ All my chateaux were burnt long ago,” said Vere, with a sigh 
that she stifled. 

Madame Nelagiiine understood. 

Vere was glad when the warmth grew greater with the days of 
early summer, and her husband, entering her morning-room, said 
abruptly— 

“ The Grand Prix is run to-morrow. You seem to have forgotten 
it. On Satiirday we will go down to Policitd. You will invito 
Mdme. do Sonnaz and Mdmo. do Mirilhac, and any one else that 
j ou jilease. Nadine will come, no doubt.” 

A Zouroff horse won the Grand Prix, and Prince Zouroff was for 
once ill a contimted mood, which lasted all the next day. As the 
train ran through the level green country towards Calvados he said 
with good-humoured gallantry to his wife— 

“ You have not invited me, Vera. The place is yours. I have 
no business in it unless you wish for mo.” 

“ The place is always yours, and I am yours,” sbo answered in 
a low tone. 

From a woman who had loved him the words would have heon 
tender; from her, they were but an aoknowliidgment of being pur¬ 
chased. His humour changed as ho heard them; his face grew 
dark; he devoted himself to Mdme. Jeanne, who was travelling with 
them; she had refused to stay at Fdlicite, however, and had taken 
for herself the little Chalet Ludoff at Trouville. 

“ You are a bear; but she makes you dance, Sergius,” whispered 
the duchess with malice. 

Zouroff frowned. 

” Bears do somctldng beside dancing,” ho muttered. 

“ Yes; they eat honey,” rejilied Mdme. de Sonnaz. “ You have 
had more honey than was good for you all your days. Now you 
ha.e got something that is not honey.” 
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Vere, with her delicate straight profile against the light, sat 
looking at the gredil fields and the blue sky, and did not hear what 
was said. 

“ If she cared, or rather if she understood,” thouglit the Duoliess 
Joanne, as she glanced at her, “ she would rule him instead of being 
ruled; she could do it; hut she would have to keep the bear on hot 
vlatcs—as I did.” 

ZouroiT, screened behind “ Figaro,” looked from one woman to 
the other. 

“ How grande dame she is,” he thought. “ Beside her Jeanne 
looks bizarre, ugly, almost vulgar. And yet Vera bores me when 
she does not enrage me, and enrages me when she does not boro 
mo; while with the other, one is always on good terms with one’s 
self.” 

“ I know what you wore thinking, my friend,” whispered the 
duchess under cover of the noise and twilight of the Mai tainvillc 
tunnel. “But all the difiorence, 1 assure you, is that she is your 
wife and I am Paul’s. If she were not your wife you would bo 
furiously in love with her, and were I your wife you would find mo 
a elialte enragee with frigiitful green eyes.” 

Zonroff laughed grimly. He did not toll her that his thought.s 
had been less complimentary than those she had attributed to him. 

“1 could find it in me to tell you your eyes were green when 
you s[)ite mo by not coming to Felicite,” he murmured instead. 

Mdmo. Jeanne twisted the “ Figaro ” about, and .said: “ Chut 1 
Wo siiall meet more freely at the little Luiiotf house.” 

Vere only heard the rustling of the “ Figaro ” sheet. She was 
looking at the clock-tower of 6t. 'i’ourin, and the summer glory of 
the forest of Kvreux. 

Madame Jeanne stayed at Trouvillc. Vere, with her husband, 
drove in the punier, with four white ponies, that awaited them at 
the station, along the shady avenue that leads out of tire valley of 
the Toucques towards Villiers. 'i’he sunshine was brilliant, the air 
sweet, the se.a, when the rise of the road brought it into view, was 
blue as the sky, and the fi.4iing llcets were on it. Vere closed her 
eyes as the bright marine picture came in sight, and felt the tears 
rise into them. 

Only three years before she had been Vere Herbert, coming on 
the dusty sands below, with no more knowledge or idea of the 
world’s pomps, and vanitic.s, and sins, and vices, than any one of 
the bright-oj'cd deer that were now living out their happy lives 
under the oak shadows of Bulmer Chase. Only three years before 1 

Zouroff, lying back in the little carriage, looked at her througli 
his half-shut eyelids. 

“ Ma chhre!” ho said with his little rough laugh, “ wo ought to 
feel very sweet emotions, you and I, returning here. Tell me arc 
you a la hauteur de Voccasion 1 I fear I am not. Perhaps, after a 
glass of sherry, the proper emotion may visit me.” 
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Vere made no reply. Her eyes, wide-opened ^ow, were looking 
straight forward; she drove her ponies steadily, t 

“ What do you fool ? ” ho persisted. “ It is an interesting return. 
Pray tell me.” 

“ I have ceased to analyse what I feel,” she answered, in her 
clear cold voice. “ I prefer to stille it.” 

“ You are very courteous! ” 

“ I think you have very often said yourself that courtesy is not 
one of the obligations of marriage. You ask mo for the truth, I tell 
you the truth.” 

“ In three years of the world have you not learned a pretty lie 
yet!” 

“ No. I shall not learn it in twenty years.” 

“ Do you know that there are times when you answer mo so 
that I eould beat you like a dog ? ” 

“ I dare say.” 

“ Is that all you say ? ” 

“ What should 1 say ? If you boat me, it would not hurt me 
much more than other things.” 

Zouroif was silent, lie saw that she drove her ponies on tran¬ 
quilly, and that her blu.sh-rose ehcek neither flushed nor paled. 
Master of her body and mijid, present and future, though ho was, 
ho had a sullen sense of her escaping him always, and ho had as 
sullen a respect for hUr courage and her calmness. 

“ She would be a mother of young lions I ” ho thought, as 
Laniartiuo thought of Delphine Gay, and he felt bitter against her 
that his sons had died. 

They reached Pelicite as the sun set over the sea, where the low 
shores by Caen were hidden in a golden mist. The dressing-hell 
was ringing in the Gothic clock-tower; the tribe of canary-hued 
lacqueys wore bending to the ground in the beautiful cedar-wood 
liivll, with its pointed arches, and its illuminated shields, which had 
captivated the young eyes of Vere Herbert. 

Madame Ntilaguine had arrived before them, and her welcome, 
wit, and careful tact saved them from the terrors and the tedium 
of a tut^orUte. 

“ Are you glad to come here, Vera ? ” she asked. . 

“ I am glad to see the sea,” answered Vere. “ But I am tired 
of moving from house to house. We have no home. We have 
only a number of hotels.” 

“ I think you will be happier than in Paris,” said the Princess 
Nadine. “ You will have the trouble of a house-party, it is true; 
but your mornings you can spend in your garden, your hothouses, 
with your horses, or on the sea ; you will be freer.” 

“Yes,” assented Vera. She did not hear; she was looking 
through the great telescope on the terrace down along the lino cd 
the shore; she was trying to discern amongst the broken confused 
indei^jations of the rocky beach the place where Corr^ze had sun" 
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to her and to thc|lark. But tho sea and land were blent in one 
golden glow as the sun went down behind the black cliffs of western 
Calvados, and she could discern nothing that she knew. 

The dressing-bell was ringing, and she hurried to her rooms. 
Her husband was intolerant of any excuses of fatigue or indisposition, 
and always expected to seo her in full toilette whether there was no 
one, or whether there were fifly persons, at his table. Sometimes 
it seemed to her as if all her life were consumed in the mere acts 
of dressing and undressing; the paradise of other women was her 
purgatory. 

They dined alone, only enlivened by the ironies of the Princess 
Nadine, who w'hen she chose could be exceedingly amusing, if very 
acid in her satires; when dinner was over they went out on to the 
terrace where the moonlight was brilliant. Some gentlemon from 
the Clidteau Villicrs had ridden over to congratulate Prince Zouroff 
on the achievement of his racer. They wore old friends of his, 
heroes and disciples of “ Ic sport.” After a while they talked only 
of that idol. Yerc sat looking at the moonlit Channel. Madame 
Nelaguinc, within the room, was playing quaint mournful melodies 
of old German composers, and sad llussian folk-airs. Felicitii was 
verj^ peaceful, very lovely; on the morrow the glittering noisy 
feverish life of the great world would begin under its roof, with its 
house-])arty of i’ai isians and Itussinns. . 

“ AVhat a pity, what a pity 1 One has not time to breathe,” 
thought Vere, as she loaned her head against the marble balustrade, 
and rested her eyes on the sea. 

“ Wliat a ]jity! ” she thought, “ the loveliest things in all crea¬ 
tion .are the sunrise and the moonlight; and who has time in our 
stnjid life, that is called ])lcasure, to sec cither of them?” 

A full moon made the narrow sea a sheet of silver; a high tide 
had carried the beach up to the edge of the black rocks; in the 
white luminous space one little dark sail was slowly drifting before 
the wind, the sail of a fishing or dredging bo.at. 'J’he calmness, the 
silence, the lusire, the sweet, fresh, strong sea-scent, s-i familiar to 
her in her childhood, filled her with an infinite melancholy. 

Only three years, and how changed sho was 1 All her youth 
had been burnt up in her; all hoiic was as dead in her heart as if 
she were already old. 

She sat and thought, as the dreamy music from within united 
with the murmur of the sea; she had said truly that she now 
strove to stifle thought, but her nature W'as meditative, and she 
could never wholly succeed. 

“ Perhaps I am not right, perhaps I do not do all that I might,” 
sho mused; and her conscience reproached her with harshness and 
hatred against the man whom she had sworn to honour. 

“ Honour 1 ” she thought bitterly: what a world of mockery lay 
in that one little word 1 

Yet ho was her husband; according to his light he had been 
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generous to her; she would have to bear his ohildusn, and his name 
was her name for ever. It would bo better if xhey could live in 
peace. 

Wlicn his friends had ridden back to Villicra, and his sister was 
still dreamily wandering through many musical memories, Sergius 
JSouroff was standing on the terrace, looking seaward, and calcu¬ 
lating how quickly his yacht would be able to come round on the 
morrow from Cherbourg. Midnight chimes were sounding softly 
from the Flemish carillon in the clock-tower of his chateau. 

Vere looked at him, hesitated, then rose .and approached him. 

“ Sergius,” she said in a low voice, “ I spoke wrongly to you to¬ 
day ; I beg your pardon.” 

Zouroff started a little, and looked down in surprise at the proud 
delicato.face of his wife as the moonlight fell on it. 

“ You are not going to make mo a scene?” he said irritably and 
apprehensively. 

On the lofty yet wistful mood of Vere the words fell like drops 
of ice. A momentary recollection had moved her to something 
like hope that her husband might make her duty loss penance and 
less p.ain to her, by some sort of sympathy and comprehension. She 
had bent her temper to the concession of a humility very rare with 
her, and this was all her recompense. She checked the reply that 
rose to her lips, and kept her voice serene and low. 

“ I do not wish to annoy you in any way,” she s.aid simply ; “ I 
s.aw that I was wrong to-day; that I had failed in the respect I owe 
you; 1 thought I ought to confess it and beg your pardon.” 

Zouroff stared at her with his gloomy sullen eyes. She looked 
very fair to him, as she stood there with the silvery r.ays of the 
moon on her bent face and her white throat and breast; and yet 
she had lost almost all charm for him, whilst the ugliness of Jeanne 
de Sonnaz kept his sluggish passions alive through many years. 
He stared down on her, scarcely thinking at all of her words, think¬ 
ing only as men do every hour and every century, why it was that 
the pure woman wearies and palls, the impure strengthens her 
chains with every night that falls. It is a terrible truth, but it is a 
truth. 

“ How lovely she is 1 ” he thought; “her mouth is a rose, her eyes 
are stars, her breasts are lilies, her breath is the fragrance of flowers; 
and—1 like Casse-unc-Crottto better, who is the colour of copper, 
and smells of smoke and brandy as I do! ” 

That was what he was thinking. 

Vere looked away from his face outward to the sea, and laid her 
hand for a moment on his arm. 

“ It is three years ago,” she said wistfully, “ I did not know very 
well what I did; I was only a child; now I do know—I would do 
otherwise. But there is no going back. I am your wife. Will 
you help me a little to do what is right ? I try alway.s- ” 

tier voice faltered slightly. 
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Her hiisbaad’s-|nind camo out from Lis thoughts of Casse-une- 
Croflte and Duchesso Jeanne, and realised that she was asking him 
for sympathy. He stared; then felt a passing heat of sullen slianie; 
tlien thrust away the emotion and laughed. 

“ My dear,” he said, with the cynical candour that was rather 
brutality than sincerity, “ three years ago we both made a great 
mistake. Every one who marries says the same. But we must 
make the best of it. I am a rich man, and an indulgent one, and 
that must content you. You are a lovely woman, and a cold one, 
and that must content me. If you bear me living sons you will do 
all a wife wants to do, and if I pay your bills and allow you to 
amuse yourself in your own way I do not see that you can complain 
of me. The less we are alone, the less likely are we to quarrel. 
That is a conjugal maxim. And do not make me serious soenes of 
this sort. They tire mo, and I have no wish to be rude to you. 
Will you'not go to your room ? You look fatigued.” 

Vero turned away, and wont into the house. Her husband 
remained on the terrace sending the smoke of his great cigar out 
on to the moonlit sea-scented air. 

“ She grows sentimental,” he said to himself, “ it is better 
stopped at once. Can she not be content with her chiffons and her 
jewels ? ” 

The following day the Parisian contingent filled the chateau, 
and from morn till night, the mirth and movement of a gay house- 
party spoiled for the mistress of Felicite its woodland beauty and 
its seashore freshness. 

Never to escape from the world grew as wearisome and as 
terrible to Yore as the dust of the factory to the tired worker, as 
the ro.ar of the city streets to the lieart-sick sempstress. Never 
to escape from it; never to be alone with the deep peace of nature, 
with the meditations of great dead poets, with the charm of lonely 
and noble landscape—this seemed to her as sad and as dreary as, 
to the women who surrounded her, it would have seemed to have 
been condemned to a year without lovers and rivals, to a solitude 
without e.xcitoment, and intrigue, and success. To have a moment 
alone was their terror; never to have a moment alone was her 
torture. The difference of feeling made a gulf between her and 
them that no equality of beauty and accomplishment and position 
could bridge. There was no sympathy possible between Vere and 
the pretty painted people of her world. 

She had no standing-point in common with them, except her 
social rank. Their jargon, their laughter, their rivalries, their 
pleasures, were all alike distasteful to her. When she drove over 
with them to Trouville at five o’clock, and sat amidst them, within 
a stone’s throw of what the horrible pleasantry of society calls the 
jolies impures, she thought the levde that the proscribed sisterhood 
held on those sands was quite as good as the lev4e of the great 
ladies around her. 
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la return women bated her. “ She is bo fd^'emcke” they said. 
They only meant that she was chaste, with that perfect chastity 
of thought, as well as of act, which the whole tone and tenor 
of society destroys in its devotees, and ridicules in the few cases 
where it cannot he destroyed. 

Only Jeanne de Sonnaz professed to admire, nay to lovo, her. 
But then every one knew that Madame Jeanne was a clever woman, 
who said nothing, and did nothing, without a reason. 

“ Try to be amiable—if you know how to bo amiable—with 
Madame de Sonnaz,” had been the command of Zouroff to his wife 
on the first day that she and the French duchess had met; and 
Vere had been indebted to the brilliant Parisionno for many a 
word of social counsel, many an indication of social perils, where 
the stiff frivolities of etiquette were endangered, or a difficult 
acquaintance required tact to conciliate or rebuff it. Vere believed 
innocently and honestly that Jeanne de Sonnaz liked her, and was 
angered with and rc]iroacbcd herself for not being sufficiently 
grateful, and being unable fully to return the regard. 

“ I think she is not a good woman,” she said once, hesitatingly, 
to her sister-in-law. 

Madame Felaguine smiled a little grimly, with a look that 
made her resemble her brother. 

“ My dear, do not bo too curious about goodness. If you 
inquire'so much for it, it will lead you into as much trouble as the 
pursuit of the Sangreal did the knights of old; and I am afraid 
you will not find it. As for Jeanne, she is always in her chair at 
the Messe des Parcsseux at St. Pliilijipc, she turns a lottery wheel 
at fetes for the poor, and her husband has always lived with her. 
What more can you want? Do not be too exacting.” 

Vere vaguely felt that Madame Nelaguine thought anything 
but well of her friend; but she got no more information, and 
Madame Jeanne came most days over to Pdlicito and said to all 
there, “How lovely is Vera!—odd, cold, inhuman, yes; but one 
adores her.” 

One morning Vere, risen several hours before her guests, felt a 
wistful fancy, that had often visited her, to try and find again 
that little nest of fishers’ cottages where she had eaten the cherries, 
and heard Correze sing in rivalry to the lark. It was a wish so 
innocent and harmless that she saw no reason to resist it; she had 
her ponies ordered while the day was still young, and drove out of 
her own p.ark-gates down to Deauville and Trouville, and through 
them, and along the road to Villerville. At Villerville she left her 
ponies, and walked with no escort except Loris through the sea of 
greenery that covers the summit of the table-laud of Calvados, 
while the salt sea washes its base. 

The name of this little village she had never known, but, 
guessing by the position it had been in above the sea, she knew 
thaWt must have been somewhere between Grand Bee and Viller- 
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ville; and she foll(|wod various paths through orchards, and grass 
meadows, and conmelds divided by lines of po^jlars, and at last 
found the lonely place quite unchanged. 

The old woman who had called him Saint Eaphael was knitting 
by the fence of furze; the cherry trees were full of fruit; the 
cabhages-roses were pushing their dewy heads against the tiny 
roses of the sweetbriar; sunburnt children were dragging nets 
over the short grass; the lark was singing against the sky. No¬ 
thing had changed except herself. 

No one of them recognised her. 

The old woman gave her a frank good-morrow, and the children 
stared, but no one of them thought that this great lady, with the 
gold-headed cane, and the old lace on her white skirts, was the 
child that had sat there three years before, and drunk the milk in 
its wooden bowl, and worn the wooden shoes. She asked for a 
little water, and sat down by the sweetbriar hedge; she was 
thinking of Corroze. lie was seldom absent from her thoughts; 
but he remained so pure, so lofty, so ideal a figure in her fancy, 
that his empire over her memory never alarmed her. 

He was never to her like olher men. 

She sat and listened, with divided attention, to the garrulity of 
the old white-capped woman, who went on knitting in the sun, 
against her wall of furze, and chattered cheerfully, needing no 
iepl3n They were hard times, she thought. People had said with 
the Ilopublic there would bo no poor, but she could see no difference 
herself; she had lived through many of them—meaning govern¬ 
ments—but they were each as bad as the other, she thought. 
Bread was always dear. The monies were plentiful this year; 
the Eepublic had no hand in that; and the deep-sea fishing had 
been very fair too. Did madamo see thiit lark? That little fool 
of a bird brought her in as much as the movies; a gentleman had 
taken such a fancy to it that he came and saw it was safe every 
summer, sometimes oftenor; and he always left her five napoleons 
or more. There were so many larks in the world, or would bo if 
people did not cat them ; she could not tell what there was about 
hers, but the gentleman always gave her money because she let it 
live in the grass. IVrhaps madamo had hoard of him: ho had a 
beautiful face ; he was a singer, they said; and to hear him sing—• 
she had heard him once herself—it was like heaven being opened. 

Vore listened with undivided attention now, and her eyes grow 
soft and dim. 

“Does he remember like that?” she thought; and it seemed 
to her so strange that he should never'have sought to speak to her. 

" Does he come for the lark only ? ” she asked. 

“ He says so,” answered the old woman. “ He always takes a 
rose and a_ bit of sweetbriar. The first day he was here there was 
a pretty girl with him, that ho bought sabots for, because she had 
lost her shoes on the beach. Perhaps the girl may be dead., I 
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have thought so sometimes; it cannot be onV for the larh; and 
he sits here a long time, a long time—and he L'sad. Ho was here 
a day in May—tliat was the last.” 

The warmth of a sudden blush came over her hearer s proud 
face. She did not know what she felt; she felt a thrill of alarm, 
a strange pleasure, a vague trouble. She rose at once, and left a 
little money in the lean hand, as shobiido the old peasant good-day, 
called Loris from his chase of chickens, and began to retrace her 
way to Villcrvillc. 

'J'lio old woman looked after her along the flat j)ath over the 
turf tliat went on under the apple trees, and through the wheat- 
fields, till it joined the road to Grand Bee. 

“Now 1 think of it,” she muttered to her knitling-needlcs, 
“that groat lady has the eyes of that tired child who had the 
woodo'n shoes. I’crhaps she is the same—only dead that way—dead 
of being stuffed with gold, as so many of them are.” 

“ Granny, that is the flu.ssian Princess from Felicitd,” said a 
fi.shcrman who was coming up over the edge of the rocks, hanging 
his nets on the poles; and saw the tall slender figure of Vere going 
through the tall green corn. 

“Ay, ay ! ” said tlio old woman. “Well, she has given mo 
a gold bit. Never was a bird that brought so much money from 
the clouds as my lark.” 

Her son laughdd. “I saw your other lark in flVouville this 
morning; he had come by the Havre packet from i'lngland. He 
knew me, and asked for you all. lie .said ho would only slay hero 
an hour on his way to Paris, but would .soon be back again, and 
then would come and see you. They took all my fish at the 
Boches Noiros, just at a word from him to the porter in the hall 1 ” 

“Tiens!” said the old woman thoughtfully, and she kept her 
thoughts to herself. 

“ Where have you been, 0 ma hclle matindle ? ” said the 
Duchess Jeanne, as Vere went up the stops of the sca-tcrracc to 
enter the anteroom of Fclicitd, where the duchess, just downstairs 
at twelve o’clock, was breathing the morning air in the most 
charming of dresfjing-gowns—a miracle of swans’ down and old 
Mechlin, with a knot here and there of her favourite cardinal red. 
She had passed the night there after a ball. 

Zouroff was with her; both wore smoking. 

“I have been a long drive,” answered Vere ; “ you know I rise 
early.” 

“ Where did you go ?” asked Zouroff brusquely. “ I object to 
those scnselc.ss, long drives in the country.” 

“ 1 went as far as Villervillo,” she answered. “ I wont to see 
a few llshcr-peoide that live on the coast near there.” 

The hour before she would have said it without any other 
thought than what her words exjircssed. 

^ Now her remembrance of what the woman had said of Correzo 



MOTHB. 207 

made her hcsitateifa little, and a certain colour came in her fece, 
that both her husband and her guest noticed. It seemed to the 
exquisite and loyal truthfulness of her temper that she had been 
guilty of a thing oven meaner than a falsehood—a reservation. 

“It was whore I lost my way the first day I was with my 
mother,” she said; and turned to her husband, as making the 
explanation only to him. “ Perhaps you remember ? Every one 
laughed about it at the time.” 

“I think 1 remember,” said Zouroff moodily. “It could 
scarcely be worth a pilgrimage.” 

“Unless she have a airte iendre du said the diiohc.ss 

with a little laugh. “Oh, a million pardons, my sweet Vera; you 
never permit a jest, I knotv.” 

“1 permit any jest if it be witty, and have no offence in it,” 
.said Vere very coldly. “If you and. the Prince will allow mo, 
I will go indoors; I am a little tired tied dusty, and Loris is more 
than a little.” 

“Youh.adno intention in what you stiid, Jeanne ? ” muttered 
Zouroff to his companion, when Vere had entered the house. 
“ You c.annoi possilily mean-” 

“Mean! Of your pearl of women, your white swan, your 
emblem of ice V What should I mean ? It amused me to see her 
h'ok iingry; that is .all. I assure you, if you made her angry much 
ofleucr, she would amuse you much more. Uo you know, do you 
know, mon vieux, I should never be in the least surprised if, a few 
years later, you were to become a je.alous husband! How fimny 
it will be 1 But really, you looked quite oriental in your wrath 
just now. Be more angry more often. Believe mo, your -wife will 
cuti.rtain you more. Especi.ally as she will never deserve it.” 

Leaving that recipe behind her, fraught with all the peril it 
might betir, Madame Joanne dragged her muslins and her Mechlin 
over the marbles of the terriioe, and went also within doors to attend 
to the thou.sand .and one exigencies of a great spectacle which she 
had conceived, and was .about to give the world. 

It was a Kermesso for the poor—always for the poor. 

M.adame Jeanne, who was a woman of energy, and did not mind 
trouble (she h.ad been one of the loaders of a reyime that dressed 
seven times a day), was the ho.ad and front, the life and soul, of her 
forthcoming Kermesse, and was resolute to leave no pains untaken 
that should make it the most successful fancy fair of its season. 
She had already quantities of royalties promised her as visitors. 
Poor Uitron h.ad jiledged herself to preside at a pujjpet show; 

“ ioute la goinme ” wo'.iM be golden lambs to bo shorn; and all 
the great ladies, and a few of the theatrical celebrities, wore to 
be vendors, and wear the costumes and the jewellery of Plcmish 
peas<antry. 

“ I have written to beg Corroze to come, but ho will not,” she 
said once in the hearing of Vere. “Ho used to bo at Trou/illo 
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every year, but ho never comes now. I stiiipo^Q some woman he 
tare.-) about goes elsewhere.” 

Bhe was very provoked, because she wanted to havo a grand 
mass .at Notre Dame des Victoires, and “qu6tor” afterwards; and 
if Correze would have sung some Noel or some Salutaris Hostia, it 
would have brought hundrcils more napoleons into her plate for the 
poor; so, angrily, she abandoned the idea of the mass, and confined 
herself to the glories of the Kermesso. 

Verc, to whom the mingling of the poor with a fancy fair, and 
the confusion of almsgiving with diversion, always seemed as 
painful as it was grotesque, took no heed of all the prepai-ations, and 
received in silence her husband’s commands to take a place in it. 
Ho was peremptory, and she was always obedient. She wrote to 
her people in Paris to send her down all that was necessary, and 
after that ceased to occupy herself with a folly she secretly disap¬ 
proved; a mockery of the misery of the world which made her 
heart ache. 

The day before the first opening of this Kermesse, which was to 
eclipse every other show of the sort. Prince Zouroff, with his wife 
and sister, and most of their guests, drove over to Trouvillc to see 
the arrangements. Madame Jcamio had erected her pretty booths 
in the glades of the Comte d’Hautiioul, and had had that charming 
park conceded to li,cr for her merry-go-rounds, her lotteries, her 
rliseurs de honiien aveniurcs, her merry-andrews, and her other 
diversions. Madame Jeanne’s taste was the ta.ste of that Second 
Empire, under which the comet of her course had reached its peri¬ 
helion; but the effect of her taste in this little canvas city of 
pleasure was bright, brilliant, and picturesque, and the motley 
colours in which she delighted made a pretty spectacle under tho 
green leaves of tho trees. Every booth had the name of tho lady 
who would ofiiciatc at it blazoned above ; and, above the lottery- 
booth was written, “ Madame de Sonnaz,” with a scarlet flag that 
bore her arms and coronet fluttering against the blue sky. Tho 
next was the Marquise de Merilhac’s, green and primrose ; the next 
the Countess Schondorff’s, .amber and violet; the next, of pale blue, 
with a pale blue pennon, and the arms and crown in silver, was the 
Princess Zouroff’s. 

“ It is exceedingly pretty,” said Vere, as she stood before, the 
little pavilion. 

There were about ten others, all in divers hues), with their 
jiennons fluttering from tall Venetian masts. 'The avillions stood 
about in a semi-oval where tho sward was green and tho trees were 
tall. Sorv.ants were bringing in all tho fimeiful merchandise that 
■was to be for sale on tho morrow; a few gendarmes had been sent 
to protect tho fair during tho night; some children, with flying 
hair and fluttering skirls, and some baby-sailors, were at play on 
the real wooden horses which the duchess had had down from St. 
Clowl. 
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“ It is extremeh^retty,” said Vcre courteously to tiro i.rujcclrcss 
and protectress of ft all, and her eyes glanced round the somi- 
circle. Immediately facing hers was a booth of white stripes and 
rose-colour, looped up with great garlands of pink roses; the flag 
above had no arms, but, instead, had a device in gold, a squirrel 
cracking nuts, with the motto, “ Vivent lea braconniers! ” It was 
a device known to tout Furls, except to Vcre; but even she knew 
the name underneath, which she read in the glow of the late after¬ 
noon light— 

“ Madeinoisolle Noisette.” 

She stood in the entrance of her own pavilion and saw it. Her 
face grew very white, and a haughty indignation blazed in her 
grand grave eyes. 

Madame Jeanne, standing by, and chattering volubly, with her 
eyeglasses up to her eyes, saw the look and rejoiced in her soul. 

“ It will be amusing,” she said to h’crselfl “ How very angry 
quiet peo])lo can bo! ” 

A'^ero, however, disapjiointed her. She made no scene; she 
remained still and tranquil, and, in a clear voice, gave a few direc¬ 
tions to the servants who were arranging the contents of her own 
stalls. 

Madame Jeanne felt the pang an archer knows when, at a great 
public fete, the arrow aimed for the heart of the gold, misses its 
mark, and strikes the dust. 

It was to bo chagrined like this that she, Duchesso do Sonnivz, 
and daughter of the mighty Maison du Merilliac, had slrelclicd her 
Second Empire laxities so far as to permit on the grounds of licr 
own Kennesse the Eree Lances of the Paris Theatres ! 

Nothing was said; nothing was done; Madame Jeanne felt 
cheated, and her Kennesse seemed already shorn of its splendour. 

Vere remained very calm, very still; she did not move outside 
the curtains of her own azure nest. 

“ Guilt hath pavilions and no secrecy,” murmured the Princess 
Nadine, changing the well-known lino by a monosyllable, as she 
glanced across at the pink and white booth with its peccant squirrel. 
But she muraiured it only in the car of a tried and trusty old friend, 
the Count Schondorff, who for more years than she would have 
caved to count had been her shadow and her slave, her major-domo 
and her souffredouleur. “I am so glad Vera takes it so well,” she 
thought with relief. 

A little later there came into the pink tent a handsome woman 
in a black dress, with knots of pink; she had a domo-liko pile of 
glistening hair, gorgeous beauty, a splendid bust; she looked like 
a rose-hned rhododendron made human. 

It was Noisette. She bustled and banged about rather noi.sily 
and laughed loudly with the men accompanying her, and scolded 
the servants unpacking her packages. 

“ rVd la petite I” said Noisette as she looked across the swrd 
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at the azure pavilion. She always said the sa^ie thing when she 
saw the Princess Zouroff. 

In a good-natured scornful way Noisette pitied her. 

The sunset hour wore away, and Vere had made no sign that 
she had seen the name beneath the golden squirrel and the woman 
whose badge the poaching-squirrel was. 

Madame do Sonnaz was disappointed and perplexed. She had 
seen the look in Vere’s eyes, and as she thought her cold, but not 
tame, she wondered that she bore the insult so passively. She 
drove homeward with them to dine at Fdlicitd and pass the night 
there. 

“ Surely it will be a great success to-morrow,” she cried glee¬ 
fully. “ 0 mon Dieu 1 how tired I am—and how much more tired 
I shall bo I” 

“ You are too good to the poor,” said Vere with an intonation 
that the duchesse did not admire. 

“ She will bo unbearable when she is a little older,” she said to 
herself. 

Vere reached her home, changed her dress for dinner, went down 
with the light on her opals and in her eyes—which had a dark stern 
look in them, new there—and bore herself throughout the dinner 
with that cold grace, that lofty simplicity, which had gained her 
the name of the Alpine flower. 

“I suppose she accepts the thing with the rest,” thought Madame 
Jeanne, as she sat on the right hand of Zouroif; and she felt bitterly 
angry with herself for having stooped to open the pavilions of her 
fancy-fair to the dramatic sisterhood, even though it were in the 
pure interests of charity. 

After dinner when her people were scattered about—some play¬ 
ing cards, some merely flirting, some listening to the choral and 
orchestral music that the choice taste of Madame Ndlaguiue had 
always made a constant charm of the house-parties of Felicitd— 
Sergius Zouroff, as he passed one moment from the card-room to 
the smoking-room, was sto]>ped by his wife. She stood before him 
with her head erect, her hands crossed on a largo fan of feathers. 

“ Monsieur,” slio said very calmly, though her voice was alto¬ 
gether unlike what it had been on the terrace the. night of their 
return; " Monsieur, you desired me to take part in the so-called 
Kermesse to-morrow V ” 

“ Certainly,” said Zouroff, and he stared at her. 

“Then,” she said, very quietly still, “you will see that the 
pavilion of the actress, Mademoiselle Noisette, is taken down, or 
'oiflcrcntly occupied. Otherwise, 1 do not go to mine.” 

Zouroff was silent from utter amazement. He stared at her 
blankly. 

“ What did you say ? ” ho said savagely, after some moments’ 
silence. “ What did you say ? Are you mad?” 

. “ I tlunk you heard very well what I said,” replied Vere. “ All 
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I have to say is tl ,it if Mademoiselle Noisette be present I shall not 
be. That is for ^ou to decide.” 

Then, without any more words, or even any look at him, she 
passed on into the music-room, and joined some other ladies. 

Sergius Zourolf stood and stared after her. Ho felt much the 
same emotion as his ancestors might have felt when some serf, 
uhom they had been long used to beat aud torture, rose up ami 
struck them in return. What did she know of Noisette? lie 
supposed that she must know all, since she took no exception 
to the two other actresses, who were permitted to take part in the 
Ivermesse of the yrandes dames. 

Ho did not care what she knew—or he thought ho did not; but 
he cared bitterly that she should dare to affront him aud defy him, 
dare to make him what he termed a scone, dare to erect her will in 
op|)Osition to his own. And, amidst all the turbulence olt anger, 
self-will, was a sullen sense of shame; ’a consciousness that his life 
was no more fit to bo mated with hers than the lips of a drunkard 
are fit to touch an ivory chalice of consecrated wine. 

He sought his sister. 

“ Nadine,” he said sharply, “ have you ever told Vera of Noi¬ 
sette ? ” 

Madame Nelaguine glanced at him with some contempt. 

“1? do I ever talk? do 1 ever do anything but what is rational ? ” 

" Who has, then ? ” * 

“ Has any one ? Probably le tout Paris, everybody and nobody. 
AVhat is the matter ? ” 

“ The matter! She has made me a scene. She declares that 
if Noisette be in her booth to-morrow, she will not go to her own. 
She is not the ignoramus that you think.” 

“After three years as your wife, Sergius, how should she bo? 
1 am sorry she has begun to observe these things. I will speak to 
her if you like. Unless you will withdraw Noisette.” 

“ Withdraw Noisette 1 Do you suppose she ever listens to me ? 
do you suppose I should not be the laughing-stock of all society if 
I quarrelled with her to please Vera’s caprices ? ” 

“ If you annoyed your mistress to avoid insulting your wife, 
society would laugh at you? Yes, I suppose it would. What a 
nice world it is,” thought the Princess Nadine, as she said aloud, 
“ I will see Vera. But she is difficult to persuade. And you will 
pardon mo, Sergiu-s, but here I do think she is rather right. It is 
not good form to have Mademoiselle Noisette or Mademoiselle any¬ 
body else of the same—adventurous—reputation mixed up with m 
in any affair of this kind.” 

“Perhaps not,” said Zouroff roughly. "But Jeanne chose to 
have it so. She thought they would attract. So they will, and it 
is no more than having their carriages next yours in the Bois.” 

“ Or our lovers, and brothers, aud husbands in their dressing- 
rooms,” thought Madame Nelaguine. “You are not very just, 
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Sergius,” she said plond, “ Jeanno may Lave t will of her own, 
■Noisette may have one, anybody; but not Vera. 

“ Yera is my'wife,” said Prince Zourolf. 

To him it seemed as clear as day that all the difference between 
these wornen was thus expressed. 

“You are quite resolved, then,” slie said with some hesitation, 
“ not to see any justice in this objection of Vera’s, not to give in to 
it, not to contrive in some way to secure the absence of Mademoi¬ 
selle Noisette to-morrow?” 

“ Nadine Nicolaivna! ” cried her brother in wr.ath. “ After 
forty years that wo have been in this world, do you know mo so 
little that you want to ask .such a thing ? After Vera’s insolence 
1 would drag Noisette to that pavilion to-morrow if she were 
dying 1 ” 

“ Will j'ou drag your wife V ” said Madame Nadine, with a little 
disgust; but Zourolf had left her, and was on his way to the 
smoking-room. 

“lie is nothing but a spoiled child grown big and brutal,” 
thought his sister, with a little shrug of her shoulders!. “ How I 
wish he had married a diabhsHe like Jeauuc.” 

An hour later, when the ladies all went to their rooms, Madame 
Ndlaguinc asked entrance for a moment atVero’s door, and, without 
beating about the bush, said simply— 

“ My dear, Sergius has asked me to spetik to yon about the 
Kermesse to-morrow. Now 1 think I know all that actuates you, 
and I will admit that my own feeling is quite with you; but it is 
too late now to alter anything; Sei'gius is obstinate, as you know; 
especially obstinate if ho fancy his will is disputed. This objection 
of yours can only lead to scenes, to disjiutes, to differences, very 
trying, very useless, and—worst of all—very diverting to others. 
Will you not abandon the point? It is not you that the jircsence 
of this person at the fair will shame, but himself.” 

Vere licard quite patiently; her maid, who did not undeivstand 
Knglish, wliich Madame Nelaguine, like most Hussians, spoke 
admirably, was brushing out her tliick bright hair. 

“Jt was my fault not to attend more to the details of the 
tiling,”sliu answered; “but I had heard nothing of Mademoiselle 
Noisette being permitted in the park. It is your brother’s shame 
certainly, but if I submitted to so public an insult as that, I should 
be, I thiuk, scarcely higher tiiaii Mademoiselle Noisette herself. 
We will not talk about it; it is of no use; only, unless you 
can tell me that her name and her fl.ag are withdrawn from tbo 
pavilions, 1 do not stir from here to-morrow. That is all.” 

“ Ah I ” ejaculated Madame Nadine, very wearily. “ My drar, 
have you any conception of what Sergius can he, can do, when he 
is crossed ? Believe mo, I am not defending him for an instant— 
no one could; but I have seen twice as long a life as you have, 
Vera and I have never seen any good come of the wife’s indignation 
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in tlicso cases, j^.jciety may go with her for .the moinent, bnt it 
deserts her in the long run. Her husband is' embittered by the 
exposure, and he has always a strength she has not. The world 
does not insist that a wife shall have Griselda’s virtue or Griselda’s 
aQ'ection, but it does insist that she shall have .GriSelda’s patience. 
Koisotto, and a thousand Noisetto.s, if your husband forgbt himself 
for them, cannot hurt yoit in the eyes of the world; but one rash 
luonieiit of indignation and rupture may be your ruin.” 

Vcrc lifted her face, with all its loo.sened hair like a golden 
cloud about it, and her face was very cold and contemptuous, and 
almost hard in its scorn. 

“Dear Princess,” she said very briefly and chillily, "I did not 
wish to trouble you on this subject. You are not to blame for 
your brother’s vices, or for my marriage. Only, pray understand, 
since we do speak of it, that my mind is quite made up. If 
Madomoisolle Noisette he permitted to be present at the park to¬ 
morrow, 1 shall he absent. I was a child three years ago, but I am 
not a child now.” 

Madame Ndlaguine sighed. 

“ Of course you know everything, dear; women always do, even 
when nobody says a syllable to (Inun. You are wronged, wounded, 
insulted ; all that I admit with sorrow. Pmt what 1 want to per¬ 
suade you i.s, that this method of avenging ypursolf will do no sort 
of good. You will only give a triumph to Noi-sette; you will only 
give a laugh to your friends and your enemies—for friends and 
enemies are so sadly alike in the way they look at one’s misfor¬ 
tunes! My dear child, society has settled all these things; the 
belles peiiks are seen everywhere except just in our drawing-rooms; 
they will be soon there also, perhaps. The fiction of society is, 
that wo know nothing of their existence; the fact of society is, 
that they are our most powerful and most successful rivals, and 
dispute each inch of ground with us. Now, wise women sustain 
the fiction and ignore the fact; like society. I want you to bo one 
of these wise ones. It ought to bo easy to you, because you have 
no love for Sergius.” 

A very bitter look came for the moment on Vere’s face. She 
raised her head once more with a very proud gesture. 

“ Let us say no more, Nadine. I have seif-rcsiicot, I will not 
be a public spectacle vis-a-vis with one of Prince ZourolT’s mis¬ 
tresses. Ue can choose whether he secs her in her pavilion, or mo 
in mine. Ho will not see both. Good-night.” 

Sorrowful, discomforted, batlled, but knowing that her sister-in- 
law had justice on her side, though not prudence, the Princcs.s 
Ndl.aguine wont to her own chamber. 

“ War has begun,” she thought; and she shuddered, because she 
knew her brother’s temper. When he was ten years old she had 
seen him strangle a pot monkey because the small creature dis¬ 
obeyed him in its tricks. 
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Mackmc N41agiiine awoke in tlio morning lerevisn wiin anxiety. 
She was not a good woman, but she h.ad honour in her, and was 
capable of affection. She had begun to detest her brother, and to care 
much for his wife. The day was clear and warm, not too warm; 
and a strong soft wind was tossing the white foam of the sea, and 
would blow brightly on the pretty pennons of the Kermesse 
pavilions. Vcro rose earlier than any one, as her habit was, and 
walki-d out into the garden with Loris by her side. She was not 
in any way anxious; her mind was made up; and, of anything 
that her husband might say or might do, she had no fear. 

“ At the utmost he could but kill me,” she thought with a little 
contemptuous derision; "and that would not matter very much. 
No Herbert of the Border was over insulted yet.” 

She .walked over the grass above the sea, where the rose thickets 
grew, and the whole coast, could be seen from Ilonflcur to the 
Itochers do Calvados. It was rather a rampart than a terrace, and 
the waves beat and fretted the wall below. 

It was only nine o’clock; no one except herself rose so early af 
FflicitA 

As she walked a stone fell at her feet. A letter w.as tied to 
it. Instinctivcl,y she took it up, and on the note .she read her own 
name. She hesitated a moment, then opened it. The writing she 
did not know. It wqs very brief, and only said— 

“Mademoiselle Noisette was called to Baris last night. The 
Princess Zouroff is entreated by a humble well-wisher not to disturb 
herself any more on this matter. She can honour the Kermesse in 
safety.” 

Vere read it, and stood still in wonder. Could it bo from the 
actress herself ? 

The writing was that of a man ; clegiint, free, and clear. 

She leaned over the grey stone wall of the garden and searched 
the shore with her eyes. In a little skiff was a fisherman rowing 
hard. She called to him but he did not hear, or would not hoar. 
She did not see his face, as it was bent over the oars. “ Ho must 
have thrown me the letter,” she thought. 

She felt rather annoyed than relieved. She would have been 
glad to have had cause to strike the blow in public; she was weary 
of bearing patiently and in silence the faithless life of Zouroff. 

“ If it be true, I am .sorry,” she thought doubtfully, and then 
felt angofod that any one should presume so to address her, and 
tore the note in two and threw it in the sea below. 

She went and paid her morning visit to her horses, to her hot¬ 
houses, to the rest of the gardens, and at eleven returned with 
neither haste nor interest to the house. 

People were just downstairs; being a little earlier that day by 
vciison of the Kermesse. The Duohesse Jeanne—already in her 
PlcmisH,dress with wonderful gold ornaments that she had bought 
once* tf a Mechlin peasant, an exquisite high cap, and bright red 
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stoc'kings and re^ltaabots—^was very eagerly chattering, esplaining, 
laughing, frowning, vociferating. 

Zouroff stood behind her, his brows as dark as a thunder-cloud. 

When his wife came in sight a silence fell upon the group about 
the wooden shoes of the duchesse. 

Madame Kelaguine, whose grace of tact never deserted her, 
turned and said easily and indifferently to Vere— 

“ There is a great revolution in our toy kingdom, Vera. 
Mademoiselle Noisette, the actress, was called to Paris by the first 
train this morning. The loss is irreparable, they say, for no one 
could act Punch with a handkerchief and a penny wliistle like this 
famous person.” 

Vere was silent; those who watched her countenance could see 
no change in it. She felt for the moment both anger and disap¬ 
pointment, but she showed neither. 

Zourofi'’s face was very sullen. For the first time in his life he 
had been baffled. 

“ To whom do j'ou accord the pavilion ? ” Vere said very 
quietly to the duchesse, who shrugged her shoulders, and raised her 
eyebrows in a gesture of despair. 

“The committee at Trouville will have arranged it,” she 
answered. “ There has been no time to consult us.” 

Vere said in a low tone to her sister-in-law, "This is true? 
Not a trick ? ” 

“ Quite true, thank heaven ! ” said Madame Ndlaguine. “ I havr, 
seen the telegram—you can see it; her director has a new pension-- 
naire who is to ]ilay in her own great part, Julie Malmaison; she 
was beside herself, they say; quite raving; nothing would keep 
her.” 

At that moment a note was taken to the Duchesse Jeanne, who 
read it and then leapt for joy in her red stockings and her wooden 
shoes. It w'as from one of her male committee, who wrote from 
the Union Club at Trouville. 

“ Correzo has come,” she shouted. “ He was here an hour or 
two yesterday, and promised them to return for the fair, and he has 
returned, and they have got him to take Noisetto’.s place! Oh 
dear I the pity that we did not have the Mass !—but he is inimi¬ 
table at a fair, he always can sell any rubbish for millions; and as 
a diseur de honnes aventures he is too perfect 1 ” 

A slight colour came into Vere’s cheeks, which Madame do 
Sonnaz noticed, although no one else did. Vere understood now 
who had penned the letter; who had been the fisher rowing. 

She was bewildered and astonished; yet life seemed a lovelier 
thing than it had seemed possible to her a few hours before that it 
ever could look in her sight. 

Sergius Zouroff said nothing; ho had been baffled, and he did 
not know with whom to quarrel for his defeat. He said nothing to 
his wife, but when his eyes glanced at her they were very e -yage, 
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dull, and dark. He would have given half his fcrtune to have had 
Noisette still in Trouville. 

“ Dearest Princess,” whispered Madame de Sonnaz to her, taking 
her aside; “now this woman is so providentially gone you will 
come, won’t you ? Pray do not make a scene; your husband is 
more than sufficiently annoyed as it is. It was all my fault. I 
ought to have objected more strongly to the permission to hold her 
pavilion, but you see the world is so indifferent nowadays, and 
indeed—indeed—I never fancied you hnew.” 

A glow of impatient colour flushed Vore’s face. She could bear 
her husband’s inlidelitios, but she could not endure to hear them 
alluded to by another woman. 

“I will come,” she said briefly, “if you think it will prevent 
any annoyance. The sole object of life seems to be to avoid what 
you all caU ‘ scenes.’ ” 

“ Of course it is men’s,” said Madame Jeanne. “ Women like 
scenes, but men hate them; jirobably because they arc always in 
the wrong, and always got the worst of them. I entirely felt with 
you about Madonioisellc Noisette, but I don’t think I should have 
dono as you did, spoken as you spoke. It is never worth while. 
Believe me it never makes the smallest atom of dift'crenco.” 

“ Who told j'ou what 1 did, what 1 said 't ” asked Vore suddenly, 
looking her friend full in the eyes. 

Madame do Sonnaz was, for the moment, a little disconcerted. 

“Only two people know,” said Vero; “Nadine and her 
brother.” 

“ It was not Nadine,” said the duchesso, recovering her com¬ 
posure, and laughing a very little. “You ought to know by this 
time, Vera—1 may call you Vera ?—that your husband has very 
few secrets from me. Sergius and I have boon friends, so long—so 
horribly long, it makes me feel quite old to count the years since 1 
saw him first driving his Orlofls down the Bois. 0, le heau temps! 
Morny was not dead, P.iris was not republican, hair was not worn 
■ flat, realism was not invented, and I was not twenty. 0, le heau 
tempis I Yes, Sergius told mo all about the scene you had made 
him—he called it a scene; I told him it was proper feeling and a 
compliment to him, and he was extremely angry, and I was 
wretched at my own thoughtlessness. My dear, you are so young; 
you make mistakes; you should never let a man think you are 
jealous, if you are so.” 

“Jealous! ” All the blood of the Herberts of the Border leaped 
to fire in Vero’s veins. As she turned her face upon Madame de 
Sonnaz with unuttenablo scorn and indignation on it, the elder 
woman did that homage to her beauty which a rival renders so 
reluctantly, but which is truer testimony to its power than all a 
lover’s praise. Madame Jeanne gave a little teazing laugh. 

J alous, my fairest 1 why, yes. If you were not jealous why 
shoulid, you have insisted on the woman’s absence V ” 
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“There can ^ no jealousy whore there is only ahhon'enco,” 
Vere said quickly, with her teeth shut. “You do not seem to 
understand; one resents insults for oneself. An insult like that is 
to a woman like the insult that a. blow is to a man.” 

Madame Jeanne shrugged her shoulders. 

“ My love! Then we are all black and blue nous autres. Of 
course in theory you arc quite right, but in practice no one feels in 
such a way; or, if any one feels, she says nothing. But we will 
not discuss it. Tlic woman is away. You must come now, because 
you said you would occupy your pavilion if hers were taken down. 
Wo do not take it down because there is not time; but we have 
given it to CorrSze. You know him—in society I mean ? I think 
so?” 

“ Scarcely,” said Vere; and she felt a glow of colour como over 
her face because she was sure that the note had come from him, 
and that the fisher pulling his boat had been one with the lute- 
player of Tenice. 

“She has known him, and she does not want to say so," 
thought Madame Jeanne, swift to observe, swift to infer, .and, like 
all experienced people, always apt to make the worst deductions. 

But the bells of the horses, harnessed like Flemish teams to the 
breaks and other carriages, were jingling in the avenue, and the 
tasselled and ribboned postilions were cracking their whips. There 
was little time to be lost, and she reluctantly let Vere escape her. 
As she drove along with Sergius Zouroff in his mail phaeton to 
Trouvilie, she gave him her own version of Vere’s conversation. 
She exaggerated some things and softened others ; she gave him 
full cause to feel that his wife abhorred him, but she said nothing 
of Correzo, because she was a prudent tactician, and never touched 
a fruit till it w,as ripe to fall. 

“ It was possibly merely my fancy,” she reflected, as in all the 
whirl of her lottery, and all the pressure of her admiring throng, 
she found time to cast m<any glances at the tent of Corrdze, and 
saw that he was never beside his opposite neighbour. He was 
everywhere else—a miracle of persuasiveness, a king of caprice, the 
very perfection of a seller and a showman, dealing in children’s 
toys with half the shops of the Palais Koyal emptied into his 
booth, and always surrounded by a crowd of children, on whom ho 
rained showers of sparkling sweetmeats—but he was never beside 
the Princess Zouroff. He had taken down the pennon of Noisette, 
and in its stead was one with his own device—a Love whose wings 
were caught in a thorny rosebu.sh. Ho told fortunes, he made 
himself a clairvoyant, he mystified his clients, and made them 
happy. Ho was dressed like a Savoyard, .and carried an old ivory 
guitar, and sang strange, sweet little ditties in a dulcet falsetto, 
lie w'as the Haronn al Easchid of the Trouvilie Kermesse, and 
poured gold into its treasuries by the magic of his name and his 
voice, the contegion of his laughter and his gaiety. But he hover 
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once approached the Princess ZoiiroCf; and nc#ono could tell that, 
as he roamed about, with his five-ycav-old adorers flocking after 
him, or prophesied from a bowl of water the destinies of fair women, 
in his heart he was always saying, “Oh, my wild white rose! 
Why did I not gather you and keep you while I could ? You are a 
great lady, and tliey all envy you, and all the while you are out¬ 
raged and desolate I ” 

Vere sat in her azure pavilion, and looked fitter to he a Lily of 
Astolat presiding at a tournament of knights. She bought most 
of her own things herself, and gave them away to children. 

The sun was strong, the heat was great, the chatter, the clamour, 
the many mingling .and dissonant sounds, made her head ache, and 
the bright-rainbow-like semicircle of tents, and the many colours 
of the,, changing multitude, often swam as in a mist before her 
eyes. 

Could it, after all, have been ho who had warned her ? She 
began to doubt. It was too improbable. Why should he care ? 
She told herself that she had been conjecturing a vain and baseless 
thing. Why should he care ? 

He was merely there, in the pavilion that was to have been 
Noisette’s, because, no doubt, all artistes wore his comrades; and 
ho replaced the actress from the same good fcllow.ship as he sold 
roses at Mad.arao Lilas’ stall, and ivory carvings at Cecilo Challon’s. 
It could have been nothing more. 

He never approached her. She could see his gr.accful he.ad and 
throat above the throng,as ho sold his puppets and his playthings; 
sho could hear the thrill of his guitar, ihe echo of his voice, the 
delighted shouts of his child-troop, the laughter with which women 
pelted him with flowers as in Carniv.al time; sho could see him 
nearly all day long, as he stood under Noisette’s rosy g.arlands, or 
wandered with jest and compliment through the fair, liut to her 
he never came. At sunset he was missing. The flag, with the 
Love caught in the thorns of the roses, was down; a negro stood 
like a statue cut in ebony between the pink curtains of Noisette’s 
tent. It was a slave of Soudan who had long been a free man in 
Ids service ; a jiicturesque figure, well known to Paris. He did not 
speak, but ho had a scroll in his hands, a scroll that hung down, 
and on which was written, “Desole de vous quitter, mats tin pauvre 
luthier n’est pas maitre de soi-me:ne.” 

“ft was charming of Corroze,” said Madame de Sonnaz. “Very 
charming of him. lie had only twenty-four hours his own between 
• the last night at Oovent Garden and the royal fetes in Brussels. 
And he sjreut those twenty-four hours in answering my call and 
coming to help our Kermesse. Ho is gone to Belgium to-night. It 
was really charming. And the use he has been 1 the impetus he 
gave 1 the money ho has got for us I I shall always be grateful to 
him.'’ 

.’Vhilst she spoke, she thought nevertheless, " It is very eloquent 
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tliat ho should iioyA' have gone near her. They must understand 
each other very well, if at all. He never took all that trouble for 
nothing, and no mere accident could have been so perfectly 
apropos.'’ 

The house-party and the host 'of Fdlicitd dined at ten o’clock 
that niglit with her at the (JhSkt Liuloff. 

Vere, pleading great fatigue, drove homeward in the pale moon¬ 
light, through the cool air, sweet with the scent of the apple- 
orchards and the sea. Madame Nelaguine accompanied her: neither 
spoke. 

In Paris at that hour Mademoiselle Noisette, arriving hot with 
the sun, enraged with the dust, furious at leaving 'J'rouville, and 
ready for murder if she could not have vengeance, burst, as the 
hurricane and the storm burst over lake and mountain, into the 
peaceful retreat where the director of her theatre passed his leisure 
iuoineut.s, and found that there was no now pensionnaire to play 
dulio Malinaison ; that her greatness was on the samo unapproach¬ 
able pinnacle it had occupied ever since her dchut; that her director 
and her public alike were the most loyal and submissive of slaves; 
that, in a word, she had been hoaxed. 

“ Qui done a, voulu me mysiifier! ” she screamed a thousand 
times, and plunged into abysses of suspicion, and was onlypaciflcd 
by promises of the Chef de .‘^uretd and his myrmidons. But she 
slormcd, raged, cursed, wept, foamed at the mouth for half an hour, 
and then—forgot the Prefect de Pidico, and let herself be taken 
down to Kughicn-les-15ains in time f<ir dinner by a German Mar¬ 
grave, whom she pillaged from patriotism, and with whom she 
stayed a whole week. 

'The Duchess Je.aimc, excruciatingly tired as she was the next 
morning, felt her spirits good, and her limbs clastic, as she got into 
licr red and black stripes and a rod cap —vrai /onnet ronye, as she 
said—and disidaycd her skill in the waters of Trouville, and on 
them with her canoe. She had got a duo to follow; a mero misty, 
intangible thread at ]irescnt, but still somelhing on which to spin 
her web. 

“ Corrdzo was the hero of the adventure of the lost shoes and 
stockings, .and what adventure is ever so sweet in a woman’s life as 
the first?” thought this experienced being, as she lay stretched 
out on tlio waves, or made her canoe shoot over them. “ CorrJze 
comes for a few hours down hero; that very day she drives off 
before we are up, and makes her pilgrimage to tho place of the lost 
shoes; when wo interrogate her she colours and grows angry; he 
takes Nedsette’s jravilion—Noisette’s, whom he detests—I have 
heard artistes say so a hundred times. He is charming, he is ex¬ 
quisite, he is adorable; and all within a few yards of Vere, to whom 
no nevertheless never speaks 1 Something there must be. The thing 
to do is to bring them near one another; then one would see, 
inevitably.” •* 
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And, lying on her back on tho sunny walferj, she resolved to do 
BO. What did she want? She did not know precisely. She wanted 
to do what the moths do to ermine. 


CHAPTER XVIII. 

I’kf.tty green Isclil was growing (l'isk3f in the evening hours. 

Ischl, like a young girl, is prettiest in tho morning. Its morn¬ 
ing light is radiant and sweet; of tho sunset it secs little or 
nothipg, and its evenings are sad-colourcd; tho moon seems a long 
time coming up over these heights of pine-forest, but, when it does 
come, it is very fair, shining on the ripple of the rajnd Traun with 
the lights of tho houses on tho banks twinkling in tho moss-green 
surface of tho stream, with every now and then a gentle splash 
breaking the silence as tho ferry-boat goes over from side to side, 
or a wasiiiug-barge is moored in closer to the shore. 

Ischl is calm, and sedate, and simple, and decorous. Ischl is 
like some tender, fair, wholesome yet patrician beauty in a German 
])icture, like tho jnetty aristocratic Charlotte in Kaulbach’s picture, 
who cuts tho bread and butter, yet looks a patrician. Ischl has 
nothing of the hclle like her sister of Baden, nothing of the 

titled cocodette, like her cousin of Monaco. Isclil docs not gamble, 
or riot, or conduct herself madly in any way; she is a little old- 
fashioned still, in a courtly way; she has a little rusticity still in 
her elegant manners; she is homely whilst she is so visibly of the 
fine flew of tho vieilLe souche. 

She is like the noble dames of the past ages, who were so high 
of rank and so proud of habit, yet were not above tho distilling- 
room and the spinning-wheel, who were quiet, serious, sweet, and 
smelt of the rose-leaves with which they filled their big jars. 

Ischl goes early to bed and early rises. 

It was quite quiet on this August evening. It was very full, 
but its throng was a polite and decorous one. Groups walked noise¬ 
lessly up and dow’n under the trees of tho cspl.anado; music had 
long ago ceased from sounding; men and women sat out on the 
balcomes with dimly-lit chambers behind them; but there was no 
louder sound tlmn a dog’s bark, or a girl’s laughter, or tho swish of 
an oar in the rifer. 

From the road of the north-east, and over the grey bridge, with 
its canopied saint, there came suddenly, with a sound of trampling 
hoofs, whips cracking in air, and clanging post-horns, that harshly 
broke tho repose of the twilight hour, a travelling carriage with 
fou ' liorses, containing two ladies and a dog. 

. Vho carriage had come from Salzburg. It was open, for the 
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night was mild, apu, as a miracle of kindness, did not rain. A 
man, leaning in a casement of the Kaiserinn Elizabeth, recognised 
both ladies and dog as the heavy landau rolled off the bridge across 
the road, then disappeared round the corner of the building. It 
was followed by another carriage full of servants. The host of the 
Kaiserinn Elizabeth with all his officials, small and great, precipi¬ 
tated themselves into the street, bowing bareheaded, as the fiery 
horses were pulled up before the door. 

The quick twilight fell; the valleys from dusky grew dark; 
the Traun water began to look like a shoal of emeralds under the 
sunrays; a white round moon began to show itself behind the 
hills ; the forms of people walking on the banks became indistinct, 
though the murmur of their voices and laughter grew clearer; 
otherwise it w.as so still that ho who leaned over his balcony and 
saw the carriage arrive, could hear the swish of the barge-ropes as 
the water moved them, and the sound of a big dog lapping in the 
river underneath him. 

“ It is destiny 1 ” be said to himself. “ For two whole years 
I have avoided her, .and fate, taking the shape of our physicians, 
sends us here 1 ” 

lie bailed over the balcony, and watched the water flo'vt under 
the shadows of the houses and the trees. 

“ Is it Duchessc Jc.anne’s doing ? ” he thought, with that un¬ 
reasoning instinct which in some men and women guides tlu.ir fanny 
to true conclusions. “That is nonsense, though; what can she 
know ? And yet I remember, at that ball, after the Nuit de Mai, 
she seemed to suspect something. She laughed; she told me I 
alone could thaw ice-” 

At that moment an Austrian march, stoutly brayed under the 
windoi^s of the Kaiserinn Elizabeth, seemed to his cars to fill the 
night with discord. 

lie started to his feet with impatience and in suffering, as the 
sounds grated in his ears, aiul rapidly shut his windows one after 
another, to exclude the sound. 

“Where is Anatole?” ho muttered irritably, as he paced the 
dull chambers allotted to him. He had arrived only twenty minutes 
earlier from Linz. He had not given his name, and for once found 
a spot where ho was not known by sight to all. Instead of his 
servant, Anatole, one of the servants of the hotel tapped at the 
door, and, entering his chamber which ho himself had only entered 
a few minutes before, presented him, with many apologies, a printed 
document to sign. It was the schedule and exordium with which 
Ischl, in childlike faith in the integrity of humanity—or astute 
faith in its snobbery—requires from each of her visitors his declara¬ 
tion of rank and riches, and fines him that he may support her 
promenades and her trinkhalle according to his social means and 
place. 

He glanced .at the paper alwently, then took up bis pen. XJiidcr 
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the head of residence, he wrote Un peu parioil; under that of rank 
he wrote artiste, and under that which required' the declaration of 
his name he wrote “ Correze.” 

'I'hcn he threw down five napoleons to pay his fees. “ A droll 
document,” he said, as he pushed it away. “It displays great 
astuteness; it never yet found, I am sure, anybody wlio sought 
immunity from its tax by declaiing himself d’nii rang inferienr, ct 
hors de, sociite. Ileally, your tax-paper does credit to the municipal 
knowledge of human nature.” 

The waiter smiled and took up the gold. 

“ Monsieur gives this for the good of the town ? ” 

“ I'or the good of the town or the good of yourself,” said C'or- 
r^ze; " according as altruism or accpiisitiveness prevails in your 
organisation.” 

The waiter, perplexed, bowed and pocketed the money. 

“ Wait a moment. Sliall I hear this noise every evening ? ” 

“ The noise ? ” The waiter was ]K‘rplexed. 

“ You eall it music, perhaps,” said (Jorrtee, “ If I cannot have 
my windows open without hearing it I must go up into the moun¬ 
tains.” 

“ Monsieur will hear it seldom,’’ said the waiter. “ It is the 
chapelle de musique; it serenades royal personages; but monsieur 
will understand that such do not come every day.” 

“ It is to be hoped not, if they have ears,” said Correze. “ Who 
is it that they arc .serenading now ? ” 

“ The Princess Zouroff has arrived.” 

“ She is not royal.” 

“ That is true, monsieur; but almost. The Prince Zouroff is so 
very rich, so very great.” 

“ He is not hero ¥ ” 

“ No, monsieur.” 

“ What rooms do they give her? ” 

“ Tho.se immediately beneath monsieur. If they had not been 
engaged for the princess, monsieur should have had them,” said the 
youth, feeling that this princely artist should be lodged like an 
ambassador. 

“ These do very well;” said CorrSze. “ I shall not change them. 
You may go now. Order my dinner for nine o’clock, and send mo 
my own man.” 

Silence had come again, and the chapelle de musique had gone 
its way after its last burst of that melody which the great singer 
called noise. The stillness was only broken by the sound of a 
boat passing, and the murmur of voices from people sauntering 
underneath. 

Corrteo throw himself into a chair that stood in the centre of 
the room. 

“ I have honestly tried to avoid her,” he said to himself. “ It 
is ” 
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His old and trioii servant, Anatolo, entered, and began to unpack 
his things. Oorrfiso raised his head. 

“ Put the guitar out,” he said, “ and then go down and see the 
cook, and preserve me from what ills you can; you know what it 
is to dine where German is spoken.” 

Anatolo took out the guitar-case and placed it by his master, 
then wont obediently. 

He opened one of the casements and looked out; it had become 
almost dark ; the tranquil pastoral loveliness was calm and dusky ; 
lights twinkled on the opposite bank and up amongst the woods; 
the nearer casements were bright and ruddy above the stream; the 
murmur of voices came from under the indistinct leafy masses of 
the trees on the esplanade; the sound of oars in water made a 
pleasant ripple, it was a little too much like one of the scenes 
of his own theatres to please him perfectly; he preferred wilder 
scenery, more solitary places; at Ischl -the glaciers and the ice- 
peaks, though really near, seem far away, and are seen but by 
glimpses. Yet it was so quiet, so innocent, so idyllic, it touched 
and soothed him. 

“ After all,” he thought, “ how much we lose in that hothouse 
we call the great world.” 

There was a balcony to his chamber. Ha leaned over it and 
looked down into the one beneath; there the dog, Loris, was lying, 
the starlight shining on his silver-grey hair; beside him on a chair 
there w.as a bouquet of Alpine roses and a largo black fan. 

Corrize felt his pulse beat quicker. 

“ Kismet 1 ” ho said to himself, and the dreamy charm of a 
romantic fatalism began to steal on him. Pure accident has the 
ruling of most of our hours, but, in conccssioii to our weakness or 
to our pride, we call it destiny, and we like to think its caprices are 
commands. 

“ Now she shall have a serenade in truth; a better welcome 
than from the chapelle de musique,” he said to himself, and with¬ 
drew into his own room and took the guitar out of its case—iarge 
Spivnish guitar that ho never travelled without, considering its 
melody a far better accompaniment for the voice than any piano 
could ever be. The organ has all the music of the spheres, and the 
violin all the emotions of the human heart; the organ is prayer, 
the violin is sorrow. The guitar, though but a light thing, has 
qassion in it; p.assion and tenderness and all the caress of love; 
and, to thofie who have grown to care for it under southern skies 
and summer stars, it speaks of love and sighs for it; it has told its 
tale so often whore the fireflies flash amongst the lemon blossom r 
and the myrtle. 

He took up his guitar, and blew out all the many wax candles 
lighted in his honour, and sat down in the darkness of his chamber. 

Then he began to sing; such song as no bribe could get from 
his lips unless he were in the mood to give it. „ 
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Scarcely had the first notes of that incomparahlo vpice rung out 
elear as a golden bell upon the silent night, than the people saunter¬ 
ing on the l)ridge and before the hotel, paused to listen, and turned 
■ to one anothfcr, wondering and entranced. 

“Who is that?” they cried to one another, and some one 
answered, “They say Corrizo came to-night.” 'idieii they were 
quiet, listening, as in the north, where nightingales are few, ijeoplo 
listen tn them. Then several others from farther down and farther 
up the street joined them, and people came from under the trees, 
and from over the bridge; and soon a little crowd was gathered 
there, silent, delighted, and intent. 

“ It is Correze at his studies,” the people said one to another; 
and his voice, rising in its wonderful diapason clearer and clearer, 
higher and higher, rang over the water, and held all its hearers 
■spell-hound. As a boat p.assed down the river the rowers paused; 
and as a long raft pushed its slow way through the silver of tho 
moonlit ripples, the steersman unbidden, checked it, and remained 
still, lest any sound of rope or of chain should break the chaPin. 

The Trincess Zouroff, wearily resting in the salon beneath him, 
started as the first notes reached her, and rose to her feet and 
listened, her heart beating fast. 

There was no other such voice in .all the world. Slio knew that 
he was there as well, as though she had seen his face. She went to 
the balcony and stepped out into the mooidight where the dog was, 
and the roses and the fan were on the chair, and leaned against tho 
balustrade—a slender white figure with ermine drawn about her, 
and tho moon rays shedding their silver around. 

lie was singing the “ Salve Dimara.” 

She grew very pale, and her fingers grasped the nail of tho 
balcony till her rings hurt her skin. 

Yet how happy she was 1 

Tho river ran by, with a sweet song of its own; tho Iranqidl 
town seemed to .sleep; the jicople gathered below were hushed and 
reverent; tho fresh glad wind that lives in Alpine forests swept by, 
bringing tho scent of tho pine-wood with it. 

lie sang on, the chords of the guitar filling the pauses of the 
voice with a low dulcet sound, as if some answering echo sighed. 
The perfect melody was poured out as from some wild bird’s throat, 
seeming to thrill tlirougli tho darkness and make it living and 
beautiful like the shadows of a night that veils tho ecstasies of 
Love. She listened with her head bent and her face very pale. 
It was her welcome, and she felt th.it it was for her; for her alone. 

Ho sang the "Salve Dimara” of that living master, who, what¬ 
ever his weakness or his fault, has in his music that echo of human 
jiassion and of mortal pain, which more faultless composers, with 
their purer science, have missed. Then scarcely pausing, he sang 
from -ho music of tho “Fidelio” and tho “Iphigenia,” music 
familiar and beloved with him as any cradlo-song to a child; and 
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he let all hit^ heai^jt go out ih his voitjei^^hat pbured itself It^to thje 
silmce of the Bummer evemp& os thbtm, Kke the nlgbUngales, he 

1.:^ rrk^.« y^^t. 


aud4he pine,- . , ... 

Suddenly, 'nith om detp plaintive ch^id' of t|Le g<4taT,'as if its 
string'vere^ereateing with that Mt sweet sigh, his voice ceased; as 
the nightin^le’s may chase latl ai.ouce,‘when, apiidst tho, roses, it 
tires o£,lts very pleoitutle of powerr, There w^ the sound of a 
closing oalemeOt, then aU was stilj. 

’ /r^.people, standing entrance^ below, were silent a moment or 
titOj-stlU jji tte trance of-their wonder.ana'deKght j then, with onet, 
sSaoord,* thgy shouted his pame with such- a'welcome as they never 
. gave huh to their own Kaiser. The Kaiser was. great, but eron hd 
could not Ctmxtnand that voioe at will; and' they had liad the* 
sweetness and the splendour of it all to themselves here, by the 
quiet Traun wa.t?r, ns if it woraa tod’s-soi^ ha mors. 

They cheered him so loudly, and sq lomly called on his name, 
that? he Could do no less than advance od, his balcony, and thank 
them in theiw own tongue. Then he bade them good-mght, and 
once more closed his window. 

Below, Vere stood qnito still, leaning back in the low chair with 
her fan spread between her fece and the upraised eyes of the 
people. She felt tears fall slowly down her cheeks. Yet she was 
almost happy. 


The fresh forest wind, rising and blowing the green moonlit 
water into ripphng silver, seemed to echo around her the song of 
Heine; the song oi the palm-tree and the pine. 

The gay brusque tones of Jeanne de Sonnaz roused her almost 
roughly; the duchess came out on to the balcony, muffled in a 
cloak of golden feathers. 

“Ma Mre, how charming I Of course you recc^nised the 
voice ? and, to make sure, I sent the servants to ask. Now we 
shall never be dull. No one is dull where CorrSze can be seen. It 
is too charming I And how divinely he sang. I suppose he was 
only studying; though he must know all those things by heart. 
Perhaps he has heard we are underneath him.” 

She spoke in apparent ignorance and suiqirise, heedlessly and 
gaily, bnt her quick eyes read a look that came into Yercfs, and 
for which she was searching. When she had suggested IsoM in 
•August to Zouroff for his wife, she had known iiom Yienna that 
CorrJze was to pass throngh there. 

“I do believe it is as I thought,” said Jeanne de Sonnaz to 
herself, Is it posdble that h bon dneMe has found the petiu 
oMrit alter all ? It would be divOTting—end why not t * 

When all Isohl awoke the next mwning, the day was brilliaut} 
the green river sparkled; cirffee-cu^ tinkled on all the balooniM; 
the washing bergea were full of white linen, and of women-who 
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laughed as they worked; ladies, old and young, were home down 
the walk in .their chairs; the little red and white ferry-hoat trailed 
along its rope, leaving a track of sunshine; dogs swam; children 
ran about; pretty women, with high heels and high canes, saun¬ 
tered under the trees; green and grey huntsmen went by, going 
towards the hills to slay izard and roebuek. It was all sylvan, 
tranquil, picturesque, Watteau-like. That there could be any¬ 
where a world full of revolution, speculation, poverty, socialism, 
haste and noise, seemed impossible. 

At Ischl life may be still a voi/age d Cytlihre; but not in the 
reckless and frivolous fashion of other places. All remains calm, 
placid, and touched with the graceful decorum of another time 
than ours. The bright Viennese are gay indeed, as any butterflies 
can be j but stiU Ischl is Ischl, and not Trouville, not Montico, 
not Biarritz. It is aristocratic, Austrian, and tranquil; and still 
belongs to an age in which Nihilism and the electric light were 
imkuown. 

“ A place to doze and dream in, and how good that is 1 ” thought 
Corr6zc, as he stood out on Ms balcony an hour after sunrise. 
“ What will the world be like when there are no such places ‘i 
Horrible 1 but I shall be out of it; that is a supreme comfort.” 

Yet, as he thought, so he did not realise that he would, ever 
cease to be in the world—^who does ? Life was still young in him, 
was prodigal to him of good gifts, of enmity ho only knew so much 
as made his triumph finer, and of love he had more than enough. 
His life was full—at times laborious—but always poetical and 
always victorious. He could not realise that the day of darkness 
would ever come for Mm, when neither woman nor man would 
delight him, when no roses would have fragrance for him, and no 
song any spell to rouse himu Genius gives immortality in another 
way than in the vulgar one of being praised by others after death ; 
it gives elasticity, unwearied sympathy, and that sense of some 
essence stronger than death, of some spirit higher than the tomb, 
which notMng can destroy. It is in this sense that genius walks 
with the immortals. 

CorrSze leaned over his balcony, and watched the emerald-hued 
Traun flow by, and the sun’s rays touch the woods behind the 
water-mill upon the left. His life was of the world and in it, but 
the mountaineer’s love of nature remained with him. But it was 
not of the woods or the waters, or even of the pretty women who 
went by in their chairs to the Trinkhalle, that ho was thinking* 
now. Ho was looking at the empty chair in the balcony under¬ 
neath, and the fan that had lain there all night. 

As he bent down and looked, a knot of edelweiss was flung 
upward, and fell at his feet, and a vdee that he knew cried out ’’lo 
him, “ Good mei'ning, Oorr^ 1 You serenaded us divinely last 
nighC ' Oonle and' breakfast with us at ten o’clock. We live by 
eock*ro# here,” 
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The VMCO was the voice of Jeanne de Sonnaz, who came out on 
to the balcony tha’t he had-been told was Vere’s. Astonished, and 
not pleased, he returned some graceful compliment, and wondered 
how it was that she was there. 

The duebesse looked up at him and laughed; her ugly face 
looked prettier than- many pretty women’s. She was in a loose ’ 
white gown that was all torrents and cascades of lace; sEo' had a 
real moss-rose over her right ear, and at her bosom; she bad little 
Chinese slippers on, all over pearls, with filagree butterflies that 
trembled above her toes. 

“ I cannot see you without craning my neck,” she cried to him. 

“ You will come to breakfast. You will meet Vera Zouroff. You 
know her. Doctors say she is ill. I cannot see it. There was 
only one big salon free, so she and I have shared it. A jrretty 
place. Were you here before? A little too like your own 
d^oor de scene ? Well, perhaps, a valley with a river and ohftlets 
always has that look—Bms Sas it. I think it is terribly dull. I 
am glad you are here. Como to us at ten. We are all alone. 

I shall expect you to amuse us.” 

Corrtee said some pretty nothings with that, grace which 
charmed all women; they talked a little of people they knew, 
laughed a little, and were very agree.able. Then the duchesse 
went within, and Corr^ze went for a stroll tow'ards the Kettenbach 
mill. 

“Now I shall see what there is between them,” she said to 
herself; and he said to himself, “How can that brute let her bo 
with Jeanne de Sonnaz?” 

Vere, tired, and having had sweet strange disturbed dreams, had 
slept later than her wont, then had gone out to the bath and the 
draught prescribed to her; she thought they were useless; she felt 
well. 

Some one dressed in white linen passed her, and bowed low: it 
was Corrfize. There was a child selling mountain flowers; she 
bought them and carried them on her knee; the jtolite crowd looked 
after her chair and whispered her name. 

The band was playing under the trees; she did not hear it; she 
heard only the song of Heine. 

When she returned there was almost a cobur in her cheeks; 
she had a gown of white wool stuff 'and a silver girdle of old 
German work that had- a silver missal hung on it. 

“ You bok like Nillson’s Marguerite! ” said Jeanne de Sonnaz ; 

“ only you are too lovely and too haughty for that, my dear. By 
the way, I have secured Faust. He will come to breakfast.” 

“ M. do Corrdze ? ” said Vere with the colour leaving her &co. 

Why ? why ?—^why did you ask him ? ” 

“ I asked him because it pleased me, because he is charming, 
because he serenaded us exquisitely: there are a hundred ‘he-’ 
causes.’ You need not be alarmed, my love; Oorrfeze goes e-very- 



MOWS.. 


228 

where. He is a gentleman, though ho is a sipger. We always 
treat him so.” ‘ ‘ 

Ycre said nothing; she was angered'with herself that she had 
soemed to slight him, and she was uncertain how to reply aught. 

The sharp eyes of the Duchesse Jeanne watched her, and, as 
worldly-wise eyes- are apt to'do, saw very much that did not exist 
to be seen. 

Vere stood mute, arranging her mountain flowers. 

The servants announced Oorreze. ' 

Vere was not conscious of the trouble, the gladness, the vague 
apprehension, and as Vague hope, tha,t her face expressed; and 
which Jeanne de Sonnaz construed according to her own light, and 
Oorrfize according to his.' 

“ What will that diablesse think ?” he said angrily to himself. 
“A hundred thousand things that are not, and never will be true!” 

. For his own part, the world had taught him very well how to 
conceal his feelings when he chose, and, in his caressing grace, that 
was much the same to all women, he had an impenetrable mask. 
But Vere had none. Vere was transparent as only a perfectly 
innocent creature over is; and the merciless eyes of Jeanne de 
Sonnaz were on them. 

“ You know the Princess Zouroff, I think ? ” said the latter 
negligently. “ Was it Vera, or was it myself, that you serenaded 
so beautifully. An indiscreet question; but you know I am 
always indiscreet.” 

“Madame,” said Corrfeze whilst he bowed before Vere, and then 
turned to answer his tormentor, “ truth is always costly, but it is 
always best. At the risk of yom displeasure I must confess that 
I sang on no other sentiment than perfect exasperation with the 
chapelle de mmique. That I serenaded yourself and Princess 
Zouroff was an accidental honour that I scarcely deserved to enjoy.” 

“What a pretty falsehood, and how n’cely turned,” thought 
Madame de Sonnaz, as she pursued persistently: “ Then Vera was 
right; she said you did not know we were here. Nevertheless, 
you and she are old friends, I think, surely ? ” 

Corr6ze had taken his seat between them; he was close to the 
duchesse; there was a little distance between -him and Vere, whose 
eyes were always on the flowers that employed her fingers. 

“ I knew Madame la Prinoesse a little, very little, when she 
was a child,” he said with a smile. “Neither acquaintances nor 
court presentations before marriage count after it, I fear. Princess 
Vera at that time had a sailor hat and no shoes—^you see it is a 
very long time ago.” 

Vere looked up a moment and smiled. Then the sniile died 
away into a great sadness. It was long ago, indeed, so long that 
it seemed to her as though a whole lifetime severed her, the wife 
•of Setgins Zouroff, from the happy child that had taken the rose 
froijfvhe hand of Corine. 
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** No shoes 1 This is interesting.' I suppose they were dredging, 
end she had lost h'ecself. Tell me all about it,” toid the high voice 
of Duchess Jeanne; and Gorr^e told her in hia own airy graceful 
fashion, and made her laugh. 

“ If I did not tell her somc’tHing, God knows what she would 
conjecture,” he said to himself; and then he sat down to the 
breakfast-table beside the open windows, and made himself oliarm- 
iug in a gay and witty way that made the duchess think to 
herself: “S^ isiu love, but ho is not.” > '• 

■Vere sat'almdS silent. She could not imitate his intowiance, 
his gaiety, his abandonment to the immediate [hour, the skill 
with which he made apparent frankness serve as entire conceal¬ 
ment. 

• She sat in a sort of trance, only hearing the rich sweet cadence 
of the voice whose mere laughter was music, and whose mere 
murmur was a caress. 

The sunshine and the green water glancing through the spaces 
of the blinds, the pretty quaint figures moving up and down under 
the trees on the opposite bank; the scent of the mountain straw¬ 
berries and the Alpine flowers: the fragrance of the pine-woods 
filling the air; the voice of Oorreze, melodious even in its laughter, 
•crossed by the clear harsh imperious tones of Jeanne de Sonnaz; 
all seemed to Vere like the scenes and the soqjads of a dream, all 
blent together into a sweet confusion of sunshine and shade; of 
silver speech and golden silence. 

She had longed to meet him; she had dreaded to meet him. 
Month after month her heart had yearned and her courage had 
quailed; his eyes had said so much, and his lips had said nothing. 
They had been strangers so long, and now, all in a moment, ho 
was sitting at her table in familiar intimacy, he who had sung the 
Friere of Sully Prudliommo. 

Her eyes shone with unaccustomed light; her serious lips had 
a smile trembling on them; the coldness and the stillness which 
were not natural to her years, gradually changed and melted, as 
the snow before the sunbeams of summer; yet she felt restless 
and apprehensive. She wondered what he thought of her; if he 
condemned her in haste, as one amongst the many bought by a 
brilliant and loveless marriage; if he Mieved that the moth had 
forgotten the star and dropped to mere earthly fire ? 

She could not tell. . 

Corr^ze was not the Saint Baphael who had given her the 
rose; he was the Corrdze of Paris, witty, brilliant, careless, worldly- 
wise, bent on amusing and disarming the Duchosse de Sonnaz. 

Vere, who knew nothing of his motive, or of her peril, felt a 
chill of faint, intangible disappointment. She herself had no 
duality_ of nature; she had nothing of the flexible, changeful, 
many-sided tom Mr of the artist; she was always Vere, whether4 
fihe pleased or displeased, whether she were happy or unhuigpy; 
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wbe&et she ware witli Kng or peasaat rfie was always wBat she 
had heea hom; always Vere Herbert, never Vera Zouroff, though 
bhuTch and law had called her so. 

“She is like a pearl,” thought Corrfeze, watching her; “she has 
nothing of the opal or the diamond; she does not depend on light; 
she never changes or borrows oobur; she is like a pearl; nothing 
alters the pearl—till you throw it into the acid.” 

Meanwhile, as he thought so, he was making Jeanne de Sonnaz 
shed tears of inextinguishable laughter at stories of his friends of 
the ComMe i’ran 9 ais; for in common with all great ladies, her 
appetite was insatiable for anecdotes of the women whom she 
would not have visited, yet whom she copied, studied, and, though 
she would not have confessed it, often envied. 

"J/e diahle est entre,” thought the Duohesse Jeanne, ruffling 
the moss-rose amidst her lace, amused. 

" Le diahle n’entrera jamais,” thought Corrtee, who guessed very 
nearly what she was thinking. 

Vere was almost always silent. Every now and then she found 
his soft, pensive eyes looking at her, and then she looked away, 
and her face grew warm. 

What did he think of her? she was asking herself uneasily; 
he, who had bidden her keep herself unspotted from the world; ho 
who had sent her tije parable of the moth and the star, he, who fifled 
her thoughts and absorbed her life more absolutely than she had 
any idea of, had said nothing to her since the day he had bade her 
farewell at Trouville. 

Correze answered her in the same strain; and Tore listened, 
trying to detect in this gay and amiably cynical man of the world 
tho saviour of Pero Martin, the artist of the lyric drama, the hero 
of all her innocent memories and dreams. He was more kindred 
to her ideal when he grew more in earnest, and spoke of himself 
and his own art in answer to Jeanne de ^nnaz, who reproached 
him with apathy to the claims of Berlioz. 

" No ! ” ho said with some warmth ; “ I refuse to recognize the 
divinity of noise; I utterly deny the majesty of monster choruses; 
clamour and olangoiw are the death-knell of music, as drapery and 
so-called realism (which means, if it mean aught, that the drees is 
more real than tho form underneath it!) are the destruction of 
sculpture. It is very strange. Every day art in every other way 
becomes more natural and music more artificial. Every day I wake 
up expecting to hear myself dfnigrS and denounced as old-fashioned, 
b^use I sing as' .my nature as well as my training teaches me to 
do. It is very odd j there is such a cry for naturalism in other 
arts—wt have Millet instead of Claude ; we have Zola instead of 
Georges Sand; wc have Hnmas Jils instead of Corneille; we have 
Mercid instead of Ca'pova; bat in music we have precisely the 
reverse, «ind we have the elephantine creations, the elaborate and 
pompous combinations of Baireuth, and the Tone school, instead of 
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tile old sweet straieis of melo^ that went stndght and clear to the 
ear and the heartman. ^metimes my enemies write in thw 
journals that I sing as if 1 were a Tuscan peasant strolling through 
his com—how proud they make me 1 But they do not mean to do 
so. I will not twjst and emphasize. 1 trust to melody. I was 
taught music in its own country, and I will not sin against the 
canons of the Italians. They are right. Ehetoric is one thing, and 
song is another. Why confuse the two ? Simplicity is the soul of 
great music; as it is the mark of great passion. Ornament is out 
of place in melody which represents single emotions at their height, 
be they joy, or fear, or hate, or love, or shame, or vengeance, or 
whatsoever they will. Music is not a science any more than poetry 
is. It is a sublime instinct, like genius of all kinds. J. sing as 
naturally as other men speak; let me remain natural-” 

“But you are too strong for it to matter what they say I" 

Oorreze shrugged his shoulders. 

“ I am indifferent. Indifference is always strength. Just now 
I do as 1 like, to be sure, and yet I have the world with me. But 
that is only because I am ibe fashion. There is so much more of 
fashion than of fame in our generation. Fame was a grand thing, 
serious and solemn; the people gave it—such people as,ran before 
Correggio’s Madonna, as before a heaven-descended thing, and made 
Catherine of Sienna a living possibility in their midst. It was a 
grand guerdon, given in grand times. It is'too serious and too 
stern for us; we have only fashion ; a light thing that you crown 
one day and depose the next; a marsh light born of bad gases that 
dances up to one one moment, and dances away the next. Well, 
we have what we aro worth; so much is certain.” 

“ Do you think we always have the fate we merit ? ” said Vere 
in a low tone. 

CorrSzo looked up, and she thought his soft eyes grew stem. 

“ I have usually thought so, Princess;—yes.” 

“ It is a cruel doctrine.” 

“ And a false one ? Well—perhaps. So many side-winds blow; 
so many diseases aro in tho air; so many wandering ingots, here 
to-day and gone to-morrow, sting the plant and canker it—that is 
what you mean ? To be sure. When the aphis eats the rose it is 
no fault of the rose.” 

“ Zouroff is the aphis, I suppose,” thought Jeanne de Sonnaz as 
she looked at Tere. Do not speak in parables, CoirSze. It is 
detestable. A metaphor always halts somewhere, Uke an American 
paper I read last week, which said, ‘ Memphis is sitting in the ashes 
of woe and desolation, and our stock of groceries is ranning low 1' 
So Vera complains of fate and you of fame ?—^what ingraittude 1 ” 

“ Fame, duchesse I ” cried CorrSze. “ Pray do not use such a 
gros mot to me. Michael Angelo has fame, and Cromwell, and 
Monsieur Kdison, but a singer!—^we are the most ephemeral of all 
ephemeiidas. We are at best only a sound-just a sound t Whoa 
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we haye passed away into ‘ the immemorial silences ’ there is 
nothing left of us, no more than of the wind that blew through 
Corydon’s pipe,” 

“Monsieur Edison will tell you that Corydon’s pipe will be 
heard a thousand years hence through the skill of science.” 

“’What horror! ” said CorrSze. “ I think I never should have 
courage to sing another note if 1 believed that I should echo through 
all the ages in that way,” 

“ And yet you say that you want fame.” 

“ I think 1 never said that, madame. I said fame is not a gift 
of our times; and if it were, a singer would have no title to it.” 

“ You have something very like it at all events. When half a 
city drags your carriage like a chariot of victory-” 

“Caprice, madame; pure caprice,” said CorrSze. “I have 
happened for the moment to please them.” 

“ And what do Cajsar8, and Napoleons, and other rulers do?— 
happen for the moment to frighten them. Yours is the prettier 
part to play.” 

“ A su»ar-stick is prettier than a ramrod, but— “ 

“ You do not deserve the Kaiserinn’s strawberries,” said Jeanne 
de Sonnaz, tumbling the big berries nevertheless on to his plate. 

“I never deserved anything, but I have had much,” said 
Corrdze. “ Even Madame de Sonnaz, while she scolds, smiles on 
me—like Fortune.” 

“Madame Vera neither smiles nor scolds,” said the duchess. 
“ Perhaps she thinks Fortune and I have spoiled you.” 

“ Perhaps she thinks me beneath both favour and scorn.” 

Vere broke biscuits for Loris, and seemed not to have heard. 
She felt herself colour; for, though she was a groat lady, she was 
still very young. She could not follow his carelessness, easy banter, 
and its airy negligence hurt her. If ho had sent her the jewelled 
metaphor of the moth and the star, how could he be altogether 
indifferent to her fate ? She had felt that the song of Heine had 
been sung for her; yet now "she began to doubt whether the 
meaning .that she had given to it had not been her own delusion; 
whether the eloquence he liad thrown into the German words had 
not been the mere counterfeit emotion of an artist, the emotion of 
his Gennaro, of his Edgardo, of his llomeo. It is the doubt with 
which every artist is wronged by those for whom he feels the most. 
Vere, as she doubted, felt wounded and disillusioned. 

Breakfast ended, the duchesse nmde him sit out on the balcony 
under the awning; she made him smoke her cigarettes; she made 
him tell her more anecdotes of that artist life which she was con¬ 
vinced mat bo one long holidayone untiring carnival. ' Corrdze 
obeyed, and kept her amused. Vere sat within the window making 
lace, never caring to have her filers quite idle. 

Her heart jhad sunk; the shining river and the bright sunshine 
had giwwn dull j the old heavy burden of hopelessness and apathy 
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had fallen on her again. She did not find'her Saint Baphael, and 
she listened with‘pain as his laugh mingled with the 'shrill gay 
tones of tho duohcsse. Every one seemed able to bo Mppy, dr at 
least light-hearted, except hersjJfj it must bo some fault in her, 
she thought, 

Corrfizo, even as his eyes seemed to glance out to tho green 
river, or to fasten admiringly on the fouillis and moss-roses of his 
companion, in reality never ceased to see that figure which sat so 
still inside the window; with its white gown, its silver girdle, its 
proud bent head, its slender hands weaving tho thread lace. 

“ My pearl, that they set in a hog’s drinking trough! ” ho 
thought bitterly. “ Alas, no! not mine! never mine! If only 
she were at peace it would not matter, but she is not; she never 
will be; they cannot kill her soul in her, though they try iifu-d.” 

“But do they ever really pay Felix for their drosses,” tho 
duchesse was crying; “ or do they nof think, like Sheridan, that 
to pay any debt is a waste of good money V ” 

At that moment some Austrians of the Court were announced— 
handsome young chamberlains and aides-de-camp—who came to 
pay their homage to tho Princess Zouroff and her friend. 

After a little while tho duchesse monopolised them, as she had 
a talent for monopolising most things and most people; and 
Corrfizo, as he took his leave, found himself for one moment alone 
before Vero’s chair. 

The duchesse and the Austrians were all out on the balcony, 
laughing rather noisily, and planning riding parties, dining parties, 
hunting, boating, and all other means of diversion that the simpli¬ 
city of Ischl afforded. 

CorrSze hesitated a moment, then touched the lace-work on her 
cushion. 

“ Work for fairies. Princess,” he said, as his fingers caressed the 
cobweb of thread. 

“ Very useless, I am afraid—as useless as tho poor fairies are 
nowadays,” she answered, without looking up from it. 

“Useless? Surely not? Is not lace one of the industries of 
the world ? ” 

“ Not as I make it, I think. It is better tlian sitting with idle 
hands, that is all. When I have made a few* metres, then I give 
them to any poor girl I meet; she could make better herself, but 
she is generally good-natured enough to be pleased-” 

Her voice trembled a little as she spoke. The artist had made 
so much of her mental and spiritual life all through the past 
months, tliat it almost hurt her to have the man before her; to her 
he was ths lover, the poet, the king, the soldier, the pr^het, the 
cavalier of the ideal worlds in which he had become familiar to her. 
It was an effort to speak tranquilly and in^fferently to him as to 
any other drawing-room idler. 

“ It would not require much good-nature to be grateful foi.^any- 
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thing yon gaveCrar&ae ■wittk a smile. “ I am ratiia learned 
in 1^. 1 knew old women in Vemoe who even showed me the 
old forgotten point italien. May I show it to you ? It is almcst 
a lost art” a 

" His fingers, slender and agile, Ince the fingers of all artists, took 
up the threads and moved them in and out with skill. 

“ It is not man’s work,” he said, with a little low laugh; “ hut 
then you know I am an artist.” 

“You say that as Courcyused to say‘Je suit ni rd ni prince,’” 

“ Perhaps! No doubt le$ ms ef les princes laughed at Couroy.” 

"I do not think they did. Comoy’s.pride always seemed to mo 
so far above laughter.” 

“ You do not look at my point italien, madame,” said Correze. 

Instead of looking down at his fingers with the threads on them 
she looked up and met his eyes. The blood flew into her fair face; 
she felt confused and bewudered; the frankness of her nature 
moved her lips. 

“ I have wanted to tell you always,” she said hurriedly; “ to 
thank you—you sent me that necklace of the moth and t^ star ? ” 

Corr&se bowed his head over the lace. 

“ You forgive my temerity ? ” ho murmured. 

” What was there to forgive ? It was beautiful, and—and—^I 
understood. But it was not my fault that I sank.” 

Then she stopped suddenly; she remembered how much her words 
implied; she remembered all that they admitted of her marriage. 

Corrtee gazed on her in silence. It had been a mystery to him 
always, a mystery of perplexity and pain, that the innocent, reso¬ 
lute, proud nature which he had discerned in Vere Herbert should 
have bent so easily and so rapidly under the teaching of her mother 
to the tempting of the world. Again and again he had said to 
himself that that child had surely had a martyr's spirit and a 
heroine’s courage in her; yet had she succumbed to the first hour 
of pressure, the first whisper of ambition, like the weakest and 
vainest creature ever bom of woman. He had never understood, 
despite all his knowledge of Lady Dorothy, the sudden and un¬ 
resisted sacrifice of her daughter. Her words now startled and 
bewildered Mm; and showed him a deeper deep than any of which 
he had dreamed. 

More versed in the world’s suspicions than she, he saw the keen 
glittering eyes of the Duchess Jeanne studying them from the 
balcony, as she laughed and chattered with her chamherlains and 
.soldiers. Ho released the threads of the lace, and replaced the 
pillow, and bowed very low. 

“Yoa do me too much honour, Princess,” he murmured, too 
gently for them to reach the keen ears pf the brilliant spy of the 
baloon 3 r,i. 1 “ To .accept my allegory was condescension; to Mterpret 
it was sympathy; to forgive it is mercy. For aU three I thank 
you. :• Allow me-" 
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He bowed otyr ber hand, which he scarcely touched, bowed 
again to Madame do Sonnaz, and, then left the chamber. 

Yere took up her lace-work, and began afresh to entangle the 
threads. 

Her heart was heavy. 

She thought that he condemned her; he seemed to her cold and 
changed. 

“ How that stupid lace absorbs you, Vera! ” cried Jeanne de 
Sonnaz. “ The Emprciis has sent to us to ride with her at four, 
and there is a little sauterie in the evening up there. You cannot 
refuse.” 


CHAPTER XrX. 

Tub next morning Corr^ze, breakfasting at noon in the bay window 
of the bright Speisesaal that looks on the three-cornered Platz, and 
the trees on the esplanade, said to himself, " I ought to go away.” 

But ho did not resolve to go. 

The night before he also had been summoned to the Schloss. 
He was famous for his captiousness to sovereigns, but he had been 
to this summons obedient, and had been welcomed by all, from 
their majesties to the big dog; and had taken’his guitar, and sung, 
as he sang to please himself, and had been in his most brilliant and 
his most bewitching mood. In truth their majesties, charming 
and gracious and sympathetic though they were, had been of little 
account to him; what he had thought about, what he had simg to, 
was a tall slender form clothed in white, with waterlilios about her 
waist and throat, as though she were Undine. He approached her 
little; he looked at her always. The knowledge that she was 
there gave him inspiration; when he sang he surpassed himself; 
when he went away and strolled on foot down through the pine 
glades into the little town, he sang half aloud still; and an old 
forester, going to his work in the grey dawn, told his wife that ho 
had heard a Nix, with a voice like a nightingale, down in the heart 
of the woods. 

He remained always a mountaineer at heart. The grey still¬ 
ness and mist of the daybreak, the familiar smell of the pine- 
boughs, the innocent forest creatures that ran or flew before his 
feet, the gleam of snow on the peaks in the distance, the very moss 
at his feet bright with dew, all were delightM to him, and brought 
his boyhood back to him. 

Yet his heart was heavy because he had seen the woman he- 
could have loved j indeed, could no longer deny to himself that ho* 
did love her, and yet knew very well that she was as utterly lost to 
him as though-she had been a wraith of the, mouptain snow tl^t, 
would vanish at touch of thesonr^' ■ - -n.! .. ■ 



236 MOTES. 

All things were well with him, and fortune spoiled him, as he 
had said. 

As he sat at breakfast in the wide sunny window, and opened 
his “ Figaro,” he read of the affec^n of Paris for him, the regret 
of a world which has, like a bcautmil woman, so many to teach it 
forgetfulness, that any remembrance in absence is unusual homage. 
A courtier brought him from the court a silver casket of old niello 
work inlaid with precious stones, and having a miniature by Peni- 
caudius in the lid, and, what he cared for more, a bidding from the 
Kaiser to hunt chamois amongst the ice-peaks of the Dachstein at 
daybreak on the morrow. The post arriving brought him little 
scented letters which told him, in language more or less welcome, 
that the universal regret of the many was shared in deeper and 
tenderer sentiment by the few; and some of these could not fail to 
charm his vanity, if they failed to touch his heart. Yet ho had 
not much vanity, and he was used to all those favours of peoples, 
of sovereigns, of beauties. They rained on him as rose-leaves rain 
•on grass in midsummer; and it was the height of summer with 
him, and none of his rose-leaves were faded. Still- 

“ 1 ought to go,” he thought, and that thought absorbed him. 
lie discerned the influence his presence had on Vere. He knew 
too well his power on women to mistake its exercise. He saw 
what she had not seen herself; he had long endeavoured to avoid 
her; he had long feared for them both, the moment when the 
•accidents of society should bring them in contact. No vanity and 
no selfishness moved him; but an infinite compassion stirred in 
him, and an infinite sorrow. 

“ If I let myself love her, my life will be ruined. She will 
never be as others have been. There will he nothing between us 
ever except an immense regret.” So he thought as he sat looking 
outl^on the sunshine that played on the silver and gold of the 
emperor’s casket. 

At that moment they brought him from Madame do Sonnaz a 
note bidding him dine with her that night. CorrSze penned in 
reply a graceful excuse, pleading that he was to set out for the 
Dachstein at nightfall. “ Who shall say that wo need Nihilism,” 
he wrote in conclusion, “ when a public singer scales- ice-peaks with 
a Kaiser?” 

His answer despatched, ho lit another cigar, and watched the 
Traun water gleam under the old grey arches of the bridge. 

“ So she thinks I shall help her to her vengeance on Sergius 
ZovxoS,” he thought “ Vom ete» mat tombSe, duchesse I ” 

August noontide is cool enough in the duchy of Salzburg; he 
did not feel in the mood for the chattex of the casino an4 the 
humours of the Trinkhallo; for the pretty women in their swinging 
chairs, and whist and dearie in the river balconies; there were half 
A hundred people hero who in another half h6ur would seize on him 
beyond, escape, as they trooped back from their morning exercise 
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and baths. He bethought himself of an offer of horses made him, 
by a Grand Duke* staying there, sent a line to the Duke’s equerry, 
and, before his acquaintances had returned from the Triukhalle, 
-was riding slowly out on a hai^ome Hungarian mare, taking his 
road by chance, as he paced ow of the little town, following the 
■ways of the Traun as it flowed along towards Styria, with the 
wood-clothed hills rising to right and left. 

There is a noble road that runs through tho Wcissbach Thai to 
the lake of Atterseo. It is sixteen miles or more of forest roadway. 
Tho woods are grand, the trees are giants, moss-grown with age, 
and set in a wilderness of ferns and flowers; the Weisbach rushes 
through them white with perpetual foam; tho groat hills are half 
light, half gloom beyond the branches, and there is the grey of 
glaciers, the aerial blue of crevasses, for ever shining behind tho 
forest f Jiage, where the clouds lie on the mountains, where summer 
lightnings flash and summer rains drift like mist. The place is full 
of birds, and all wild woodland creatures; there is scarcely a habi¬ 
tation from one end of the road to the other. Where any wood has 
been cleared, there are tracks of lilac heather, agd of broom; hero 
and there is a cross telling of some sudden death from flood, or frost, 
or woodman’s misadventure ; under the broad drooping branches of 
the Siberian pines, countless little streams rise and bubble through 
the grasses; and at the end of it all there is .the blue bright lake, 
blue as a mouse-ear, bright as a child’s eyes; the largest lake in all 
Austria; the Attersoe. 

War-worn Europe has little left that is more beautiful than that 
grand tranquil solitary forest-ride, with that azure water for its goal 
and crown. 

Tho Attersee is very lovely, blue as the Mediteimncan; 
radiantly, wonderfully blue; sweeping away into the distance to 
the Schatlherg range, with white-sailed boats upon it, and hero and 
there, alas 1 the trail of a steamer as tho vessels go to and from 
Unterach and Steinbach and Nussdorff. 

At Wcissbach the meadows go close down to the water, meadows 
of that rich long flower-filled grass that is the glory, of Austria and 
grows all about the little white stone quays; tho boats come up to 
the edge of the meadows, and the rowers, or those who sail in them, 
land in that knee-deep grass, under the shade of beech trees. 
There is a little summer inn on the shore, with balconies and hang¬ 
ing creepers; it is modest and does not greatly hurt the scene; tho 
hills rise sheer and hold above it. A little higher yet are the 
mountains of the Hochlaken and Hoellen ranges, where you can 
shoot, if you will, the golden eagle and the vulture. 

Corrtee, beguiled by the beauty of the road, followed it leisurely, 
till it led him to the Attersee in some two hours’ time. There he 
dismounted and strolled about. ,Jt was not very often that he had 
leisure for long quiet hims in the open air, hut he always enjoyed 
them; he felt angry with himself that in this pure atmosphere, in 
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this serene loveliness, ho remained dissatisfied ?md ill at ease— 
becanse he was alone. 

Do what he would he could not forget the grand troubled eyes 
ef Vere, and the accent of her voise when she had said, “ It was 
not my fault that I sank 1 ” 

“ Nothing could ever be her fault," ho thought, “ yet what could 
they do to her so quickly ? What force could her mother use ? ” 

He left the mare in the inn stable for rest, and wandered up 
into the higher slopes of the hills, leaving the lake with its boats 
that came and wont, its meadows, dotted with human butterflies, 
its little landing-place with flags flying. “The forest-road is 
grander," he said, and told his groom to lead the horse back after 
him when it was rested; he meant to return to Ischl on foot. 
Fifteen miles of woodland on a summer afternoon is more charming 
out of saddle than in it. 

“ With a horse one must go so terribly straight,” he thought to 
himself; “ it is the by-paths that are the charm of the forest; the 
turning to left or to right at one’s whim; the resting by the way, 
the losing oneself «6ven, and the chance of passing the night under 
the stars; the pleasure of being young again at our old ecole huis~ 
sonihre. All that is inevitably lost when one rides.” 

So he turned his back on the blue Atterseo, and walked home 
along the dale, that , seemed a path of green and gold as the sun¬ 
beams of afternoon shone through the trees. 

There is a jiart that is more moorland, where the pines have 
been felled and the heather grows alone; the sandy road track runs 
between the lilac plumes, lying open to the light for a little while 
before it plunges again into the deep sweet shadows of the forest 
growth. On flie crest of that more open part he saw two human 
figures and a dog; they were dark and colourless against the bright 
afternoon light, yet, in an instant, ho recognised them—they were 
the figures of Vere and of a liussian servant. 

In a few moments he could overtake them, for they moved 
slowly. He hesitated—doubted—said to himself that he would do 
best to turn back again whilst he was still unseen. At that 
moment Vere paused, looked behind her to see the sun going 
towards its setting above the mountains, and saw also himself. 

He hesitated no more, but approached her. 

Ho saw that delicate colour, that was like the hue of the wild 
rose he had once given her, come into her face; but she gave him 
her hand simply and cordially, and he bowed over it with his head 
uncovered. 

“You have been to the lake. Princess? So have but the 
forest is better. The Atterseo has too many people by it, and I 
saw a funnd in the distance—ail illusicm was destroyed.” 

“ Thjil^mers make the tour of it, tmhappily. But this forest 
road is .Amect, I send my ponies On to Wait for me by the 
Chor^hS^ clause*—and you?” 
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“I have left my horse, or rather Duke Ludwig’s horse, to follow 
me. She is a young mare, and needs one’s attention, which spoils 
the pleasures of the wood. What a grand country it isl If it did 
not rain so often it would be Arcadia. Are you strong enough to 
walk so far, madame ?” 

The “madame” hurt (him to say, and hurt her to hear. She 
answered, a little hurriedly, that she liked walking—it never hurt 
lior—^in Paris she could walk so little, that tired her far more. And 
OorrSze, unasked but rmrepulsed, strolled on beside her; the grim 
white-bearded servant behind them. 

She was dressed with perfect simplicity in something cream- 
hued and soft, but he thought that she looked lovelier than she had 
done even in her jewels and her ndnuphars at night. 

“ 0 gioventu, primavera della vita 1 ” he thought. “ Even a 
tyrant like the Muscovite cannot altogether spoil its glories.’’ 

They had come now into the fragrant gloom of the forest, where 
the trees stood thick as bowmen in a fight in olden days, and 
the mountains rose behind them stern and blue like tempest-clouds, 
while the silence was full of the fresh sound of rushing waters. 

Loris was darting hither and thither, chasing hares, scenting 
foxes, starting birds of all species, but never going very far afield 
from his mistress. 

They walked on almost in silence—the woodland had that 
beauty amidst which idle speech seems a sort of profanation—and 
Oorrdze was musing— 

“ Shall 1 tell her the truth, and frighten her and disgust her, 
and never see her face again, except across the gas-glare of the 
Grand Opdra ? Or shall I keep silence, and try and deserve her 
trust, and try and be some shield between her and the world they 
have cast her into; and become in time, perhaps, of some aid and 
service to her ? One way is selfish and easy; the other-” 

He knew himself, and knew women, too well to be blind to any 
of the dangers that would befall both in the latter course; but an 
infinite compassion was in him for this young and beautiful 
woman ; a deep tenderness was in him for her—^mournful and wist¬ 
ful—quelling pas-sion. He for ever reproached himself that ho 
bad not followed his impulse, and cast prudence to the winds, and 
stayed by the gray northern sea and saved her, whilst yet there 
had been time, from the world and from her mother. 

They paced onward side by side. 

The old man-servant followed with a frown on his brows. He 
knew CJorrSze by Sight, he had seen all Petersburg wild with adora¬ 
tion of their idol, running before his sledge, and strewing flowers 
and evergreens on the frozen earth in his honour; but he did liot 
think it fitting for a mere fore^ singer to walk side by side with 
the Princess^ ^uroff. Hevertheless, he kept respectfully his duo 
distance behind them, marvelling' only whether it would lie within 
his duty to tell his master this strange summer day’s stroU. 
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“Madame de Sonnaz Is not with you to-day?” Corrkc was 
saying as he roused himself from his mwitation.' 

Vere answered him: “No. She has many other friends in 
Ischl; she is with the Archduchess Sophie.” 

“ Ah! You like Madame .de Sonnaz ? Of course you do, since 
you travel together.” 

“ She offered to come with me. M. Zouroff accepted for me. It 
was very kind of her.” 

“ Bah 1 And that is the way they trick you, and you never 
dream of their shame! ” thought Corrfize, as he merely said aloud, 
“The duchesse is very witty, very charming; she must be an 
amusing companion—when she is in a good humour! ” 

“ You do not like her ? You seemed as if you did yesterday.” 

It w’as a little reproach that unconsciously escaped her. His 
gallantries and his persiflage at the breakfast had hurt her too much 
for her to so soon forget them. 

“ I like her as I like alt her world,” said Corriizc. “ I like her 
with my intelligence infinitely; with my heart, or what does duty 
for it, I abhor her.” 

“ You separate intelligence and feeling, then ? ” 

“ By five thousand leagues 1 Will M. Zouroff join you hero ? ” 

" He will meet us at Vienna; Madame do Sonnaz is going tc 
stay with mo at Svir.” 

“ You will be long in Russia ? ” 

“ Oh no; the two next months, perhaps.” 

“ But so much long travel; does it not tire you, since you are 
not strong ? ” 

" I think I am strong enough. It is not that; I am tired—but 
it is of being useless.” 

She would have said joyless and friendless too, but she knew 
that it was not well for any lamentation to escajie her which could 
seem to cast blame upon her husband, or ask pity for herself. 

“ I am as useless as the lace I make,” she said more lightly, to 
take weight off her words. “ There is so much routine in the life 
we lead; I cannot escape from it. The days are all swallowed up 
by small things. When I was a child, and read of the old etiquette 
of Versailles, of the grand convert and the petit convert, and the 
iris petit convert, and all the rest of the formal divisions of the 
hours, I used to think how terrible it must have been to be the king; 
but our lives are much the same, they are divided between petite 
converts and grands converts, and there is no other time left.” 

“ Yes, mnr great world is much like their great world—only with 
the dignity left out 1" said OorrSze, as he thought— 

No head but some world genius should rest 
Above the treasures of that perfect breast. 

.Tet thou art bound— 

O waste of nature I—to a shameless hound; 

To shameless lust ! . . , Athene to a ^tyr. 
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■“And how did they make her take the Satyr?” he mused. 
“ She is not a re«l to be blown by any wind, nor yet a clay to bo 
moulded by any hand. What force did Miladi Dolly use? ” 

“ It is very difficult to be of much use,” Vcre said once more 
as she walked on; “they say ope does more harm than good by 
charity, and what else is there?” 

“Your own iMasantry? In those Kussian villages there must 
be so much ignorance, so much superstition, so little comprehension 
of the value of freedom or morality-" 

“ My husband does not like me to interfere with the peasantry; 
and, beside, I am so rarely in tliat country. The little I can do, I 
do in Paris. Ah! ” She interrupted herself with a sudden remem¬ 
brance, and a smile beamed over her fece, as she turned it to 
Corr6ze. “ I know Pke Martin and his daughter; how they love 
youl They told me everything. What simple good creatures 
they are! ” 

Corrfeze smiled too. 

“ They are like the public—they over-estimate me sadly, and 
their enthusiasm dowers me with excellencies that I never pos¬ 
sessed. How came you to find that father and daughter out. 
Princess ? I thought they lived like dormice.” 

She told him the litfle tale; and it drew them together, and 
made them more at ease one with another by its community of 
interest, as they moved slowly down the woo'dland road through 
the leafy dusky shadows. For in the heart of each there was a 
dread that made them nervous. She thought always: “ If only he 
will spare me my husband’s name.” And he thought: “ If only 
she would never speak to me of her husband! ” 

Memories were between them that held them together, as the 
thought of little dead children will sometimes hold those who have 
loved and parted for ever. 

He longed to know what force, or what temptation, had brou^t 
her to this base and joyless marriage; but his lips were shut. He 
had saved her from the insillt of Noisette, but he thought she did 
not know it; ho went yearly to hear the lark sing on the head of 
the cliff where he had gathered her rose, but he theught she knew 
nothing of that either. Yet the sense of these things was between 
them; and he dared not look at her as he went on down the moun¬ 
tain road. 

She was thinking always of his bidding to her, when she had 
been a child, to keep unspotted from the world. She longed to tell 
him that she had not stooped to the guilt of base vanities when she 
had given herself to Sergius Zouvoff, but her lips were shut. 

“ I must not blame my mother, nor my husband,” she thought. 
Her cheeks burned as she felt, since he had saved her from the 
outrage of the Eermesso, that he must know the daily insults of 
her hfe. She was troubled, confused, oppressed; yet the charm 
•of his presence held her like an incantation. She went slowly 
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through the grand old wood, as.jjpensor’s heroines through en¬ 
chant^ forests. •; 

“ You said that you like Madame de Sonnaz ?” he asked again 
abruptly. 

“She is very agreeable,” she said, hesitatingly; “and she is 
very good-natured to me; she reminds me of many things that I 
displease Prince Zouroff h}; mere trifles of ceremonies and obser¬ 
vances that I forget, for I am very forgetful, you know.” 

“ Of little things, perhaps; thoughtfiil people often are. Big 
brains do not easily hold trifles. ,So Madame de Sonnaz plays the 
part of Mentor to you about these little packets of starch that the 
beau monde thinks are the staff of life ? That is kind of her, for 1 
think no one ever more completely managed to throw the starch 
over their loft shoulder than she has done 1 ” 

“You do not like her? ” ' 

“ Oh 1 one always likes great ladies and pretty women. Not 
that she is pretty, but she has du charme, which is perhaps more. 
All I intended to say was, that she is not invariably sincere, and it 
might be as well that you should remember that, if she be intimate 
enough with you to give you counsels-” 

“ My husband told me to always listen to, and follow what she 
said. He has, I believe, a great esteem for her.” 

Correa swore an oath, that only a foxglove heard, as he stooped 
to gather it. Thoih was a great disgust on his mobile face, that 
she did not see, as he was bending down amongst the blossoms. 

“ No doubt,” he said briefly; “ esteem is not exactly what the 
Duchesse Jeanne has inspired or sought to inspire; but M. Zouroff 
possibly knows her better than I can do-” 

“But is she not a good woman?” Vore asked, with a littlo 
sternness coming on her delicate face. 

Oorr^ze laughed a little; yet there was a great compassion in 
his eyes as he glanced at her. 

“ Good ? Madame Jeanne ? lam afraid she would laugh very 
much if she heard you. Yes; she is very good for five minutes 
after she has left the confessional—for she docs go to confess, though 
I cannot imagine her telling truth there. It would be trap bour¬ 
geoises 

“ You speak as if she were indeed not good 1 ” 

“Good? bad? If there wore only good and bad in this world 
it would not matter so much,” said CorrSze a little recklessly and 
at random. “ Life would not be such a disheartening affair as it is. 
Unfortunately the majority of people are neither one nor the other, 
and have little inclination for either crime or virtue. It would bo 
nlroost as absurd to condraim them as to admire them., They are 
like tracks of shifting s^nd, in which nothing good or bad can tako 
root. To me they are Imore,despairing to contemplave. than the 
darkest depth of evil; ouk,of that may come such hope as comes of 
rade{nption and remorse, bat in the vast, frivolous, featureless mass. 
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of society there is no hope. It. as like a feather bed, in which the 
finest steel must; lose 'point and po 1-” 

“ But is the Huchesse, de Sonnaz characterless ? frivolous, 
perhaps, but surely *not' characterless ? ” said 'Vere, with that 
adherence to the simple point oi. argument and rejection of all ^s- 
cursiveness which had once made her the despair of her mother. 

“ See for yourself. Princess,” said CorrSze suggestively. “ What 
she has, or has not, of character may well become your study. 
When we are intimate with any person it is very needful to know 
them well; what one’s mere acquaintances are matters little, one 
can no more count them than count the gnats on a summer day; 
but about our ftiends we cannot be too careful.” 

“ She is not my friend; I have not any friend.” 

There was a loneliness and a melancholy in the simplicity of 
the words that was in pathetic contrast with that position which so 
many other women envied her. 

Tender words, that once said could never have been withdrawn, 
and w'ould have divided him from her for ever, rose to the lips of 
Correze, but he did not utter them; he answered her with equally 
simple seriousness— 

“ I can believe that you have not. You would find them perhaps 
in a world you are not allowed to know anything of; a world of 
narrow means but of wide thoughts and high ideals. In our world 
—I may say ours, for if you are one of its great ladies I am one of 
its pets and playthings, and so may claim a place in it—there is 
v€ry little thought, and there is certainly no kind of ideal beyond 
winning the Grand Prix for one sex, and being better dressed than 
everyb^y, for the other. It is scarcely possible that you should 
find much sympathy in it; and without sympathy there is no 
friendship. There are noble people in it still here and there, it is 
true, but the pity of modern life in society is that all its hafcits, its 
excitements, and its high pressure, make as effectual a disguise 
morally as our domino in Carnival ball does physically. Every¬ 
body looks just like everybody else. Perhaps, as under the domino, 
so under the appearance, there may be groat nobility as great 
deformity; but ^ look alike. Were Socrates -amongst us he 
would only look like a club-bore, and were there Messalina she 
would only look—well—look much like our Duchesse Jeanne.” 

Vera glanced up at him quickly, then reddened slightly, and 
rose from the bench. 

" What a baseness I am committing to speak ill of a woman 
who gave me her smiles and her strawberries,” thought Corrdze. 
“ Nevertheless, warned against Madame Jeanne she must be, even 
if she tlunk me ever so treacherous to give the warning. Sh6 
knows nothing; it would be as well she should know nothing; 
only, if site be not on her guard, Jeanne will hurt her—some way. 
The mistress of Zouroff wul neyer forgive his wife, and Casse-une- 
Oroftte would pardon her more r^ily than would the wife of Duo 
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Paul. .0 (}od! what a world to throw her into! The white doo 
of Kylstone cast into a viviseotor’s torture trough'!” 

And what could he say to her of it all ? ^ Nothing. 

Midway in this dale of Weissbach there is a memorial cross, 
with a rude pmuting; the trees are maje.stio and gigantic there; 
there is a wooden bench; and a little way down, under the trees, 
there is the river broken up by rooks and stones into eddies and 
freshets of white foam. 

“.Eest here. Princess,” said Corrdze. “ You have walked several 
miles by this, and that stick parasol of yourris no alpenstock to help 
you much. Look at those hills through the trees; one sees here, 
if nowhere else, what the poets’ ‘ blue air ’ means. Soon the sun 
will set, and the sapphire blue will be cold grey. But rest a few 
momeuts, and I will gather you some of that yellow gentian. You 
keep your old love of flowers, I am sure ? ” 

Vere smiled a little sadly. 

“ Indeed, yes; but it is with flowers as with everything else, I 
think, in the world; one cannot enjoy them for the profusion and 
the waste of them everywhere. "When one thinks of the millions 
that die at one ball 1—and no one hardly looks at them. The most 
you hear any one say is, ‘ the rooms look very well to-night.’ And 
the flowers die for that.” 

“That comes of the pretentious prodigality we call civilisation,” 
said Oorreze. “ Mdrc prosaically it is just the same with food; at 
every grand dinner enough food is wasted to feed a whole street, 
and the number of dishes is so exaggerated that half of them go 
away untasted, and even the other half is too much for any mortal 
appetite. I do not know why we do it; no one enjoys ij ; Lazarus 
out of the alleys might, perhaps, by way of change, but then he is 
never invited.” 

“ Everything in our life is so exaggerated,” said Vere, with a 
sigh of fatigue, as she recalled the endless weariness of the state 
banquets, the court balls, the perpetual succession of entertainments, 
which in her world represented pleasure. “ There is nothing but 
exaggeration everywhere; to mo it always seems vulgarity. Ojjr 
dress is overloaded like our dinners; our days are over-filled like 
our houses. Who is to blame ? The leaders of society, I suppose.” 

“ Leaders like Madame Joanne,” said Oorrfeze quickly. 

She smiled a little. 

“ You are very angry with her 1 ” • 

“Princess—frankly, I do not think she is a fit companion for 
you.” 

“ My husband thinks that she is so.” 

’ “ Then there is no more to be said, no doubt,” said COiVreze with 

his teeth shut, “ For me to correct the judgment of /M. Zouroff 
would bo too great presumption.” ' 

“ You may be quite right,” said Vere. “ But you see it is not for 
mo tq question; I have only to obey.” 
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Corrfeze choked ah oath into silence, and wandered a little way 
towards the water to gather another foxglove. 

Yere sat on the low bench under the crucifix on the great tree; 
she had taken off her hat; she had the flowers in her lap; her dress 
was white; •she had no ornament of any sort; she looked very 
like the child who had sat with him by the sweotbriar hedge on 
Calvados. Taller, lovelier, with a different expression on her grave, 
proud face, and all the questioning eagerness gone for ever from her 
eyes; yet, for the moment, very like—so like, that, but for the 
gleam of the diamond circlet that was her marriage ring, ho would 
have forgotten. 

He came and leaned against one of the great trees, and watched 
the shadows of the leaves flutter on her white skirts. He realised 
that he loved her more than he had ever loved anything on earth— 
and she was the wife of Sergius Zonroff., She was no more Vere, 
but the Princess Vera, and her world thought her so cold that it had 
called her the edelweiss. 

He forced himself to speak of idle things. 

“After all,” he said aloud, “ when all is said and done,I do be¬ 
lieve the artistic life to be the happiest the earth holds. To be sure, 
there is a general feeling still that we do not deserve Christian 
burial, but that need not much trouble a living man. I think, 
despite all the shadows that envy and obtusenoss, and the male¬ 
volence of the unsuccessful rival, and the absurdities of the incapable 
critic, cast upon its path, the artistic life is the finest, the truest, the 
most Greek, and so the really happiest. Artists see, and hear, and 
feel more than other people; when they are artists really, and not 
mere manufacturers, as too many are or become. My own art has a 
little too much smell of the footlights; I have too few hours alone 
with Beethoven and Mozart, and too many with the gaslit crowds 
before me. Yet it has many beautiful things in it; it is always 
picturesque, never mediocre. Think of my life beside a banker’s 
in his parlour, beside a lawiyer’s in the courts, they are like spiders 
shut up in their own dust. I am like a swallow, who always sees 
the sun because he goes where it is summer.” 

“ It is always summer with you.” There was a tinge of regret 
and of wistfulness in her voice of which she was not conscious. 

“ It will be winter henceforward,” he thought as he answered: 
“ Yse }i, iWhas been so. I have been singularly fortunate—^perhaps as 
mu A in the*temporament I was bom with as in other things; for, 
if jwe, @iospe any very gfeat calamity, it is our own nature that 
malois it eumpaer or aiafees it winter with us.” 

“ But If •you were in Siberia,” said Vere with a faint smile; 
“ could yniu make it summer there ? ” 

“ I wo\ld try,” said Correze. “ I suppose Nature would look 
grand there sometimes, and there would be one’s fellow-creatures. 
But then, you know, it has been my good fortune always to bo in 
the sun; I am no judge of darkness. I dread it. Sometimes I 
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wake in the night and think if I lost my voice all suddenly, as I 
may any day, how should I bear it?—^to be living' and only a 
memory to the public, as if I were dead—scarcely a memory even ; 
there is no written record of song, and its mere echo soon goes off 
the ear. How should I bear it—^to be dumb? to be dethroned? I 
am afraid I should bear it ill. After all, one may be a coward 
without knowing it.” 

“ Do not speak of it! ” said Vere quickly, with a sense of pain. 
Mute! That voice which she thought had all the melody that 
IKtets dream of when they write of angels 1 It hurt her even to 
imagine it. 

“ It could not be worse than Siberia, and men live through that,” 
said CorrSze. “ Have you not seen. Princess, at a great ball, some 
one disappear quickly and quietly, and heard a whisper run through 
the dancers of ‘ Tomsk,’ and caught a look on some few faces that 
told you a tarantass was going out into the darkness, over the snow, 
full gallop, with a political prisoner between his guards ? Ah ! it 
is horrible! When one has seen it it makes one feel cold, even at 
noon in midsummer, to remember it.” 

“Russia is always terrible,” said Vere, with a little shudder. 
“ Nowhere on earth are there such ghastly contrasts ; you live in a 
hothouse with your palms, and the poor are all round you in the 
ice; everything is like that.” 

“ And yet you are Russian,” said Correze a little cruelly and 
bitterly,’; for he had never forgiven her quick descent into her 
mother’s toils, her quick acceptance of temptation. “ You are cer¬ 
tainly Russian. You are no longer Vere even; you are Princess 
Veia." 

“ I am always Vere,” she said in a low tone. “ They must call 
me what they will, but it alters nothing.” 

“ And Vera is a good name, too,” said Corr&se, bending his eyes 
almost sternly on hers. “ It means Faith.” 

“ Yes ; it means that.” 

He glided into the grass at the foot*of the tree, and sat there, 
leaning on his elbow, and looking towards her; it was the attitude 
in which she had seen him first upon the beach at Trouville. 

He was always graceful in all he did; the soft-afternoon light 
was upon his face; he had thrown his broad felt hat upon the grass; 
a stray sunbeam wandered in the bright brown of his hair. 

Vere glanced at him, and was about to speak; then hesitated— 
paused—at last unclosed her lips so long shut in silence. 

“You remember that you bade mo keep myself unspotted from 
the world ? ” she said suddenly. “ I want to tell yon, that I strive 
always to do so—^yes, I do. I was never ruled by ambition and 
vanity—M you think. I cannot tell you more; but, if you under¬ 
stand me at all, you will understand that that is true.” ' 

“ I knew it without your telling me.” 

Hi ceased to remember that ever ho had suspected her, or ever 
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reproached her. It was a mystery to him that this proud, strong, 
pure nature should have ever been brought low by any force; but 
he accepted the fact of it as men in their faith accept miracles. 

“ She was such a child; who can tell what they did or said ? ” 
ho mused, as an infinite tenderness and compassion came over him. 
This woman was not twenty 3 ’et, and she had tasted all the deepest 
bitterness of life, and all its outrages of passion and of vice 1 

She was to him like one of the young saints of old, on whom 
tyrants and torturers spent all the filth and fury of their will, yet 
could not touch the soul or break the courage of the thing that 
they dishonoured. 

Women had not taught him reverence. He had found them 
frail wlien ho had not found them base, but, as great a reverence 
as ever moved Gawaine or Sintram, moved him towards Vgro now. 
Ha feared to speak lest he should offend her; it was hard to give 
her sympathy, even to give her comprehension, without seeming to 
offer her insult. He knew that she was too loyal to the man whose 
name she bore to bear to hear him blamed, with whatsoever justice 
it might bo. 

lie was silent, while leaning on his arm, and looking down upon 
the cups and sceptres of the green moss on wliich he rested. If ho 
looked up at her face he feared his strength of self-control would 
fail him, and his lips be loosened. 

Vere bound together his wild flowers one "by one. She longed 
for him to believe her guiltless of the low ambitions of the world; 
she could not bear that he should fancy the low temptations of the 
world’s wealth and rank had ever had power over her. 

Yet she was the wife of Sergius Zouroff. What could she hope 
to make him think in face of that one fact ? 

Suddenly he looked up at her; his brilliant eyes were dim with 
tears, yet flashed darkly with a sombre indignation. 

» “ I imderstand,” he said at last, his old habit of quick and elo¬ 
quent speech returning to him. “ 1 think I have always understood 
without words; I think all the world does. And that is why one 
half of it at least has no forgiveness for you—^Princess.” 

He added the title with a little effort; it was as a curb on his 
memory, on his impulse; he set it as a barrier between him and her. 

“ It is I who do not understand,” said Vere with a feint smile, 
and an accent of interrogation. She did not look away from the 
wood-flowers. His eyes fed themselves on the lines of her delicate 
and noble features; he breathed quickly; the colour came into his 
face. 

“ No; you do not lunderstand,” he said rapidly. " There is 
your danger. There is your weakness. Do you know what it costs 
to bo an'unocent woman in the world you live in?—^the great world 
as it calls itself, God help us! To to chaste in mind and body, 
thought and deed, to to innocent in soul and substance, not merely 
with sufficient abstinence from evil not to endanger poaHon, not 
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mcSrcly’'witli physical coldness that can deny the passions it is 
diverted to influence, but real chastity, real innocence, which recoils 
from the shadow of sin, and shrinks from the laughter of lust. Do 
•you know what the cost of such are? I will tell you. Their cost 
is isolation—the sneer they are branded with is ‘ out of fashion ’— 
no one will say it, perhaps, but all will make you feel it. If you be 
ashamed to go half clothed; if you be unwilling to laugh at innu¬ 
endoes ; if you be unable to understand an indecency in a song, or 
a gag at a theatre; if you do not find a charm in suggested filth ; if 
you do not care to have loose women for your friends, however high 
may be their rank; if adultery look to you all the worse because it 
is a domestic pet and plaything; and if immorality seem to you 
but the more shameful because it is romped with at the children’s 
hour, danced with at the Queen’s call, made a guest at the house- 
parties, and smuggled smilingly through the custom-officers of 
society—if you be so behind your time as this, you insult your 
generation ; you are a reproach to it, and an ennui. The union of 
society is a Camorra or Mafia. Those who are not of it must at 
least subscribe to it, aud smile on it, or they are lost. There is 
your danger, my Princess of Faith, llow can they forgive you, any 
one of them, the women who have not your loveliness and your 
mind, and to whom you are a perpetual, an unconscious, an inex¬ 
orable rebuke ? Clothed with innocence is metaphor and fact with 
you, and do you understand the women of your world so little yet 
as not to understand that they would pardon you the nakedness of 
vice much sooner than they ever will those stainless robes which 
you share with the children and the angels ? ” 

He ceased; eloquence when he was moved was habitual as 
song had been to him in his childhood when he had gathered his 
sheep and goats on the green alp. He paused abruptly, because, 
had he spoken more, he would have uttered words that could never 
have been recalled, words that would have been set for ever be¬ 
tween them like a gulf of flame. 

Vere had listened; her face had flushed a little, then had 
grown paler than was even usual to her. She understood now well 
enough—too well; an intense sweetness and a vague shame came 
to her with his words; the one that he should read her soul so 
clearly, the other that ho should know her path so dark, her fate 
so hateful. 

She gathered the wood-flowers together and rose. 

“ I am far from the angels and yon think too well of me,” she 
said, with a tremor in her voice. “ I think the sun is sotting ; it 
grows late.” 

Corrdze rose, with a sigh, to his feet,'and raised her hat from 
the ground. ' 

“Yes, It will soon be dark; very dark to me. 'Princess, 
will you think of what I said? will you be on your guard with 
yourfots?” 
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“Wto are they?” ‘ 

“ All women, most men. In a word, a world that 'is not fit; 
for your footsteps.” 

Vere was silent, thinking. 

“I have more courage than insight,” she said, with a little 
smile, at last; “ and it is easier to me to endure than to influence. 
I think I influence no one. It must be my fault. They say I 
am wanting in sympathy.” 

“ Nay, the notes around you are too coarse to strike an echo 
from you—that is all. You have a perfect sympathy with all that 
is noble, but they never give you that." 

“ Let us move quickly, the sun is set,” she said, as she took her 
hat from him, and walked on down the forest road. 

Neither spoke. In a little time they had reached the sluices, 
where the imprisoned timbers lay awaiting the weekly rush of tho 
waters. There a little low carriage with some mountain ponies, 
lent her by the Court, was awaiting her. 

Keeping his wild blossoms of tho forest in one hand, she gave 
him tho other. 

“ I shall see you to-morrow ? ” she] asked, with tho frank sim¬ 
plicity and directness of her nature. 

He hesitated a moment, then answered: “To-night I go up 
into tho Thorstein ice-fields; we may be away some days; but 
when I come down from the mountains, yes; certainly yes, 
mad.ame, I will have the honour of saluting you once more. And 
I will bring you some edelweiss. It is the flower they call you 
after in Paris.” 

“ Uo they ? I did not know it. Adieu.” 

Her little postilion, a boy from the Imperial stables, with a 
silver horn and a ribboned and tasselled dress, cracked his whip, 
and the ixmies went away at a trot down towards the valley, whilst 
beyond, tho last brightness of daylight was shining above the 
grey-w)iitc sheet of the Carl Eisfehl that rose in view. 

Correze stood on tho edge of the wilderness of timber, lying in 
disorder in the dry bod of the river, awaiting the loosening of tho 
White Brook floods to float them to the Traun. Some birds began 
singing in the wood; as the sun set behind the glacier. 

“ They are singing in my heart too,” thought Corrfeze, “ but 
I must not listen to them. Heine- knew the caprice and the 
tragedy of fate. He wrought no miracle to make the pine and tho 
palm-tree meet.” 

The days that followed dragged slowly over the head of Vere. 

Ischl, in its nook between the hills, has always a certain sadness 
about it, and to her it seemed grown grey and very dull. The 
glaciers of Dachstein and Thorstein gleamed whitely afar off, and 
her thoughts were with the hunters underneath those buttresses 
of ice in the haunts of the Steinbeck and the vulture. 

The perpetual clatter of the duchesse’s voluble tongue, and the 
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chatter of society that was always about her—even here, in the 
heart of the Salzkanimergut—wearied her and irritated .her more 
than usual. She felt a painful longing for that soft deep voice of 
<jorr{)ze, which to her never spoke a commonplace or a comphmont, 
for the quick instinctive sympathy which he gave her without 
alarming her loyalty or wounding her pride. 

“You are very dull, Vera,” said the duohesse impatiently, 
at length. 

“ 1 am never very gay,” said Vere coldly. " You knew that 
when you offered to accompany me.” 

“ Your husband wished us to be together,” said Madame Jeanne, 
a little angrily. 

“ You are very kind—to my husband—to so study his wishes,” 
said Vere, with a certain challenge in her glance. But the duchesse 
did not take up the challenge. 

“ Correze has told her something,” she thought. 

To quarrel with Vere was the last thing she wished to do. She 
laughed carelessly, said something pleasant, and affected to he 
charmed with Ischl. 

They went to the Imperial villa, rode a great deal, wore courted 
by the notabilities as befitted one of the loveliest and one of the 
wittiest women of the time; and the five days slipped away, as 
the Traun water slid under its bridges and over its falls. 

Vote began to listen wistfully for tidings of the return of the 
Kaiser’s hunting party. One morning at breakfast she heard that 
the Emperor had come back at daybreak. But of Correzo there 
was nothing said. 

Ilad it been any other memory than that of Correze she would 
■have been disgusted and angered with herself at his occupation of 
her thoughts; but he so long had been to her an ideal, an ab¬ 
straction, an embodiment of all high and heroic things, a living 
poem, that his absorption of her mind and memory had no alarm 
for her. He was still an ideal figure; now, when he was lost 
in the mists of the ice-fields of the Dachstein, as in winter when 
before her in the creations of Beethoven, of Mozart, and of 
Meyerbeer. 

A little later that morning a jager brought to the Kaiserinn 
hotel a grand golden eagle, shot so that it had died instantaneously, 
and been picked up upon the snow in all its beauty of plumage, 
without a feather ruffled. He brought also a large cluster of 
edelweiss from the summit of Thorstein, and a letter. The letter 
was to Madame de Sonnaz from Cuirtee. 

She was sitting opposite to Vere on the balcony that fronted 
the bridge. 

“ From Der Freischiitz ! ” she said with a laugh. “He has not 
shot his own arm off, like Roger, that is evident.” 

Vere did not raise her head from her lace-work. 

It ^ad been written in the highest hut under the Dafihstein- 
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epitze, and was in pencil. After graceful opening compUments, in 
which no one knAv better than himself how to make the common^ 
place triviality of formula seem spontaneous and fresh, he said— 

“ I have sMt a nobler creature than myself—men generally do 
when they shoot at all. Emblematic of the Napoleonic cause to 
which M^ame la Duchesse has dedicated herself—inasmuch as it 
has lived on carrion, and though golden, it will be rotten in a 
day, or at best stuffed with straw—I desire to lay it at the feet of 
Madame Jeanne, where its murderer has ever long^, but never dared, 
to prostrate himself. I offer the edelweiss to Madame la Prinoesse 
Zouroff, as it is well known to be her emblem. It has no other 
value than that of representing her by living at an altitude where 
nothing but the snow and the star-rays presume to share its 
solitude.” 

He said, in conclusion, that his hunting trip having taKen up 
the ffvc days which he had allotted himself for Ischl, he feared 
he should see neither of them again untE they met in Paris in 
winter, as his engagements took him at once to the Hague, thence 
to Dresden, where there were special performances in honour of one 
of the gods of his old faith—Gliick. 

“ Very pretty,” reflected the Duchesse Jeanne as she read. “I 
suppose he reached the edelweiss himself, or he could scarcely have 
gathered it. I suppose Vera will understand that part of the 
‘ emblem.’ ” 

But though she thought so she did not say so; she was a 
courageous woman, but not quite courageous enough for that. She 
gave the edelweiss and the note together to her companion, and 
only smd, with a little smile, “ Corrize always writes such pretty 
notes. It is an accomplishment that has its dangers. ’I'hero is 
scarcely a good-looking woman in Paris who has not a bundle, 
more or less big, of his letters; all with that tell-tale suggestive 
device of his—that sEver Love, with one wing caught in a thorn- 
bush of roses; ho drew it himself. You saw it on his flag at the 
Kermessc. Oh, of course it is not on this paper. He scribbled 
this in some chSlet of the Daohstein. I will have my eagle stuffed, 
and it shall have real rubies for eyes; and I wfll put it in my 
dining-room in Paris, and Corrdze for his sins shall sit underneath it 
and pledge the Violet and the Bee. Not that ho ever will, though; 
if he have any political faith at aU he is a Legitinust—^if he be 
not a Communist. But I don’t think he thinks about those things. 
He told me once that nightingales do not build either in new 
stucco or in old timber—that they only wanted a bush of rose- 
laurel. He is a mortel faniasqtie, you know, and people have 
epoiled him. He is very vain, and he tlEnks himself a SiEtan.’’ 

AE the while the duchesse was studyii^ narrowly her com¬ 
panion a^ she spoke. 

Vere, without any apparent attention to it, put her edelweiss 
in an old gold hunting goblet, that she had bought that mottling 
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in one of the little dark rfiops of Ischl; and tl\e duchesse could 
tell nothing from her face. 

In her heart Vere felt,a sense of irritation and disappointment. 
The note seemed to her flippant, the homage of it insincere, and 
his departure unnecessary and a slight. She did not know that he 
wanted to turn aside from her the suspicion of a woman in whom 
he foresaw a perilons foe for her; and that to disarm worldly 
perils he used worldly weapons. Vere no more understood that 
than one of Chaucer’s heroines, with straight glaive and simple 
shield, would have understood the tactics of a game of Kriegspiel. 

And why did he go? 

She was far from dreaming that he went to avoid her. The 
song of Heine did not mean to her all that it meant to him. That 
she ha^ some place in his memory, some hold on his interest, sho 
thought—^but nothing more; and even that she almost doubted 
now; how could ho write of her to Jeanne de Sonnaz ? 

A cold and cruel fear that she had deceived herself in trusting 
him seized on her; she heard of him always as capricious, as un¬ 
stable, as vain; who could tell, she thought ? Perhaps she had 
only given him food for vanity and for laughter. Perhaps his 
seriousness and his sympathy had been but a mere passing mood, 
an emotion; no more real than those he assumed so perfectly upon 
his stage. 

The doubt hurt’ her cruelly; and did not stay long with her, 
for her soul was too noble to harbour distrust. Yet, at her car 
Jeanne de Sonnaz perixjtually dropped slight words, little stories, 
shrewd hints, that all made him the centre of adventures as varied 
and as little noble as those of any hero of amorous comedy. Ever 
and again a cliill sickening doubt touched her—that she, at once 
the proudest and then the humblest woman in the world, had been 
the amusement of an hour to a biiltiant but shallow persijlenr. 

She carried the gold goblet with the edelweiss of the Thorstein 
into her own chamber, and, when quite alone, she burst into tears. 

Sho never shed tears now. It had seemed to her as if they 
were scorched up by the arid desolation of her life. They did her 
good like dew in drought. So much she owed CorrSze. 

Corrdze himself at that hour—having taken leave at daybreak 
of the Imperial hunter and his courtly companions, who were 
returning into Ischl—was walking by his guide’s side down tho 
face of the Dachstein towards the green Hauris range, meaning 
to go across thonce into tho beautiful valley of Ens, and descend 
•next day into the Maindliug Pass between Salzkammergut 
and Styria. He was still at a great elevation; stiU amidst snow 
and ice; and the Itauris lay below him like a green billowy sea. 
There was some edelwelife in his path, atid he stooped and plucked 
a little piece, and put it in his wallet. 

“O ioeflower, you are not colder than my heart,” he said to 
himself. “But it is best to sro: best for her. T will dedicate 
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myself to you, iceilower, and of the roses I will have no more; no, 
and no more of the ‘ lilies and langiior.’ Edelweiss, you shall live 
with me and be my amulet. You will ^ylther and riirivel and bo 
nothing, but you will remind me of my vow, and if others will 
rage, let them. To the iceflowcr I will be true as far as a man in 
liis weakness can be. Will that denial bo love? In the old 
chivalrous days they read it so. They kept their faith though they 
never saw their lady’s face. The Duchess Jeanne would laugh— 
and others too.” 

And he wont down over the rugged stony slope, with the snow 
deep on cither side, and the green ice glistening at his feet, and the 
woods of the Bauris lifting themselves up from the clouds and 
the grey air below; and there on Daehstein, where never note of 
nightingale was heard since the world was made, this nighjingale, 
that ladies loved and that roses entangled in their thorns, sang 
wearily to himself the song of Heine—the song of the palm-treo 
and the pine. 


CHAPTER XX. 

The days went on, and the duchesse made the'm gay enough, being 
one of those persons who cannot live without exeitement, and 
make it germinate wherever they are. Carried in her cJiaue-d- 
porteurs, playing chemin de fer on her balcony, waltzing at the 
little dances of the Imperial court, making excursions in the pine- 
woods or down the lakes, she surrounded herself with oiiicers and 
courtiers, and created around her that atmosphere of diversion, 
revelry, and intrigue, without which a woman of our world can no 
more live than a mocking-bird without a globe of water. But, all 
the while, she never relaxed in a vigilant observation of her com¬ 
panion ; and the departure of Corrbze baffled and annoyed her. 

She had had a suspicion, and it had gone out in smoke. She 
had spent much ingenuity in contriving to bring Vero to the 
Salzkammergut, after having disbursed much in discovering the 
projects for the summer sojourns of Corrto; and, with his de¬ 
parture, all her carefully buUt house of cards fell to pieces. She 
did not understand it; she was completely bewildered, as he had 
intended her to be, by the airy indifference of his message to her 
companion, and his failure to return from the glaciers into the 
valley. She regretted that she had troubled herself to be buried 
for a month in this green tomb amongst the hills; but it was 
impossible to change her imprisonment now. They had begun the 
routine of the waters, and she had to solace herself as best she 
might wiih the Imperial courtesies, and with sending little notes to 
her friends, the sparkle of which was like the brightness of ^^n acid 



254 


MOTSa. 


drink, and contrasted strongly witk the few grave^constrained lines' 
that were penned by Vere. 

One day, when they had but little more time to spend on the 
^raun.banks, she got together a riding and driving party to Old 
Aussce."- ■ < _ 

Aussee is quaint, and ancient, and charming, where it stands on 
ifs three-branched river; its people are old-fashioned and simple; 
its encircling mountains and its dark waters are full of peace and 
’solemnity. When the gay world breaks in on these quiet old 
towns, and deep lakes, and snow-girt hills, there seems a profanity 
in tlic invasion. It is only for a very little while. At the first 
broMh of 'autumn the butterflies flee, and the fishermen and salt- 
workers, and timber-hewers and chamois-hunters, are left alone with 
their lyaters and their hills. 

The duchesse’s driving party was very picturesque, very showy, 
very noisy—“ good society ” is always very noisy nowadays, and ' 
has forgotten that a loud laugh used to be “ bad form.” They were 
all jieople of very high degree, but they all smoked, they all chat¬ 
tered shrilly, and they all looked very much as if they had been 
cut out of the Vic Parisienne, and put in motion. Old Aussee, with 
its legends, its homely Styrian town.sfolk, and its grand circle of 
snowclud summits, was nothing to them—they liked the Opem- 
ring, the Bois, or Ball-Mail. 

Vere got away from them, and went by herself to visit the 
Spitalkircho. The altar is pure old German work of the fourteenth 
century, and she had heard of it from Kaulbach. In these old 
Austrian towns the churches are always very reverent places; dark 
and tranquil; overladen indeed with ornament and images, but too 
full of shadow for these to much offend; there is the scent of 
centuries of incense; the ivories are yellow with the damp of ages. 
Mountain suzerains and bold ritters, whose deeds are still sung of 
in twilight to the zither, sleep beneath the moss-grown pavement;. 
their shields and crowns are worn flat to the stone they were 
embossed on by the passing feet of generations of worshippers. 
High above in the darkness there is always some colossal carved or 
moulded Christ. Through the half-opened iron-studded door there 
is always the smell of pinewoods, the gleam of water, the greenness 
of Alpine grass; often, too, there is the silvery falling of rain, 
and the fresh smell of it comes through the church, by whose black 
benches and dim lamps there will be sure to bo some old bent 
woman pmying. 

The little church was more congenial to Vere than the com¬ 
panionship of her friends, who were boating on the Traun, while 
their servants impaoked their luncheon and their wines. She 
managed to elude them, and began to, sketch the wings of the> 
altar. She sent her servant to wait outside. The place was dreary 
.and dark; the pure Alpine air blew in from an open pane in 
a stained window, there was the tinkle of a cow-bell, and the 
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sound of naming water from without; a dog came and looked 
at her. * 

The altar was not an easy one to copy; the caMles were not 
lighted before it, and the daylight, ^ey and subdued without, as it 
is so often hero, was very faint within. 

“ After all, what is the use of my copying it ? ’’ she thought, 
with a certain bitterness. “My husband would tell mo, if I eared 
for such an old thing, to send some painter from Munich to do it 
for me; and perhaps he would be right.' It is the only mission we 
have, to spend money.” . . ' ■ 

It is a mission that most women think the highest and most 
blest on earth, but it did not satisfy Vero. She seemed to herself 
so useless, so stupidly, vapidly, frivolously useless; and her nature 
was one to want work, and noble work. 

She sat still, with her hands resting on her knees, add the 
colour and oils lying on the stone floor beside her untouched. Site 
looked at the dark bent figure of the old peasant near, who had set 
a little candle before a side altar, and was praying fervently. She 
was a grey-headed, brown, wrinkled creature, dressed in the old 
Styrian way; she looked rapt and peaceful as she prayed. 
Wlien she rose Vero spoko to her, and the old woman answered 
willingly. Yes, she was very old; yes, she had always dwelt in 
Aussee; her husband had worked in the salt mines and been killed 
in them; her sons had both died, one at Koniggratz, one in a 
snowstorm upon Dachstein, that was all long ago; she had some 
grandchildren, they were in the mines and on the timber rafts; 
one had broken his leg going down the Danube with wood; she 
had gone to him, ho was only a boy; she could not get him home 
any other way, so she had rowed him back in a little flat boat, 
rowed and steered herself; it was winter, the IVaun flood was 
strong, but they had come home safe; now ho was well again, but 
he had ^een the soldiers in Vienna, and a Soldier ho would be; 
Ihci'O was no keeping him any more on the timber rafts. Vienna 
w.as very fine; yes, but herself she thought Aussee was finer; she 
had lighted that taper for her boy Ulrich; he was going to the 
army to-morrow ; she had begged the saints to switch* over him; 
the saints would let her see them all again one day. Had she 
much to live on ? No; the young men gave her w'bat they could, 
and she spun and knitted, and life was cheap at Aussee, and then 
one could always pray, that was so much, and the saints did 
answer, not always, of course, because there were so many people 
speaking to them all at once, but yet often; God was good. 

Vere took her by the hand, the rough gnarled hand like a bit of 
old oak bough, that had rowed the boat aU the way from Vienna; 
and, having no money with her, slipped into it some gold ports- 
bon/ieurs off her wrist. 

“ If I stay I will come and see you. Tell me the way to find 
your house.” 
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“I shall never see you again,” said the old woman with 
swimming eyes. “ One does not see Our Lady'twioe face to face 
till one gets up to heaven” And she went away wondering, 
feeling the gold circlets on her arm, and telling her gossips, as they 
knitted in the street, that she had seen either Our Lady or St. 

, Elizabeth—one of the two it must surely have been. 

When she had gone, leaving her little taper, like a glow-worm, 
behind her, Vere still sat on, forgetful of the gay people who were 
carrying their coquetries, their jealousies, and their charms, on to 
the Tratm water. She had everything that in the world’s esteem 
is worth having; the poor, looking at her, envied her, as one of 
those who walk on velvet, and never feel the stones. She had 
youth, she had beauty, she had a great position; yet, as she sat 
there, she herself envied the life of the poor. It was real; it was in 
earnest; it had the affections to sustain and solace it. What a 
noble figure that woman, rowing her sick boy down the river in the 
autumn rains, looked to her beside her own mother 1 Unconsciously 
she stretched out her arms into the vacant air; those slender 
beautiful white arms, that Paris said were sculpturally faultless, 
and that her husband liked to see bare to the shoulder at her balls, 
with a circle of diamonds clasping them; she felt they would have 
force in them to row through the rains and against the flood, if the 
boat bore a freight that she loved. 

But love was impossible for her. 

At the outset of her life the world had given her all things 
except that one. 

They had shut her in a golden cage; what matter if the bird 
starved within? It would be the bird’s ingratitude to fate. 

Even if her offspring lived—she shuddered as she thought of it 
—they would be his, they would have his passions and his cruel¬ 
ties ; they would be taken away from her, reared in creeds and in 
ways alien to her; they would be Zonroff Princes whose baby 
tyrannies would find a hundred sycophants, not her little sim 2 )le 
children to lead in her own hand up to God. 

As sho sat there the sound of the organ arose, and rolled softly 
through tho church. It was a time-worn insti-ument, and of little 
volume and power, but the rise and fall of the notes sounded 
solemn and beautiful in this old mountain church. The player 
was playing tho Bequlem of Mozart. 

when tiro last chords thrilled away into^silenee, of that triumph 
of a mortal over the summons of death, a voice rose alone and sang 
the Minuit ChrHien of Adam. 

She started and looked round into the gloom of the grey church. 
Sho saw.no one; but tho voice was that of CorrSze. 

Then she sat motionless, following the beauty of the No8l as it 
pse tmd higher, as though angels were bearing the singer of 
'it awiQr ten earth, as the angels of Orcagna bear on iioir wings 
the disembodied souls. 
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For a wKile tlic cluirch was filled with the glory of rejoicing, 
with the rapture uf the earth made the cradle of God—then all at 
once there was silence. His voice had not seemed to cease, but 
rather to float farther and farther above until it reached the clouds, 
and grew still from the fulness of an unimaginable joy, of an un¬ 
utterable desire fulfilled. One or two minor chords of the organ, 
faint as sighs, followed, then they too were still. 

Vcrc sat motionless. 

Surprise, wonder, curiosity, were far away from her; all minor 
emotions were lost in tliat infinite sense of comsolalion and of im¬ 
mortality ; even of him who sang she ceased for the moment to have 
any memory. 

Aft<>r a little while a lad came to her over the grey stones; a 
lad of Aussee, flaxen-haired and blue-eyed, in the wliite sliirt that 
served him as a chorister. * 

Ho brought her a groat bouquet of Alpine roses, and in the midst 
of tlio rosea was tl )0 rare dark-blue Wolfiaia (Jii.i'iiil.!uunii which 
grows uiion the slopes of the Gartnerkogol, and uowlierc else in all 
the world, they say. 

“The foreigner for whom I blew the organ-bellows bade me 
I'iiiig you this,” said the boy. “He sends you his homage.” 

“ Is he in the church?” 

“Yes; lie says—may he see you one moment?” 

“ Yea.” ' 

Verc took the Aljiine bouquet in her hands. She was still in a 
sort of trance. 

The Koel was still upon lier oars. 

.She did not even wonder how or why he came there. Since she 
had heard the song of Heine, it seemed to her so natural (o hear ids 
V nice. 

She took her great boiuiuet in her hands and went slowly througli 
'.he twilight of the church and towards tlio oiien doors. She was 
1 hinkirig of the little dog-rose gathered on the olilfs hy the sea in 
t'alvadus. 

In another moment Correze stood heforc her in the du.sk. A 
‘ tray sunbeam wandering tlirough the dusty panes of the window 
till on his bright uncovered liead. 

“ 1 thouglit you were far awaiy,” slic said, with effort—her heart 
was heating. “ I thouglit jmu were at the Hague ?” 

He made a little gesture with liis hand. 

“ I shall bo there. But could you think I would leave Austria 
w' abruptly when you were in it ? Surely not 1 ” 

She was silent. 

In his i)rc.seiice, with the sweetness of his voice on her car, all 
her old jiure and perfect faith in him was strong as in the childisli 
hour wlien she liad heard him call the lark his little brother. 

“ You wrote to Madame do Soniiaz-” 

“ I wrote to Madame de Sonnaz many things that 1 knew slie 

s 
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would not 'believe,” he rejoined quickly. " Oh, my Princess of 
Paithl one must fight the spirits of this w@rld with worldly 
we-apons, or be worsted. You arc too true for that. Alas! how 
will the battle go with you in the cud! ” 

Ho sighed impatiently. Ycro was silent. 

She hut partly understood him. 

“ Have you been amongst the glaciers all this time ? ” she asked 
at length. 

“ No. I went to the Gitschthal in Carinlhia. Do you know 
that yonder blue flower only grows there on the side of the Oartner- 
kogcl, and nowhere else in all the breadth of Europe ? I thought it 
was a litter emblem for you than the edelweiss, which is bought 
and sold in every Alpine village. So I thought I would go and 
fetch it and bring it to you. The Gitschthal is very charming ; it 
is quite lonely, and untrodden except by its own mountaineers. 
You would care for it. It-roade me a boy again.” 

“ You went only for that? ” 

” Only for that. What can one give you ? You have everything. 
Prince Zouroff bought you the Roc’s egg, but I think ho would not 
care to climb for the Wolfmia. It is only a mountain flower.” 

Voro was silent. 

It was only a mountain flower; but, as ho spoke of it, ho gave 
it the meaning of the flower of Oberon. 

Had she any right to hear him? The dusky shadows of the 
church seemed to swim before her sight; the beauty of the Noel 
seemed still to echo on her ear. 

“How could you tell that I was here? ” she murmured. 

lie smiled. 

“That was very easy. I was in Isold .at d.aybvoak. I would 
have sung a reveil under your window while the east was red, 
only Madame Jeanne would have taken it to herself. You go to 
Russia?” 

“ In three days—yes.” 

Corrfizo was silent. 

A slight shudder passed over him, as if the cold of Russia 
touched him. 

Suddenly he dropped on his knee before her. 

“ I am but a singer of songs,” ho murmured. “ But I honour 
you as greater and graver men cannot do perhaps. More than I do, 
none can. They will speak idly of me to you, I dare say, and evil 
too, perhaps ; but do not listen, do not believe. If you ever need a 
servant—or an avenger—ciill me. If I be living I will come. 
Alas! alas! Not I, nor any man, can save the ermine from the 
moths, the soul from the world; but you arc in God’s hands if God 
there bo above us. Parowcll.” 

Then he kissed the hem of her skirts and left her. 

She kept the mountain flowers in her hand, and knCw how her 
doubt had wronged him. 
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Ton minutes later slio left tlic church, hcarinp; ll;c voices of lior 
fi'iends. At the" entrance she was mot by Madame do Sonnaz, 
whoso high silver heels, and (all ebony cane, and skirts of cardiiia'. 
red, were followed by an amazed group of Styrian children and 
avotnon with their distaffs. 

“ Where have you been,my very dear ? ” asked Ducltcsse Jeanne. 
“ Wo have missed you for hours. We have been on the river, and 
wo are very liungry. I am dying for a quail .and a peach. What 
is that dark blue flower; does that grow in the church?” 

A grey-headed English ambassador. Lord Bangor, who was in 
the rear of the duchesse, and was a keen and learned botanist, bent 
bi.s ej'c-glasses on the rare blue blo.ssom. 

“ The AVolfinia! ” he cried in delighted wonder. “ The Wdlfinia 
Cnrinthiana; that is the very phoenix of all flowers! Oh, rrinecss! 
if it bo not too intrusive, may one beg to know wherever you got 
tliat tre.asure ? Its only home is leagues .aw.ay on the Gitschthal.” 

“ It c,ame from the Gitschthal; a boy brought it to me,” 
answered Vere; yet, though the words were literally true, she felt 
liersclf colour as she spoke them, because she did not say quite all 
the truth. 

Duchesse Jeanne looked at her quickly, and thought to hcrsch', 
“Correze sent her those wild llower.s, or brought them to her. 1 
do not believe in La Ilaye.” 

Vere, indifferent to Ihem all, stood in thoch'urch porch, with the 
soft grey light shed on her, .and the alpine roses in her hand.s, and 
the spell of the Noel was still with her. “ Lift uji my soul,” pr.ays 
the Psalmist—nothing will ever answer that praj^er as nin.sic does. 

“What a be.autiful creature she is!” said the old anih,ass.ador 
iocautiou.sly to the Duchesse Jeanne, a.s he looked at her, with that 
soft light from sunless skies upon her face. 

The Duchesse Jo.anno cordially assented. “ But,” she added 
with a smile, “people say so because she is faultlessly made, face 
and form; they say so, and there is an end. It is like sculpture; 
l>oople go mad about a bit of chin.a, a length of lace, a little picture; 
i)Ut no one ever goes mad about marble. They praise—and ptiss.” 

“Not alw.ays,” said the imjirudent dijdomatist, forgetful of 
diplomacy. “1 think no one would pass here if they saw the 
slightest encouragement or permission to linger.” 

“ But there is not the slightest. What 1 said—she is sculptural.” 

“ How haj)py is Zouroff! ” 

“ Ah ! Call no man happy till ho is dead. Who knows if she 
will be always marble?” 

“ She will never be a woman of the period,” said the old man 
with some asperity. “ I think her portrait will never be sold in 
shops. So far she will for ever miss fame.” 

“ It is amusing to see oneself in shops,” said Madame de Sonnaz. 
“ Now and then I see a little crowd before mine; and the other day 
I heard a boy say—a l)oy who had a tray full of )iipos on h's head 
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—‘ Tiens 5 Celle-ci; cllc est jolimont laide, mais elle est crftuc, la 
polite; v’li! ’ That was at my portrait.” 

“ It is popularity, madame,” said the ambassador with a grave 
bow. “The boy with the pipes knew his period.” 

“And how much that is to know! ” said the lady with vivacity. 
“ It is better to be the hoy with the pipes than Pygmalion. To 
know your own times, and adapt yourself to them, is the secret of 
success in everything from governing to advertising. Nowadays 
a statesman has no chance unless he is sensational; a musician none 
unless he is noisy; an artist none unless he is either diseased or 
gaudy; a government none unless it is feverish, startling,and ex- 
travagiint. It is the same with a woman. To be merely faultlessly 
beautiful is nothing, or next to nothing; you must know how to 
display it, how to provoke with it, how to tint it here, and touch 
it there, and make it, in a word, what my boy with the pipes 
called me. 1 have not a good feature in my face, you know, and 1 
have a skin like a yellow plum, that Fiver can do nothing to redeem, 
and yet ninety-nine of the whole world of men will look at that 
perfect beauty of Princess Zouroff, praise her, and leave her to come 
to mo. The boy with the pipes is a type of mankind, I assure you. 
.Vill you tell me, pray, why it is ? ” 

" ISxouse me, madame,” said the old man, with another low bow. 
“ To explain the choice of Paris is always a most painful dilemma; 
tli(! goddesses are all so admirable-” 

“No ])hrases. Yon are old enough to tell mo the truth ; or, if 
you like, I will tell it to you.” 

“ I should certainly prefer that.” 

‘•Well-” 

“Well?” 

“I will tell you, then, in her own husband’s words : clU ne suit 
2 ns s'encanailUr.” 

And the duchesso, with a cigarette in her mouth, laughed, and 
carried her cardinal red skirts, and her musical silver heels, over the 
stones of Ausseo to a raft on the river which the skill of her attend¬ 
ants had turned into a very pretty awning-shaded flower-decked 
barge, where their breakfast was spread in the soft grey air above 
the green water. 

Such women as Duchesso Joanne or Lady Dolly are never in 
the country; they take Paris and London with them wherever 
they go. 

'i'he old diplomatist sat silent through the gay and clamorous 
breakfast, looking often at Vere, beside whose plate lay the, alpine 
ruses, and in whose ruffled lace at her throat was the blue Wolfinia. 

“ Good God! what an ago we live in 1 ” he thought. “ In which 
a husband makes it a reproach to his wife that she does not under¬ 
stand how to attract other men 1 I do believe that we have sunk 
lower than the Romans of the empire; they did draw a line between 
the wife and the concubine. Wo don't draw any. Perhaps, after 
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all, the Nihilists *are right, and we deserve cutting down root and 
branch in our corruption. The disease wants the knife.” 

He muttered something of his thoughts to his next neighbour, 
the young Prince TraoY. 

The young man nodded, smiled, and answered, "Duchosso 
.Jeanne is quite right. Princess Vera is as beautiful as a Titian; 
but one gets tired of looking at a Titian that one knows will never 
come into the market. Or rather she is like a classic statue in one 
of the old patrician museums in Rome. You know nothing will 
ever get the statue into your collection; you admire and pass. The 
other day, at the Hotel Drouot, there was a tobacco-jwt in Karl 
Theodor porcelain, that was disputed by half Europe, and went at 
a fabulous price; the woman we like resembles that tobacco-pot; 
it is exquisite, but it can be got .at, and anybody’s hand rttay go 
into it; and even in its beauty—for Karl Theodor is so beautiful— 
it is suggestive and redolent of a C(iarse pleasure.” 

“All that is very well,” said Lord Bangor; “ but though it may 
explain the modern version of Paris’s choice, it does not explain 
why in marriage-” 

“ Yes, it docs,” said the younger man. " The Eom.an noble 
does not care a straw for the statues that ennoble his ve.stibule; if 
he saw them once being disputed in the Rue Drouot he would 
quicken into .an owner’s appreciation. Believe fne, the only modern 
passion that is really alive is envy. How should any man care for 
what is passively and undisputedly his ? To please us a woman 
must be hung about with other men’s desires, as a squaw with 
be.ads.” 

“ Then you, too, would wish your wife to savoir s'encanaiUer? ” 

“Not my own wife,” said the young man with a l.augh. “ But 
then I belong to an old school, though I am young: Austrians 
all do.” 

“ Whilst Russians,” said the old man ssivagely, “ Russians arc 
alt Bussy Eabutins crossed with Timour Beg. By all, I mean of 
course the five or seven thousand of ‘ jiersonages ’ that arc all one 
sees of any nation in society. The nation, I dare say, is well 
cnotigh, for it has faith, if its faith takes many odd shaircs, and it 
can bo very patient.” 

The Duchesse Jeanne called aloud to him that he must not talk 
politics at breakfast. 

Then the breakfast came to an end, with many fruits and sweet¬ 
meats and Vienna dainties left to bo scrambled for by the Aussec 
water-babies ; and the driving party of Madame de Sonnaz began 
their homeward way over the Potschen-Joch. The old ambassador 
contrived to saunter to the carriages beside Vere. 

“ If I were a score of years younger, madame,” he said with a 
glance at the dark blue flower at her throat, “ I would beg you to 
make me your knight and give me the Woljinia for my badge. It 
is the only flower you ought to wear, for it is the only one really 
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cinblematio of you; tlie edelweiss, that they call you after in Paris, 
is too easily found—and too chilly. Have you liked the day; has 
it tired you very much ? ” 

“ It takes a great deal to tire me physically,” said Vere. “ I am 
stronger than they think.” ’ 

“ But mentally you tire soon, because the atmosphere you are 
in docs not suit you; is it not so ? ” 

“ I suppose so. I do not care for the chatter of the salons 
amidst the mountains.” 

“ hfo— 

Lc vent qui vient h, travera Ics moatagnes 
Me rendra fou— 

is a fitter spirit in which to meet the glaciers face to face. I think 
jxjople either have a love of .the mountains that is a religion, that is 
unutterable, sacred, and intense; or else are quite indifferent to 
thein—like our friends. I know a man in whom they remain a 
religion despite all the counter-influences of the very gayest of 
worlds and most intoxicating of lives. I do not know whether you 
ever mot him—I mean the singer Corrdze.” 

“ Yes; 1 know him.” 

_ “ Ho is a very keen mountaineer; he has a passion for the 
lieights, not that of the more climber of so many thousand feet, but 
rather of the dweller on the hills, whom nature has made a iwct 
too. 1 saw him first when he was a little lad in the hills above 
Sion. You know people always say that part of his story is not 
true, but it is quite true. I am not aware why people who have 
not genius invariably think that people of genius lie; but they 
do so. I suppose Mediocrity cannot comprehend Imagination fail¬ 
ing to avail itself of its resources! Three and twenty years ago, 
I’rincesse, I was already an old man, but more active than I am 
now. After a long and wduous sciison at my post I was allowing 
myself the luxury of an incognito tour, leaving my secretaries and 
servants at Geneva. No one enjoys the privacy and case of such 
holidays like an old harness-worn public servant, and there is no 
harness heavier than diplomacy, though they do give it bells and 
feathers. One of those short—too short—summer days I had over- 
walked myself amongst the green Alps of the Valais, and had to 
rest at a considerable elevation, from which I was not very certain 
how I should get down again. It was an exquisite day; such days 
as only the mountains can give one, with that exhilarating tonic in 
the air that docs worried nerves more good than all the physicians. 
Almost tmconsciously I repeated aloud in the fulness of my heart, 
with a boyishness that I ought perhaps to have been ashamed of, 
but w’jis not, the Thalysia; you will know it, Princesse; I have 
heard that you are a student that would have charmed Roger 
Asoham. As I murmured it to myself I heard a voice take up tke 
Idyl, ahd continue with the song of Lycidas: a pretty childish 
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voice, tliat liad liyighter in it, laughter no doubt at my surprise. I 
turned and saw a little fellow with a herd of goats; he was a 
beautiful child about nine or ten years old. His Greek was quite 
pure. I was very astonished, and questioned him. He told mo ho 
was called Kaphaol de Corr4ze. As it was near evening he offered 
me to go down with him to his father’s hut, and I did so; and, as 
lie trotted by my side, he told me that his father had taught him 
all he knew. He kept goats, ho said, but ho studied too. I way 
belated, and should have fared ill but for the hospitality of that 
mountain hut. I cannot tell you how greatly his father interested 
me. He was a scholar, and had all the look and bearing of a man 
of birth. He told me briefly how his father had taken to tho 
mountains when the revolution ruined tho nobility of Savoy. He 
was then in feeble health; he was anxious for the future of his hoy, 
who was all alive with genius, and mirth, and music, and sang to 
me, after the simple supper, in the sweetest boyish pipe that it has 
ever been my lot to hear. I left them my name, and begged them 
to use me as they chose; but I never heard anything from them 
after the bright morning walk, when the boy guided me down into 
the high imd for Sion. I sent him some hooks and a silver flute 
from Geneva, but I never knew that he got them. My own busy 
life began again, and I am shocked to say that I forgot that hut 
in the Alps, though that tranquil homely interior was one of tho 
prettiest pictures which life has ever shown me. Many years after¬ 
wards, in Berlin, one night after tho opera, going on to the stage 
with some of the princes to congratulate a new singer, who had 
taken the world by storm, tho singer looked hard at me for a moment 
and then smiled. ‘1 have tho silver flute still. Excellency,’ he 
said. ‘ I do hope you had tho note I wrote you, to thank you for 
it, to Geneva.’ And then, of course, in that brilliant young tenor 
I knew my little goat-boy, who had quoted Theocritus, and 
wondered how I could have been so stupid as not to have remem¬ 
bered his name when I heard it in the public mouth. So I, for 
one, know that it is quite true that ho is a mountaineer no less 
than he is an artist and a Marquis de CorrSze. ^hey say he has 
been in Ischl; I wish I had known it, for I am always so glad to 
see him out of tho whirl of cities, where both he and I, in our 
different ways, are too pressed for time to have much leisure for 
talk. He is a very charming companion, CorrSze, Forgive me, 
Frincesse, for telling you such a long story. Prosiness is pardoned 
to age; and here are the carriages.” 

Vere had listened with changing colour, all the dejection and 
indifference passing from her face, and a light of pleasure and sur¬ 
prise shiping in her frank grave eyes. 

“ Do not apologise. You have interested me very much,” she 
said simply. 

And the astute old man noticed that, as she spoke, she uncon¬ 
sciously touched the blue mountain flower at her throat. 
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“Improbable as it seems,” be thought to himself, “I would 
wager that it is CorrSze who gave her that Wolfinia. She is not as 
colli as they say. ‘Elle tie sail pas s’encanailler.’ No; and she 
will never learn that modern science. But there are greater perils 
for great natures than the bath of mud, that they never will take 
though it is the fashion. The bath of mud breaks nothing, and 
inesdames come out of it when they like white as snow. But these 
jxsople fall from the stars, and break everything as they fall, in 
them and under them. She is half marble still; she is not quite 
awake yet; but when she is—when she is, I would not wish to be 
Prince Sergius Zouroff! ” 

The party went homeward in the fresh mountain air, leaving 
the evening lights on Old Aussieo lying amidst its many waters. 
Vere was very silent, her alpine roses lay in her lap, the Minuit 
Vhretien was on her ear. The sun had set when they descended 
into Ischl. Her servants came to meet her, and said that her 
luisband had arrived. 

“ Qud preux chevalier de mari/” cried the Duchesse Jeanne 
with her shrill laughter, that was like the clash of steel. 

“ Quel preux chevalier de mari,” repeated the Duchesse dc 
Sonnaz to Prince Zouroff alone, as they stood on the balcony of the 
hotel after dinner. 

He laughed as ho leaned over the balustrade smoking. 

“ Je Vai toujours £16,pour toi” ho whispered. 

The Duchesse de Sonnaz gave him a blow with her pretty fan, 
that Fantin had painted with some Loves playing blind-man’s-buff. 

Vere was inside the room; she was intent upon her lace-work. 
The shaded light of a lamp fell on the proud, mournful calmness of 
her face. She wore black velvet with a high ruff of old Flemish 
lace; she looked like a picture by Chardin. 

Prince Zouroff sauntered in from the balcony and approached 
his wife. 

“ Vera,” he said suddenly to her, “ they tell me you are great 
friends with that singing fellow Corrize. Is it true ? ” 

Vere looked up from her lace-work. 

“ Who say so ? ” 

“Oh—^people. Is it true?” 

“ I have seen M. de Correze little, but I feel to know him 
well.” 

She answered him the simple truth, as it seemed to be to her¬ 
self. 

“ Ah 1 ” said Prince Zouroff, “ then write and tell him to come 
to Svir. Wo must have some grand music for the Tsarewitch, and 
you can offer him live hundred more roubles a night than the 
Petersburg opera gives him; he can have his own suite of rooms, 
and his own table; I know those artists give themselves airs." 

Vere looked at him for a moment in astonishment, then felt 
herscif’grow cold and jrale, with what emotion she scarcely know. 
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“ Yon had better let Anton write if you wish it,” she answered, 
■iftcr a little pause. Anton was his secretary. “ But M. de Corre/.e 
would not come; he has many engagements; and I believe he 
never goes to private houses unless he goes as a guest, and then, of 
course, there is no question of money.” 

Zouroff was looking at her closely through, his half-closed eye¬ 
lids. He laughed. 

" Nonsense. If an artist cannot be hired the world is condng to 
an end. They have no right to jirejudiceii, those people; and, in 
point of fact, they only a.ssume them to heighten the price. I 
prefer you should write yourself; you can give him any sura you 
like : but he sliall come to Svir.” 

Verc hesitated a moment, then said very calmly, “ It is not for 
me to write; Anton always does your business; let him do tins.” 

The forehead of Zouroff grew clouded with a heavy frown ; she 
had never contradicted or disobeyed him before. 

“ I order you to write, madame,” he said sternly. “ There is an 
end.” 

Vere rose, curtsied, and passed before him to a writing-table. 
There .she wrote— 

“ Monsieur,—My huskand desires me to beg you to do us the 
honour of visiting us at Svir on the fifteenth of next month, when 
the Tsarewitch will have the condescension to be with us; I 
believe, however, that you will bo unable to do us this gratification, 
as I think your time is already too fully occupied. All arrange¬ 
ments you may wish to make in the event of your acceding to his 
desire you will kindly communicate to M. Zouroff. I beg to assure 
you of my distinguislied consideration. 

“ Vera, Princess Zouroff.” 

She wrote rapidly, addressed the letter, and handed it to her 
husband. 

“ Pooh! ” he said, as he ’read it, and tore it up. “ You write to 
the fellow as if he were a prince himself. You must not write to a 
singer in that fashion. Say we will pay him anything ho choose. 
It is a question d’argent; there is no need for compliments and 
consideration.” 

“You will 2mrdon me, monsieur, I will not write with lo.sa 
courte.sy than that.” 

“ You will write as I choose to dictate.” 

“ No.” She spoke very quietly, and took up her lace-work. 

“ You venture to disobey me ? ” 

“ I will not disobey any absolute command of yours, but I will 
not insult a great artist because you wish me to do so.” 

There was a look of resolve and of contempt on her face that 
was new to him. She had always obeyed his caprices with a passive, 
mute patience that had made him believe her incapable of having 
will or judgment of her own. It was as strange to him as if a 



206 


MOTES. 


statue had spoken, or a flower had frowned. He^ stared at her in 
.■surprise that was greater than his annoyance. 

“ Fardieu! what has come to you ? ” he said fiercely. “ Take 
up your pen and write what I have spoken.” 

“ Napoleon, tu t’oullies! ” quoted the Duchesse Jeanne, as she 
came to the rescue with a laugh. “ My dear Prince, pardon me, but 
your charming wife is altogether in the right. Correze is a great 
artist; emperors kneel before him; it will never do to send for him 
as if ho were an organ-grinder—that is, at least, if you want him to 
i;ome. Besides, Vera and he are old friends; they cannot ho ex- 
))ected to deal with one another like entrepreneur and employe, in 
(he sledge-hammer stylo of persuasion, which seems to bo your 
idea of beguiling stars to shine for you. Believe me, your wife is 
right. CorrSze will never come to Svir at all unless-” 

“Unless what?” 

“ Unless as her friend, and your.s.” 

There was a little accent on the first pronoun that cast the 
meaning of many words into those few monosyllables. 

Zouroff watched his wife from under his heavy eyelids. 

Vero sat still, and composed, taking up the various threads of 
her lace-pillows. She had said what she had thought courage and 
courtesy required her to say; to the effect of what she had said 
-she was indifferent, .and she did not perceive the meaning in the 
duchess’s words—a pure conscience is often a cause of blindness 
and deafness that are perilous. 

“ When I have spoken-” licgan her husband, for he had the 

childishness of the true tyrant in him. 

Madame do Sonnaz puffed some cigarette-smoko into his face. 

“Oh, Ciesar; when you have spoken, what then? You have 
no serfs now, even in llussia. You can have none of us knouted. 
You can only bow and yield to a woman’s will, like any other man. 
Voyons! I will write to Corr^zo. I have known him ever since he 
first set all Paris sighing as Edgardo, and I will insinuate to him 
gently that he will find a bouquet on his table each day with a 
million roubles about the stalks of it; that will be delicate enough 
perhaps to bring him. But do you really wish for him ? That is 
what I doubt.” 

“ Why should you doubt it ? ” said the prince, with his sombre 
eyes still fastened on his wife. 

Duchesse Jeanne looked at him and smiled; the smile said a 
great many things. 

“ Because it will cost a great deal,” she said demurely, “ and 1 
never knew that the Tsarewitch cared especially for music. Ho is 
not Louis of Bavaria.” 

Then she sat down and wrote a very pretty letter of invitation 
and cajolery and command, all combined. Vere never spoke; her 
husband paced up and down the room, angry at having been worsted, 
yet relwotant to oppose his friend Jeanne. 
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It was the iirst disohcdienco of Vero’s since she had sworn him 
obedience at the altar. It gave him a strange sensation, half of rage, 
half of respect; but the mingling of respect only served to heighten 
and strengthen the rage. He had been a youth when the emanci¬ 
pation was given by Alexander to-his people; and in his boyhood 
he had seen his servants and his villagers flogged, beaten with rods, 
driven out into the snov^ at midnight, turned adrift into the woods 
to meet the wolves, treated anyhow, as whim or temper dictated on 
the impulse of a moment’s wrath. The instinct of dominion remained 
strong in him; it always seemed to him that a blow was the right 
answer to any restive creature, whether dog or horse, man or woman. 
He had seen women scourged very often, and going in droves from 
Poland to Siberia. He could have found it in his heart to throw his 
wife on her knees and strike her now. Only he was a man pf the 
world and knew what the world thought of such -violence as that; 
and, in his own coarse way, he was a gentleman. 

Oorrezo received the letter of Duchesse Jeanne one evening on 
the low sands of Schevening, where some of the noblest ladies of 
northern nobilities wwc spoiling and praising him, as women had 
done from the day of his dehilt. Correze felt that ho ought to Live 
been content; he was seated luxuriously in one of the straw hive- 
like chairs, a lovely Prussian Fiirstinn had lent him her huge fan, a 
Dutchwoman, handsome as Euhens’ wife, was making him a cigar¬ 
ette, and a Danish ambassadress was reading him a poem of Francois 
Uoppoe; the sea was rolling in, in big billow’s, and sending into the 
air a delicious crisp freshness and buoyancy; all along the flat and 
yellow dunes were pleasant i^eople, clever people, handsome people, 
distinguished people. 

He ought to have been content. But he was not. He was think¬ 
ing of green, cool, dusky, fir-scented Ischl. 

The Danish beauty stopped suddenly in her reading. “You 
arc not listening, Correze 1 ” she cried aloud in some dismay and 
discomfiture. 

“ Madame,” said Correze gallantly, “ Coppde is a charming poet, 
but I would defy any one to think of what he writes when it is you 
who arc the reader of it 1 ” 

“ That is very pretty,” said the lovely Dane; “ it would be perfect 
indeed; only one sees that you suppress a yawn as you say it 1 ” 

“I never yawned, or wished to yawn,in my life,” said ho 
jiromptly. “ 1 cannot understand people who do. Cut your throat, 
blow out your brains, drown yourself, any one of these—that is a 
conceivable impulse; but yawn! what a confession of internal 
nothingness 1 What a vapid and vacant windbag must be the man 
who collapses into a yawn! ” 

“ Neveribcless, you were very near one then,” said the Danish 
beauty, casting her Coppde aside on the sand. “Compliments 
aside, you are changed, do you know ? You are serious, you are 
preoccupied.” 
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At that moment his secretary brought him his letters. His 
ladies gave him permission to glance at them, for some wore marked 
urgent. Amongst them was the letter of Madame do Sonnaz. 

He read it with surprise and some anger. It was a temptation ; 
and the writer had known very well that it was so. 

He would not have touched the roubles of the master of Svir, 
and would not willingly even have broken his bread, yet he would 
have given everything be possessed to go, to bo under the same roof 
with the wife of Zouroff; to see, to hear, to charm, to influence her; 
to sing his songs for her ear alone. 

The rough grey northern ocean came booming over the sands. 
Correzo sat silent and with a shadow on his face. 

Then he rose, wrote a line in a leaf of his notebook, gave it to- 
his sefiretary to have telegraphed at once to Ischl. The line said 
merely— 

“Mille remerqiments. Trhs honord. Impossible d’accoptor a 
cause d’cngagements. Tous mcs hommages.” 

The sea rolled in with a grand sound, like a chant on a groat 
organ. 

“ It is very bourgeois to do right,” thought Correzo ; ‘‘ but one 
must do it sometimes. Madame .Teanno is too r^uick; she plays her 
cards coarsely. All those Second Empire women arc conspirators, 
but they conspire too hurriedly to succeed. My beautiful edelweiss, 
do they think I should pluck you from your heights ? Oh! the 
Goths! Madame,” he said aloud, “ do be merciful, and read me the 
harmonies of Coppdo again. You will not? That is revengeful. 
Perhaps I did not attend enough to his chaiming verses. There is 
another verse running in my head. Do you know it? I think 
Sully Prudhommo wrote it. It is one of those things so true that 
they hurt one; and ono carries the burden of them about like a sad 
memory. 

" Duns les veircs dpais du cabaret brutal, 

Le vin bleu coule b tlols, et sans trdve a la rondc. 

Dans le calice fin plus rarement abonde 
Un vin dont la clarte soit digne dn cristal. 

Enfin, la conpe d'or dn hunt d’un pi^destal 
Attend, vide toujonrs, bicn que large ct profonde, 

Un cm dont la noblesse ii la sienne rdponde; 

On tremble d’en souiller Pouvrage et le mdtal.” 

“ Have your letters made you think of that poem ? ” asked his 
comiianion, 

“ Yes.” 

“And where is the golden cup?” 

" At the banquet of a debauonoe who prefers 


‘ Les verres dpais du cabaret br..tal.’ ” 
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CIIArj’ER XXI. 

A FEW weeks later they were at Svir. 

Svir was one of the grandest summer palaces of the many 
palaces of the Princes Zourofif. It had been built by a French 
architect in the time of the great Catherine’s love of French art, 
and its appanages were less an estate than a province or princi¬ 
pality that stretched far away to the horizon on every side save 
one, where the Baltic spread its ice-plains in the winter, and its 
blue waters to the briq^ summer sunshine. It was a very grand 
place ; it had acres of palm-houses and glass-houses ; it had vast 
stables full of horses; it had a theatre, with a stage as large hs the 
Folies-Marigny’s; it had vast forests in which the bear and the 
boar and the wolf were hunted with the splendour and the bar¬ 
barity of the royal hunts that Snyders painted; it was a Muscovite 
Versailles, with hundreds of halls and chambers, and a staircase, 
np which fifty men might have w'alked abreast; it had many 
treasures, too, of the arts, and precious marbles, Greek and Roman; 
yet there was no place on earth which Verc hated as she hated 
Svir. 

To her it was the symbol of dcsjiotism, of brutal power, of 
soulless magnificence; and the cruelties of the sport that filled all 
the days, and the oppression of the peasantry by the police-agents 
which she was impotent to redress, weighed on her with continual 
pain. She had been taught in her girlhood to think; she knew 
too much to accept the surface gloss of things as their truth; she 
could not be content with a life which was a perpetual pageantry, 
without any other aim than that of killing time. 

So much did the life at Svir displease her, and so indi%rent 
was she to her own position in it, that she never observed that she 
was less mistress of it than was the Duchesse do Sonnaz, who was 
there with the Duo de Paul, a placid sweet-tempered man, who was 
devoted to entomology and other harmless scienrses. It was not 
Vere, but Madame Jeanne, who directed the amusements of each 
day and night. It was Madame Jeanne who scolded the manager 
of the oiieretta troup, who selected the pieces to be performed in 
the theatre, who organised the hunting parties and the cotillons, 
and the sailing, and the riding. It was Madame Jeanne who, with 
her pistols in her belt, and her gold-tipped ivory hunting-horn, 
and her green tunic and trowsers, and her general frano-tiretu 
aspect, went out with Sergius Zouroff to see tho bear’s death- 
struggle, and give tho last stroke in the wolfs throat. 

Vere—to whom the moonlit curSe in the great court was a 
horrible sight, and who, though she had never blenched when tho 
wolves had Imyed after the sledge, would have turned sick and 
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blind at sight of tlio dying beasts with the hunters’ knives in 
their necks—was only glad that there was any one who should 
take the task off her hands of amusing the large house-party and 
the morose humours of her husband. The words of Corrbze had 
failed to awaken any suspicion in her mind. 

That the presence of Madame do Sonnaz at Svir was as great 
an insult to her as that of Noisette in the Kermesse pavilion never 
entered her thoughts. She only as yet knew very imperfectly her 
world. 

“ It is well she is beautiful, for she is only a bit of still life,” 
said Prinoo Zouroff very contemptuously to some one who compli¬ 
mented him upon his wife’s loveliness. 

When she received their Imperial guests at the foot of her 
staircase, with a great bouquet of lilies of the valley and orchids in 
her hand, she was a perfect picture against the ebony and malachite 
of the balustrade—that he granted; but she might as well have 
been made of marble for aught of interest or animation that she 
showed. 

■ It angered him bitterly that the luxury and extravagance with 
which she was surrounded did not impress her more. It was so 
very difficult to hurt a woman who cared for so little ; her indiffer¬ 
ence seemed to remove her thou.sauds of leagues away from him. 

“ You see it is of no use to be angry with hoi ,” ho said to his 
confidante, Madame Jeanne. “ You do not move her. She remains 
tranquil. She does not oppose you, but neither does she alter. 
She is like the snow, that is .so white .and still and .soft; but the 
snow is stronger than you; it will not stoj) for you.” 

Madame Jeanne laughed a little. 

“ My poor Sergius ! you would marry 1 ” 

Zouroff was silent; his eyebrows were drawn together in moody 
meditation. 

Why had he married ? he wondered. Because a child’s cold¬ 
ness and a child’s rudeness had made her loveliness greater for a 
moment in his sight than any other. Because, also, for A’^cre, base 
as his passion had been, it had been more nearly redeemed by 
tenderness than anything ho had ever known. 

“ The snow is very still, it is true,” said. Madame Jeanne 
musingly; “ but it can rise in a very wild tourmmte sometimes. 
You must have seen that a thousand times.” 

“ And you mean-? ” said Zouroff, turning his eyes on her. 

“ I mean that I think our sweet Vera is just the person to have 
a coup de tete, and to forget everything in it.” 

“ She will never forget what is due to me,” said Zouroff angrily 
and roughly. 

Madame de Sonnaz laughed. 

“Do you fancy she cares about that? what she docs think of 
is what is due to herself. I always told you she is the type of 
woman that one never sees now—the woman who is chaste out 
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of self-respect. It is admirable, it is exquisite; but all the same it 
is invulnerable; because it is only a liner sort of egotism.” 

“ She will never forget her duty,” said her husband peremp¬ 
torily, as though closing the discussion. 

“ Certainly not,” assented his friend; “ not as long as it appears 
duty to her. But her ideas of duty may change—who can say V 
And, mon cher, you do not very often remember yours to her ! ” 

Zouroff blazed into a sullen passion, at which Madame do 
Sonnaz laughed, as was her wont, and turned her back on him, 
and lighted a cigar. 

“After all,” she said, “what silly words we use! Duty!— 
honour !—obligation! ‘ Tout cela est si purement geograpldqve^ as 
was said at Marly long ago. I read the other day of Albania, in 
wliich it is duty to kill forty men for one, and of another country 
in which it is duty for a widow to marry all her brothcrs-ih-law. 
Let us hope our Vera’s views of gcograiihy will never change.” 

They were standing together in one of the long alleys of the 
forest, which was resounding with the baying of hounds and the 
shouting of beaters. For all reply Sergius Zouroff put his rifle to 
his shoulder; a bear was being driven down the drive. 

“ A nwi 1 ” cried Madame Jeanne. The great brown mass came 
thundering through the brushwood, and came into their sight; she 
i-aised her gun, and sent a bullet through its forehead, and snatched 
Zouroffs breech-loader from him, and fired' again. The bear 
dropped; there was a quick convulsive movement of all its paws, 
then it was still for ever. 

“I wish I could have married you ! ” cried Zouroff cnlhusi.isli- 
eally. “ There is not another woman in Europe who could have 
done that at such a distance as we arc ! ” 

“ Mon vieux, we should have loathed one another,” s.aid Madame 
Jeanne, in no way touched by the compliment. " In a conjugal 
capacity I much prefer my good Paul.” 

Zouroff laughed—restored to good humour—and drew his hunt¬ 
ing-knife to give the customary stroke for surety to her victim. 
The day w'as beautiful in the deep green gloom and balmy solitude 
of the forest, which was chiefly of pines. 

“Sport is very stupid,” said Madame Jeanne, blowing her ivory 
horn to call the keepers. “Vera is employing her time much 
better, I am sure; she is reading metaphysics, or looking at her 
orchids, or studying Nihilism.” 

“Let me forget for a moment that Vera exists,” said her 
husband, with his steel in the bear’s throat. 

Vere was studying Nihilism, or what has led to it, which comes 
to the same thing. 

The only town near Svir was one of no great importance, a few 
miles inland, whose citizens were chiefly timber-traders, or owners 
of trading ships, that went to and from the Baltic. It had some 
churches, some schools, some war of sects, and it had of late been 
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in evil odoxir with the government for suspected socialistic doctrines. 
It had been warned, punished, purified, but of late was supposed to 
have sinned again; and the hand of the Third Section had fallen 
heavily upon it. 

Verc this day rode over to it, to visit one of its hospitals; her 
mother, and other ladies, drove there to purchase sables and marten 
skins. 

Lady Dolly had been so near—at Carlsbad, a mere trifle of a 
few hundred miles—that she had been unable to resist the tempta¬ 
tion of running over for a peep at Svir, which she was dying to sec, 
so she averred. She was as pretty as ever. She had changed the 
colour of her cui'ls, but that prevents monotony of expression, and, 
if well done, is always admired. She had to be a little more careful 
always to have her btick to the light, and there was sometimes 
about.her eye-lines xvhich nothing would quite paint away; and 
her maid found her more pettish and peevish. That was all; 
twenty years hence, if Lady Dolly live, there will be hardly more 
difference than that. 

Her Sicilian had been also on the banks of the Teple—only for 
his health, for ho was not strong—but he had been too assiduous 
in carrying her shawls, in ordering her dinners, in walking beside 
her mule in the flrwoods, and people began to talk; and Lady 
Dolly did not choo.se to imperil all that the flowers for the Chil¬ 
dren’s Hospitals, and the early services at Knightsbridgo, had done 
for her, so she had summarily left the young man in the firwoods, 
and come to Svir. 

“ I always like to witness my dear child’s happiness, you know, 
with my own eyes when I can; and in London and Paris both she 
.and I are so terribly busy,” she said to her friends at Carlsbad. 

Herself, she always recoiled from meeting the grave eyes of 
Vere, and the smile of her son-iu-ltiw was occasionally grim and dis¬ 
agreeable, and made her shiver; but yet she thought it well to go 
to their houses, and she was really anxious to see the glories of 
Svir. 

When she arrived there, she was enraptured. She adored 
novelty, and new things are hard to find for a person who has seen 
as much as she had. The Russian life was, in a measure, different 
to what she had known elsewhere, the local colour enchanted her, 
and the obeisances and humility of tho people she declared were 
quite scriptural 

The grandeur, tho vastness, the absolute dominion, the half- 
barbaric magnificence that prevailed in this, the grandest summer 
palace of tho Zourofis, delighted her; they appealed forcibly to her 
imagination, which had its vulgar side. They appeased her con¬ 
science, too I for, after all, she thought, what could Vere wish for 
more ? Short of royalty, no alliance could have given her more 
wealth, more authority, and more rank. 

These Baltic estates were a kingdom in themselves, and the 
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prodigal, careless, endless luxury, that was the note of life there, 
was mingled with* a despotism and a cynicism in all domestic rehi- 
tions that fascinated Lady Dolly. 

“ I should have been perfectly happy if I had married a great 
llussian,” she often said to herself; and she thought that her 
daughter was both thankless to her fate and to her. Lady Dolly 
really began to bring herself to think so. 

“ Very few women,” she mused, “ would ever have effaced them- 
.selves as I did; very few would have put away -every personal 
feeling and objection as I did. Of course she doesn’t know—but 1 
don’t believe any woman living would have done as I did, because 
jicople are so selfish,” 

She had persuaded herself in all this time that she had been 
generous, self-sacrificing, even courageous, in marrying her daughter 
iis she did; and when now and then a qualm iwssed over her, as 
she thought that the world might give all these great qualities ver}’ 
different and darker names. Lady Dolly took a little sherry or a 
little chloral, according to the time of day, and very soon was her¬ 
self again. 

To be able to do no wrong at all in one’s own sight, is one of 
the secrets of personal comfort in this life. Lady Dolly never 
admitted, even to herself, that she did any. If anything looked a 
little .wrong, it was only because she was the victim to imkindly 
circumstance over which she had no control. 

People had always been so jealous of her, .and so nasty to her 
about money, 

“ It is all very well to t.alk .about the saints,” she would s.ay to 
herself, “ but they never had any real trials. If the apostles had 
had bills due that they couldn’t meet, or St. Helen and St. Ursula 
had had their curls come off just as they were being taken in to 
dinner, they might have talked. As it was, 1 am sure they enjoyed 
all their martyrdom, just as people scream about being libelled in 
‘ Truth ’ or ‘ Figaro,’ and delight in having their names in them.” 

Lady Dolly always thought herself an ill-used woman. If things 
had been in the least just, she would have been born with thirty 
thousand a year, and six inches more stature. 

Meanwhile she was even prettier than ever. She h,ad under¬ 
gone a slight transformation; her curls were of a richer ruddier hue, 
her eyelashes were darker and thicker, her mouth was like a little 
iromegranate bud. It was all Piver; but it was the very perfection 
of Piver. She had considered that the hues and style of the fashions 
of the coming year, which were always disclosed to her very early 
in secret conclave in the Eue de la Paix, required this slight deepen¬ 
ing and heightening of her complexion, 

“ I do wish you would induce Vera to rouge a little, just a little. 
Dress this winter really will want it; the colours will all bo dead 
ones,” she had said this day at Syir to her son-in-law, who shrugged 
his shoulders. 
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“ I have told her she would look better; but she is obstinate, 
you know.” 

“ Oh-h-h! ” assented Lady Lolly. “ Obstinate is no word for 
it; she is mulish ; of course, I understand that she is very proud of 
lior skin, but it would look all tho better if it were warmed up a 
little; it is too white, too fair, if one can say such a thing, don’t you 
know? And, besides, even though she may look well now without 
it, a woman who never rouges has a frightful middle-age before 
her. Didn’t Talleyrand say so? ” 

“You are thinking of whist; but the meaning is tho same. 
Doth are resources for autumn that it is bettor to take to in 
summer,” said Madame Ndlaguino, with her little cynical smile. 

“ Vera is very fantastic,” said the Duchesse Jeanne. “ Besides, 
she is so handsome she is not afraid of growing older; she thinks 
she will defy Time.” 

“ I believe you can if you are well enamelled,” said Lady Dolly 
seriously. 

“ Vera will bo like tho woman under the Merovingian kings,” 
said Madame Nelaguine. “ The woman who went every dawn of 
her life out into the forests at daybreak to hear the birds siug, and 
so remained, by angels’ blessing, perpetually young.” 

“ I suppose there was no society in France in that time,” said 
Iiady Dolly; “or el;3e the woman was out of it. In society every¬ 
body has always painted. I think they found all sorts of rouge- 
])ots at Pompeii, which is so touching, and brings all those poor 
dear creatures .so near to us; and it just shows that human nature 
was always exactly the same.” 

“ The Ktruscan focolare, I dare say, were trays of cosmetics,” 
suggested Madame Ndlaguine sympathetically. 

“Yes?” said Lady Dolly, whose history was vague. “It is so 
interesting, I think, to feel that everybody was always just exactly 
alike, and that when they complain of us it is such nonsense, and 
more spite. Vera, why will you not rouge a little, a very little ? ” 

“ I think it a disgusting imactice,” said her daughter, who had 
entered the room at that moment, dressed for riding. 

“ Well, I think so too,” said Madame Ndlaguine with a little 
laugh. “ I think so too, though I do it; but my rouge is very 
honest; I am exactly like the wefedon dolls, with a red dab on cacli 
cheek, that they sell for the babies at fairs. Vera would be a sub¬ 
lime wax doll, no doubt, if she rouged; but, as it is, she is a marble 
statue. Surely that is the finer work of art.” 

“ I'he age of statues is j)ast,” murmured the Duchess Jeanne. 
“We arc in the puppet and monkey epoch.” 

“ It is all cant to bo against painting,” said Lady Dolly. “ Who 
was it said that the spider is every bit .ns artificial ag tho weaver ? ” 

“Joseph le Maistre,” said Madame Ndlaguine, “but he 
means-” 

“5e means, to be sure,” said Lady Dolly with asperity, “that 
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unless one goes %Yithout any clothes at all, like savages, one must 
be artificial; alid one may just as well be becomingly so as frightfully 
so; only I know frights are always thought natural, as snubbing, 
snapping creatures are thought so sweetly sincere. But it doesn’t 
follow oiio bit; the frights have most likely only gone to the wrong 
people to get done up.” 

“And the disagreeable snappers and snubbers and snarlers?” 

“ Got out of bed the wrong end upwards,” said Lady Dolly, “ or 
have forgotten to take their dinner-pills.” 

“ I begin to think you are a philosopher. Lady Dolly.” 

“ I hope I am nothing so disagreeable,” said Lady Dolly. “ But 
at least I have eyes, and my eyes tell me what a wretched, dull, 

] awky-looking creature a woman that doesn’t do herself up looks 
at a ball.” , 

“ Even at twent}’ years old ? ” 

“ Ago has nothing to do with it,”sai'd Lady Dolly very angrily. 
“ That is a man’s idea. I’cople don’t paint because they’re old; 
they paint to vary themselves, to brighten themsc-lves, to dear 
themselves. A natural skin may do very well in Arcadia, but it 
won’t do whore there are candles and gas. Besides, a natural skin’s 
always the same; but when you paint, you make it just what goes 
best with the gown you have got on for the day; and as women 
grow older what aro tlicy to do ? It is all very well to say ‘ hear 
it,’ but who helps you to bear it? Not society, which shelves 
you; not men, who won’t look at you; not women, who count 
your curls if tliey are false, and your grey hairs if they aro real. 
It is all very well to talk poetry, but who likes decheance ? It is 
all very well to rail about artificiality and pastiche, but who forced 
us to be artificial, and who made pastiche a necessity? Society; 
society; society. Would it stand a woman who had lost all her 
teeth and who had a bald head ? ’ Of course not. Then whose is 
the fault if the woman goes to the dentist and the hair-dresser? 
She is quite right to go. But it is absurd to say that society does 
not make her go. All this cry about artificiality is cant, all cant. 
Who arc admired in a ball-room ? 'ITie handsome women who aro 
not young but are dressed to perfection, painted to perfection, 
eoiffrdd to perfection, and aro perfect bits of colour. If they come 
out without their postiche who would look at them? Mothers of 
hoys and girls you say ? Yes, of course they are; but that is their 
misfortune; it is no reason whjf they shouldn't look as well as they 
can look, and, besides, nowadays it is only married women that aro 
looked at, and children in short frocks, which is disgusting.” 

Lady Dolly paused for breath, having talked herself into some 
confusion of ideas, and went away to dress and drive. 

She forgot the wrongs of fate as she drove to Molv with the old 
ambassador Lord Bangor, who was staying there, and a charming 
young Bussian of the Guard, whose golden head and fair beauty made 
her Sicilian seem to her in memory yellow and black as at' olive; 
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lie Lad really Lad notLing good but Lis eyes, slie reflected as sLe 
drove. 

WLen sLo reacLed Molv sLe admired cverytliing; tlie bearded 
priests, tlie cLurcLes, the bells, the pink and yellow houses, the 
Byzantine shrines. SLe was in a moc^ to praise. What was not 
interesting was so droll, and what was not droll was so interesting. 
It her companion of the Imperial Guard had not had a head like a 
Circassian chief, and a form like Uoroules, she might perhaps have 
found out that Molv was ugly and very flat, dirty and very un¬ 
savoury, and so constituted that it became a pool of mud in winter, 
and in summer a shoal of sand. But she did not see these things, 
and she was charmed. She was stilt more charmed when she had 
bought her sealskins and sables at a price higher than she would 
have given in llcgent Street; and, coming out opposite the gilded 
and painted frontage of the chief church, which was that of St. 
Vladimir, she saw a sad sight. 

Nothing less than a score of young men and a few women being 
taken by a strong force of Cossacks to the fortress; the townspeople 
looking on, gathered in groups, quite silent, grieved but dumb, like 
poor beaten dogs. 

“ Bear me! how very interesting! ” said Lady Dolly, and she 
put up her oye-glasses. “ How very interesting! some of them 
quite nice-looking, too. W’hat have they done ? ” 

The Ku.ssian of the Guard explained to her that they were sus- 
jiected of revolutionary conspiracies, had harboured suspected 
persons, or were suspected themselves: Nihilists, in a word. 

“ How very interesting 1 ” said Lady Dolly again. “ Now, one 
would never see such a sight as that in England, Lord Bangor ? ” 

“ No,” said Lord Bangor seriously; “ 1 don’t think wo should. 

There are defects in our constitution- ” 

“ Poor tilings 1 ” said Lady Dolly, a pretty figure in feuillemortc 
and violet, with a jewelled ebony cane as high as her shoulder, 
surveying through her glass the chained, dusty, heartsick prisoners. 
“ But why couldn’t they keep quiet ? So stupid of them I I never 
understand those revolutionaries; they upset everything, and boro 
everybody, and think themselves martyrs! It will bo such a pity 
if you do get those homd principles here. Bussia is too charming 
as it is; everybody so obedient and nice as they are at present, 
everybody kneeling and bowing, and doing what they’re told— 
not like «s with our horrid servants, who take themselves off the 
very day of a big party, or say they won’t stay if they haven’t 
pine-apples. I think the whole social system of Russia perfect— 
quite iMjrfect; only it must have been nicer still before the Tsar was 
too kind, and let loose all those serfs, who, I am quite sure, haven’t 
an idea what to do with themselves, and will be sure to ^oot him 
for it some day.” *■ 

Lady Dolly paused in these discursive political utterances, and 
lookcdi again at the little band of fettered youths and maidens. 
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dusty, pale, jaded, who wore being hustled along by the Cossacks 
through the silent scattered groups of the people. A local olHcial 
had been wounded by a shot from a revolver, and they were all 
implicated, or the police wished to suppose them to be implicated, 
in the offence. They were being carried away beyond the Ourals ; 
their parents, and brothers and sisters, and lovers knew very well 
that never more would their young feet tread the stones of their 
native town. A silence like that of the grave—which would perhaps 
be the silence of the grave—^would soon engulf and close over them. 
Henceforth they would be mere memories to those who loved them: 
no more. 

“ They look very harmless,” said Lady Dolly, disappointed that 
consi)irators did not look a little as they do on the stage. “ Ileally, 
you know, if it wasn’t for these handcuffs, one might take them for 
a set of excursionists; really now, mightn’t wo? Just that sort of 
jaded, dusty, uncomfortable look- 

“ Conscfiuent on ‘ three shillings to Margate and back.’ Yes; 
they have a Bank holiday look,” said Lord Biingor. “ But it will 
be a long Bank holiday for them; they are on their first stage to 
Siberia.” 

“ How interesting!” said Lady Dolly. 

At that moment an old white-haired woman, with a piercing 
cry, broke through the ranks, and fell on the neck of a young man, 
clinging to him for all that the police could do, till the lances of the 
Cossacks parted the mother and son. 

“It is a sad state of things for any country,”said Lord Bangor; 
and the young eaptain of the Guard laughed. 

“ Well, why couldn’t they keep quiet ? ” said Lady Dolly. 
“ Dear me I with all this crowd, however shall we find the carriage ? 
Where is Vere, I wonder? But she said we need not wait for her.. 
Don’t you think w'e had better go home ? I shouldn’t like to meet 
wolves.” 

“ Wolves are not hungry in summer,” said Lord Bangor. “ It is 
only the ])rison’s maw that is never full.” 

“ Well, what are they to do if jicoplc won't keep quiet ? ” said 
Lady Dolly. “ I’m sure those young men and women do not look 
like geniuses that would be able to set the world on fire. I suppose 
they are w’ork-people, most of them. They will do very well, 1 
dare say, in Tomsk. Count llostrow, here, tells mo the exiles are 
beautifully treated, and quite happy; and all that is said about the 
quicksilver mines is all exaggeration; newspaper nonsense.” 

“ No doubt,” said Lord Bangor. “ To object to exile is a mere 
b.ad form of Chauvinism.” 

“ Why couldn’t they keep quiet if they don’t like to go there ? ” 
she said'again; and got into the carriage, and drove away out into 
the road, over’ the plain, between the gre.at green sea of billowy 
grasses, and the golden ocean of ripened grain ; and, in time, bowled 
through the gilded gates of Svir; and ate her dinner with# a good 
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appetite; and laughed till she cried at the drolleries of a now 
operetta of Meta’s, which the French actors gave in the little opera- 
house. 

“ Life is so Ml of contrasts in Russia; it is quite delightful; 
one can’t bo dull,” she said to Lord Bangor, who sat beside her. 

" Life is full of contrasts everywhere, my dear lady,” said ho. 
“ Only, as a rule, wc never look on the other side of the wall. It 
bores us even to remember that there is another side.” 

Vere that night was paler and stiller even than it was her wont 
to be. She w'ent about amongst her guests with that grace and 
courtesy which never changed, but she was absent in mind; and 
once or twice, as the laughter of the audience rippled in echo to the 
gay melodies of Meta, a shiver as of cold went over her. 

“ She must have heard something about Corrdze that has em- 
barras.sed her,” thought Madame de Sonnaz, but she was wrong. 

Vere had only seen the ^me sight that her mother had seen, in 
the little town of Molv. 

That night, when the house-party had broken up to go to their 
apartments, and she had gained the comparative peace of her own 
chamber, Vere, when her maids had passed a loose white gown over 
her and unloosened her hair, sent them away, and went into the 
little oratory that adjoined her dres.sing-room. She kneeled down, 
and leaned her arms on the rail of the little altar, and her head on 
her arms; but she could not pray. Life seemed to her too terrible; 
.and who cared ? who cared ? 

Riches had done their best to embellish the little sanctuary; the 
walls wore inlaid with malachite and marbles; the crucilix was a 
wonderful work in ivory and silver; Xh&prie-dieu was embroidered 
in silks and precious stones; there was a triptych of Luke von 
(Iranach, and Oriental candelabra in gold. It was a rctre.at that 
had been sacred to the dead Princess Mania, her husband’s mother, 
a pious and melancholy woman. 

Vere cared little for any of these things; but the place was 
really to her a sanctuary, as no one ever disturbed her there; even 
Zouroff never had presumed to enter it; and the painted casements, 
w'hen they were opened, showed her the green plain, and, beyond the 
plain, the beautiful waters of the Baltic. Here she could bo tran¬ 
quil now and then, and try to give her thoughts to her old friends 
the Latin writers; or read the verso of George Herbert or the prose 
of Thomas i Kempis, and pray for fbreo to bear the life she led. 

But to-night she could not pray. 

She was one of those who are less strong for the woes of othcr-s 
than for her own. 

She leaned her face upon her arms, and only wondered— 
wondered—^wondered—why men were so cruel, and ^od so deaf. 

It was nearly two in the morning; tlirough the painted panes 
the stars were shining; beyond the plain there was the silver of the 
dawn. C' 
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Suddenly a heavy step trod on the niarhles of the pavement. 
For the first time since their marriage, her husband entered th(> 
lilace of prayer. She turned, and half rose in astonishment, and 
her heart grew sick; she was not safe from him even here. He 
marked the instinct of aversion, and hated her for it; the time was 
gone by when it allured and enchained him. 

“ Excuse me for my entrance here,” he said with th-at courtesy 
to which the presence of his wife always compelled him, despite 
iiimself. “I am exceedingly annoyed, compromised, difsgusted. 
You were in Mclv to-day ? ” 

“ Yes; I rode there. I went to see your mother’s hospital.” 

She had quite risen, and stood, with one hand on the altar rail, 
looking at him. 

“1 hear that you saw those prisoners; that you spoke to .them; 
tliat you made a scene, a scandal; that you gave one of the women 
your handkerchief; that you promised them all kinds of impossible 
i'ollies. Be so good as to tell mo what happened.” 

"Who spues upon mo ?” said Vere, with the colour rising to her 
face. 

“Spies! No one. If you choose to exhibit your.self in a puhlio 
street, a hundred peopJe may well see you. What did hap)pcn ? 
Answer me.” 

“ This happened. I met the prisoners. I do not believe any 
of them are guilty of the attempt to assassinate General MarcoloD'. 
They are all very young, several were girls; one of the girls broke 
from the guards, and threw her.self before me, sobbing and begging 
my help. Her arm was cut and bleeding, I suppose in fastening 
the chains; I took my handkerchief and bound it up; I promised 
her to support her mother, who is old and infirm. I spoke to them 
all and bade them try and bear their fate calmly. I wcp)t with them, 
that I confess; but I was not alone—there were not many dry eyes 
in Molv. I believe all these young people to be quite innocent. I 
believe if the Emperor saw the things that are done in his name, 
lie would not sanction them. That is all I have to tell you. It 
has haunted me all the evening. It is horrible that such tyrannies 
should be; and that we should dine, and laugh, a'nd sptend thou¬ 
sands of roubles in a night, and liv'e as if no living creatures were 
being tortured near ns. I cannot forget it; and I will do what 1 
can to serve them.” 

She had never spioken at such a length to her husband in all 
the three years of her married life; but she felt strongly, and it 
seemed to her that her reticence would have been cowardice. She 
spoke quite tranquilly, but her voice had a depth in it that told 
how keenly she had been moved. 

Zourbff heard her with a scowl upion his biws; then he laughed 
contemptuously and angrily. 

“ Tou believe 1 ” ho ec,hoed. • “ What should you know, and 
why should you care ? Will you learn to l^ve those thinjg? alone ? 
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A Princess Zouroff dismounting in the dust to bind up the wounds 
of a Nihilist convict! "What a touching spectacle 1 But we will 
have no more of these scenes, if you please; they are very uii- 
hecoming, and, more, they are very compromising. The Emperor 
knows me well, indeed, hut enemies might carry such a tale to 
him; and he might see fit to suspect, to order me not to leave 
Russia, to imprison me on my estates. It is as likely as not that 
your theatrical vagaries may get bruited about at Court. I neither 
know nor care whether these creatures shot Marcoloff or abetted 
shooting at him; what I do care for is the dignity of my name.” 

Vere, standing beside the great ivory crucifix, with the draperies 
of plush and ermine falling about her, and her fair hair unbound 
and fidling over her shoulders, turned her face more fully upon 
him. There was a faint smile upon her lips. 

“ The dignity of your name I ” she said merely; and the accent 
said the rest. 

The calm contempt pierced his vanity and his self-love, and 
made him wince and smart. The first sign she had given that the 
unworthiness of his life was known to her had been when she had 
ordered him to remove the pavilion of Noisette. Ho had always 
sot her aside as a beautiful, blonde, ignorant, religious creature, and 
the shock was great to him to find in her a judge who censured 
and scorned him. 

“ The dignity of my tiame,” he repeated sullenly and with 
greater insistanco. “ Wc were great nobles with the Dolgarouki, 
when the Romanoffs were nothing. I do not choose my name to 
be dragged in the dust because you arc headstrong enough, or 
childish enough, to fancy some incendiaries and assassins are 
martyrs. Have politics, if you like, in Paris in your diawing- 
room, but leave them alone here. They are dangerous here, and 
worse than diuigorous. They are low. I deny you nothing else. 
You have money at your pleasure, amusement, jewels, anything 
you like; but 1 forbid you pwlilical vulgarities. I was disgusteil 
when 1 heard Of the spiectaclo of this morning; I was ashamed-” 

“ Is it not rather a matter for shame that wo eat and drink, and 
laugh and talk, with all this frightful agony aromid us ? ” said 
Vere, with a vibration of rare passion in her voice. “ The people 
may be wrong; they may bo guilty; but their class have so much 
to avenge, and your class so much to expiate, that their offence 
cannot equal yours. Yon think I cannot understand these things ? 
You are mistaken. There arc suffering and injustice enou^ on 
your own lands of Svir alone to justify a revolution, I know it; I 
■ see it; I suffer under it; suffer because I am powerless to remedy 
it, and I am supposed to be acquiescent in it. If you allowed me 
to interest myself'in your country, I would try not to feel every 
hour in it an exile; and the emptiness and nothingdess of my life 
would cease to oppress and to torment me-” 

“Silence!" said Zouroff, with petulance. “You may como 
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licro for prayer, bijt I do not come here for sermons. The empti¬ 
ness of your life! What do you mean ? You are young, and you 
are beautiful j and you have in me a husband who asks nothing of 
you except to look well and to spend money. Cannot you be 
happy ? Think of your new cases from Worth’s, and let political 
agitators keep the monopoly of their incendiary nibbish. You 
liavo been the beauty of Paris and Petersburg for three years. 
'I'hat should satisfy any rvoman.” 

“It merely insults me,” she answered him. “Society comes 
and stares. So it stares at the actress Noisette, so it stares at that 
nameless woman whom you call Casse-unc-Croflte. Is that a thing 
to be proud of? You may be so; I am not. Men make me com¬ 
pliments, or try to make them, that I esteem no better than insults. 
Your own friends are foremost. They talk of my portraits, of my 
busts, of my jewels, of my dresses. Another year it will be* some 
<ine else that they will talk about, and they will cease to look at 
me. They find me cold, they find mo stupid. I am glad that 
they do; if they did otherwise, I should have lived to despise 
myself.” 

“ Nom de Dieu ! ” muttered Zouroff; and ho stared at her, 
wondering if she had said the names of Noisette and Casse-unc- 
Orohte by hazard, or if she knew ? He began to think she knew. 
He had always thought her blind as a statue, ignorant as a nun; 
hut, as she stood before him, for the first time letting loose the 
disdain and the weariness that consumed her heart into words, ho 
began slowly to perceive that, though he had wedded a child, she 
was a child no longer; he began to perceive that, after three years 
in the great world, his wife had grown to womanhood with all that 
knowledge which the great world alone can give. 

As she had said nothing to him, after the Kermesso, of the 
absence of Noisette, he had fancied her anger a mere houtade, due 
perhaps to pride, which he knew was very strong in her. Now ho 
•saw that his wife’s silence had arisen not from ignorance but from 
submission to what she conceived to be her duty, or perhaps, more 
likely still, from scorn ; a scorn too profound and too cold to stoop 
to reproach or to reproof. 

“ Why cannot you be like any other woman ? ” he muttered. 
“ Why cannot you content yourself with your chiffons, your con¬ 
quests, your beauty? If you were an ugly woman one could 
understand your taking refugo in religion and politics; but, at 
your age, with your face and figure! Good heavens! it is too 
ridiculous 1 ” 

The eyes of Vere grew very stem. 

“ That is your advice to mo ? to content myself with my 
chiffons and my conquests ? ” 

“ Certainly^ any other woman would. I know you are to be 
trusted; you will never let men go too far.” 

“ If I dragged your name in the dust throughout Europe you 
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would deaorve it,” thought his wife; and a bitten retort rose to her 
lips.- But she had been reared in other ways than mere obedience 
to every impulse of act or speech. She still btdieved, despite the 
world about her, that the word she had given in her marriage vow 
required her forbearance and her subjection to Sergius Zouroff—she 
was still of the “ old fashion.” 

She controlled her anger and her disdain, and turned her face 
full on him with something pleading and wistful in the proud eyes 
that had still the daihness of just scorn. 

“You prefer the society of Noisette and Casse-une-Crohte; why 
do you need mine too? Since they amuse you, and can content 
you, cannot yon let mo be free of all this gilded bondage, which is 
but a shade better than their gilded infamy ? You bid mo occupy 
myself with chiffons and conquests. I care for neither. AVill you 
give me what 1 could care for ? This feverish frivolous life of the 
great world has no charm for me. It suits me in nothing ; neither 
in health nor taste, neither in mind nor body. I abhor it. I was 
reared in other ways, and with other thoughts. It is horrible to 
me to waste the year from one end to the other on more display, 
mere dissipation—^to call it amusement is absurd, for it amuses no 
one. It is a monotony, in its way, as tiresome as any other.” 

“ It is the life we all lead,” he interrupted her with some im¬ 
patience. “ There is intrigue enough in it to salt it, God knows 1 ” 

“ Not for me,” said Vere coldly, with an accent that made him 
feel ashamed. “ You do not understand me—^I suppose you never 
will; but, to speak practically, will you let mo pass my time oti 
one of your estates; if not hero, in Poland, where the people suffer 
more, and where I might do good? I have more strength of 
purpose than you fancy; I would educate the peasant children, and 
try and make your name beloved and honoured on your lands—^not 
cursed, as it is now. Let me live that sort of life, for half the year 
at least; let me feel that all the time God gives me is not utterly 
wasted. I helped many in Paris; I could do more, so much more, 
here. I would make your people love mo; and then, perhaps, 
peace at least would come to me. I am most unhappy now. You 
must have known it always, but I think you never cared.” 

The simplicity of the words, spoken as a child would have 
spoken them, had an intense pathos in them, uttered as they were 
by a woman scarcely twenty, who was supiiosed to have the world 
at her feet. For one moment tlfoy touched the cold heart of 
Zouroff, as once before at Felicitd the uplifted eyes of Vere had 
• touched him at their betrothal, and almost spurred him to renun¬ 
ciation of her and refusal of her sacrifice. And she looked so 
young, with her hair falling back over her shoulders, and behind 
her the white crucifix and the stars of the morning skies—and her 
child had died here at Svir. 

For the moment his face softened, and he was moved to a 
vague remorse and a vague pity; for a moment Noisette and Cassc- 
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une-Croftte, and eyen Jeanne de Sonnaz, looked to him vulgar and 
common beside his wife; for a moment les verres epais du cabaret 
brutal seemed tainted by the many lips that used them, and this 
pure golden cup seemed worthy of a god. But the rpoment passed, 
and the long habits and humours of a loose and selQsh life resumed 
their sway within him; and he only saw a lovely woman whom he 
had bought as he bought the others, only with a higher price. 

He took the loose gold of her hair in his hands with a sudden 
caress and drew her into his arms. 

“Pardieul” he said with a short laugh. “A very calm pro¬ 
position for a separation! That is what you drive at, no doubt; a 
separation in which you should have all the honours as Princes.s 
Zouroff stUl! No, my lovely Vera, I am not disposied to gratify 
you,—so. You belong to me, and you must continue to belopg to 
me, nilly-willy. You are too handsome to lose, and you should be 
grateful for your beauty; it made you mistress of Svir. Pshaw! 
how you shudder 1 You forgot you must pay now and then for 
your diamonds.” 

There are many martyrdoms as there are many prostitutions 
that law legalises and the churches approve. 

She never again prayed in her oratory. The ivory Christ had 
failed to protect her. 

All the month long there was the pressure of social obligations 
upon her, the hothouse atmo.sphere of a Court about her, for 
Imperial guests followed on those who had left a few days earlier, 
and there could be no hour of freedom for the mistress of Svir. 

Her mother was radiantly content; Count Ilostrow was charm¬ 
ing ; and a Grand Duke found her still a pretty woman; play was 
high most nights; and the Sicilian was forgotten. AH that troubled 
her was that her daughter never looked at her if she could help it, 
never spoke to her except on the commonplace courtesies and trifles 
of the hour. Npt that she cared, only she sometimes feared other 
people might notice it. 

These days seemed to Vero the vciy longest in all her life. Her 
apathy had changed into bitterness, her indifference was growing 
into despair. She thought, with unutterable scorn,'“If the world 
would only allow it, he would have Casse-uiie-Oroffte here 1 ” 

She was nothing more in her husband’s eyes than Casse-uuo- 
Croflte was. 

All the pride of her temper, ^nd all the purity of her nature, 
rose against him. As she wore his jewels, as she sat at his table, 
as she received his guests, as she answered to his name, all her 
soul was in revolt against him; such revolt as to the women of her 
world seeiped the natural instinct of a woman towards her husband, 
a thing to be indulged in without scruple or stint, but which to 
her, in wlxom ifrere all the old faiths and purities of a forgotten 
creed, seemed a sin. 

A sin!—did the world know of such a thing ? Hardly, Now 
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and then, for sake of its traditions, the world .took some hapless 
hoy, or some still yet uiihapiiier woman, and pilloried one of them, 
and drove them out under a shower of stones, selecting them hj 
caprice, persecuting them without justice, slaying them because they 
were friendless. But this was all. 

For the most part, sin was an obsolete thing; archaic and 
unheard of; public prints chronicled the sayings and the doings 
of Noisette and Oasse-nne-Crodte; society chirped and babbled 
merrily of all the filth that satirists scarce dare do more than hint 
at,lest they fall under the law. There was no longer on her eyes 
the blindness of an innocent unconscious youth. She saw corrup¬ 
tion all around her; a corruption so general, so insidious, so lightly 
judged, so popular, that it was nearly universal; and amidst it the 
few isolated souls, that it could not taint and claim and absorb, 
were lost as in a mist, and. could not behold each other. 

A dull hopelessness weighed upon her. Her husband had 
counselled her to lose herself in chiffons and in conquests! 

She knew very well he would not care if she obeyed him; nay, 
that he would perhaps like her the better. As he had often bade 
her put red upon her cheeks, so he would have awakened to a 
quicker esteem of her if ho had seen her leaving ball-rooms in the 
light of morning, with the ribbons of the cotillons on her breast, 
smiling on her lovers above the feathers of her fan, provoking with 
effrontery the gaze of pa.ssion, answering its avowals with smiling 
reproof that meant forgiveness, and passing gaily through the 
masque of society with kohl around her eyes, and a jest upon her 
mouth, and hidden in her bosom or her bouquet some royal lover’s 
note. He would have esteemed her more highly so. Perhaps, 
then, she might oven have stood higher in his eyes than Cassc-une- 
■Croflte. 

She thought this, as she sat in the evening at Ms table, with 
her Imperial guests beside her, and, before her eyes, the glow of the 
gold plate with the Zouroff crown upon it. She was as white as 
alabaster; her eyes had a sombre indignation in them; she wore 
her Order of St. Catherine and her necklace of the moth .and the 
star. ■' 

“ If one did not keep to honour, for honour’s sake,” she thought, 
“ what would ho not make me!—I should bo viler than any one 
of them.” 

For, as she saw her husband’s' face above that broad gleam of 
gold, the longing for one instant came over her, with deadly tempta¬ 
tion, to take such vengeance as a wife can always take, and teach 
him what fruit his own teachings brought, and make him the by¬ 
word and mock of Europe. 

The moment passed. 

“He cannot make me vile,” she thought. “No one can—save 
myself.” 

Am her breast heaved quicker with the memoiy, the ever trem¬ 
bling moth of the med rllion rose and touched the star. 
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“ An allegory pr a talisman ? ” said one of the Imperial guests 
who sat on her right hand, looking at the jewel. 

“Both, sir,” answered Vere. 

Later in the evening, when, after seeing a Froverbe exquisitely 
acted, the princes were for the present hour absorbed in the card- 
room, Madame Ndlaguine lingered for a moment by her sister-in- 
law. Vere had gone for an instant on to the terrace, which over¬ 
looked the sea, as did the terrace of Fdlicite. 

“ Are you well to-day, my Vera ? ” 

“ As well as usual.” 

“1 think Ischl did you little good.” 

“ Ischl ? What should Ischl do for me ? The 'J'raun is no 
Lethe.” 

“ Will you never he content, never be resigned ?” 

“ I think not.” 

Madame Ndlaguine sighed. 

She had never been a good woman, nor a true one, in her world; 
but in her affection for her brother’s wife she was sincere. 

“ Tell me,” said Vere abruptly, “ tell me—you are his sister, I 
may say so to you—tell me it does not make a woman’s duty less, 
that her husband forgets his ? ” 

“ No, dear—at least—no—I suppose not. No, of course not,” 
said Madame Ndlaguine. She had been a very faithless wife her¬ 
self, but of that Vere knew inothing. 

“It does not change one’s own obligation to liim,” said Vere 
wearily, with a feverish flush coming over her flvcc. “ No j that I 
feel. What one promised, one must abide by; that is quite 
certain. Whatever he docs, one must not make that any excuse to 
leave him ? ” 

She turned her clear and noble eyes full upon his sister’s, and 
tlic eyes of Madame N^Iaguinc shunned the gaze and fell. 

“ My dear,” she said evasively, “ no, no ; no wife must leave 
her husband; most certainly not. She must bear everything with¬ 
out avenging any insult; because the world is always ready to 
condemn the wora.an—it hardly ever will condemn the in.an. And 
a wife, however innocent, however deeply to be pitied, is always 
in a false position when she quits her husband’s house. She is 
dSclassde at once. However much other women feel for her, they 
will seldom receive her. Her place in the world is gone, and when 
she is young, above all, to break up her married life is social ruin. 
Pray, pray do not ever think of that. Sergius has grave faults, 
terrible faults, to you; but do not attempt to redress them yourself. 
You would only lose caste, lose sympathy, lose r.ank at once. Pray, 
pray, doyiot think of that.” 

Vere withdrew her hand from her sister-in-law’s; a shadow of 
disappointmeril came on her face, and then altered to a sad disdain. 

“ I was not thinking of what I should lose,” she said, recovering 
her tranquillity. “ That would not weigh with me for a giomcnt. 
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1 was thinking of what is right; of what a wilp sliould ho before 
<3od.” 

“ Yon are sublime, my dear,” said the Russian princess, a little 
irritably because her own consciousness of her own past smote her 
and smarted. “ You are sublime. But you are many octaves higher 
than our concert pitch. No one now ever thinks in the sort of way 
that you do. You would have been a wife for Milton. My brother 
is, alas! quite incapable of appreciating all that devotion.” 

“ Ills power of appreciation is not the measbro of my conduct,” 
said Vere, with a contempt that would have been bitter had it not 
been so weary. 

“ That is happy for him," said his sister drily. “ But, in s.ail 
and sober truth, my Vera, your ideas are too liigh for the world we 
live in; j'ou are a saint raising an oriflammo above a holy strife; 
and we are only a rabble of comnlon maskers—who laugh.” 

“ You can laugh.” 

“ I do not laugh, heaven knows,” said her sistcr-iu-law, with a 
glisten of water in her shrewd, bright eyes, that could not bear the 
<’andid gaze of Vere. “Ido not laugh. I understand you. If 1 
never could have boon like you, I revere you—yes. But it is of 
no use, my dear, no use, alas 1 to bring these true and high emotions 
into common life. They are too exalted; they are lit for higher 
air. Boughly and coarsely if you will, but truly, I will tell you 
there is nothing of nobility, nothing of duty, in marriage, as our 
rrorld sees it; it is simply—a convenience, a somewhat clumsy 
oonlrivance to tide over a social difficulty. Do not think of it as 
anything else; if you do, one day disgust will seize you; your high 
and holy faiths will snap and break; and then-” 

“ And then ? ” 

“Then you will be of all women most unhappy; for I think 
you could not endure your life if you desjiiscd yourself.” 

“ I have endured it,” said Vere in a low voice. “ You think 1 
have not despised ntj'self every day, every night ? ” 

“ Not as I mean. The wrong has been done to you. You have 
done none. All tho difference lies there—ah, such a difference, 
iny dear! Tho difference between the glacier and tho mud- 
torrent 1 ” 

Vero was silent. Then, with a shiver, she drew her wraps 
about her as the cold wind came over the sea. 

“ Shall we go in the house ? It is chilly here,” she said to her 
sister-in-law. 
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CHAPTEE XXII. 

The two shooting-months passed at Svir; brilliantly to all the 
guests, tediously and bitterly to the mistress of the place. Lady 
ilolly had early vanished to see the fair of Nijni Novgorod with a 
pleasant party, and Count llostrow for their guide; and had vague 
thoughts of going down the river and seeing the spurs of the Cau¬ 
casus, and meeting her hiushand in St. Petersburg, where, so 
enraptured was she with the country, she almost thought she 
would persuade him to live. Luc Paul and Duchesse Jeanne had 
gone on a round of visits to friends in Croatia, Courland, and 
Styria. Troops of guests in succession had arrived, stayed at, 
and departed from, the great Zouroff palace on the Baltic;’ and, 
when the first snows were falling, Sergius Zouroff travelled back 
to his villa on the Eiviera with no more preparation or hesitation 
than he would have needed to drive from the Barri^re de I’Etoilo 
to the Hue Holder. 

“What waste it alt is!” thought his wife, as she looked at 
the grand front of Svir, its magnificent forests and its exquisite 
gardens. For ten months out of the year Svir, like Fdlicitd, was 
like a hundred thousand castles and jialaces in Europe; it served 
only for the maintenance and pleasure of a disorderly .and idle 
troop of hirelings, unjust stewards, and fattening thieves of all 
sorts. 

“What would you do with it if you had your way?” asked 
Madame Ndlaguine. 

She answered, “ I wotdd live in it; or I would turn it into a 
Russian St. Cyr.” 

“Alw.ays sublime, my love!” said Madame Ndlaguinc, with 
a touch of asperity and ridicule. 

The towers of Svir fade^ from Vero’s sight in the blue mists of 
i:voning; a few days and nights followed, and then the crocketted 
pinnacles and metal roofs of the Eiviera villa greeted her .sight 
against the blue sky and the blue water of the gulf of Saiut- 
Ilosiiice. 

“ This is accounted the perfection of life,” she thought. “ To 
have half a dozen admirably appointed hotels all your own, and 
among them all—no home I ” • 

The married life of Vere had now begun to pass into that stage 
common enough in our day, when the husband and the wife are 
utter strangers one to another; their only exchange of words being 
when the presence of others compels it, and their only appearance 
together being when society necessitates it. 

A sort .of feilr had fallen on Sergius Zouroff of her, and she was 
thankful to be left in peace. Thousands of men and women live 
thus in the world; never touch each other’s hand, never seqli: each 
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other’s glance, never willingly spend five seconds alone, yet make 
no scandal and have no rupture, and go out into society together, 
and carry on the mocking semblance of union till death parts them. 

Again and again Vere on her knees in her solitude tried to 
examine the past and see what blame might rest on her for her 
failure to influence her husband and withhold him from vice, hut 
she could see nothing that she might have done. Even had she 
been a woman who had loved him she could have done nothing. 
His feeling for her had been but a mere animal-impulse; his habits 
were engrained in every fibre of his temper. If she had shown him 
.any tenderness, ho would have repulsed it with some cynical word; 
fidelity to his ear was a mere phrase, meaning nothing; honour in 
his creed was comprised in one thing only, never to shrink before 
a man. Even if she had been a woman who had cared for him she 
would have had no power to alter his ways of life. Innocent 
women seldom have any influence. Jeanne de Sonnaz could always 
influence Zourolf; Vere never could have done so, let her have- 
essayed what she would. For bo the fault where it may in our 
social system, the wife never has the power or tlie dominion that 
has the mistress. 

A proud woman, moreover, will not stoop as low as it is neces¬ 
sary to do to seize the reins of tyranny over a fickle or sluggish- 
tempered man; what is not faithful to her of its own will, a proud 
woman lets go where it may without effort, and with resignation, 
or with scorn, according as love or indifference move her to the 
faithless. 

The first thing she saw on her table at Villafranca was a letter 
from her mother. 

Lady Dolly had found the Caucasus quite stupidly like the 
Engadine; she thought St. Petersburg a huge barrack and hideous; 
weather was horribly cold, and she rvas coming back to Paris as 
quickly as she could. She would just stay a day, passing, at the 
villa. 

“ Count Kostrow has not come up to her expectations of him,” 
thought Madame Nelaguinc. 

Vere said nothing. 

If she could have prayed for anything, she would have prayed 
never to be near her mother. Lady Dolly was a living pain, a 
living shame, to her, now, even as she had been on that first day 
when she had stepped on shore from the boat of Corrfize, and seen 
the figure of her mother in the blaek and yellow stripes of the 
bathing-dress out in the full sunshine of Trouville. 

But Lady Dolly wanted to forget the slights of Count Rostrow; 
wanted to play at Monaco; wanted to be seen by her English 
friends with her daughter; and so Lady Dolly, who never studied 
any wishes but her own, and never missed a point in the game of 
self she always played, ehose to come, and as she drove up between 
the laurel and myrtle hedges, and looked at the white walls and 
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green veramlelis »f the villa, rising above the palms, and magnolias, 
luid Indian coniferse of its grounds, said to herself: “ With three 
such places on three seas, and two such houses in Paris and St. 
Petersburg as she has, what on earth can she want to bo happy ? ” 

Honestly, she could not understand it. It seemed to her very 
strange. 

“ But she is within a stone’s throw of the tables, and she has 
oceans of money, and yet she never plays,” she thought again; and 
this seemed to her yet more unnatural still. 

“ She is very odd in all ways,” she thought in conclusion, as 
the carriage brushed the scent out of the bruised arbutus leaves 
as it pass^. 

Life for Vcre was quieter on the Eiviera than elsewhere. There 
were but few people in the house; these spent nearly the whole of 
their time at Monte Carlo; and she had many of her own hours free 
to do with as she chose. 

Her husband never asked her to go to Monte Carlo. It was the 
one ph.ase of the world that he spared her. In himself he felt that 
he did not care for those grand grave eyes to see him throwing 
away his gold, and getting drunk with the stupid intoxication of 
that idiotic passion, with his ielles petites about him, and the un¬ 
lovely crowd around. Vere lived within a few miles of the brilliant 
Hell under the TCto du Chien, but she had never once set foot in it. 

The change from the strong air of the Baltic to the hot and 
languid autumn weathor.of the south affected her strength; she felt 
feverish and unwell. She had been reared in the fierce fresh winds 
of the north, and these rose-scented breezes and fragrant orange 
alleys seemed to stifle her in “ aromatic pain.” 

“Perhaps I grow fretful and fanciful,” she thought, with a 
sudden alarm and anger at hei'self. “ What use is it for me to 
blame each pilaco I live in? The malady is in myself. If I could 
only work, be of use, care for something, I should be well enough. 
If I could bo free-” ^ 

She paused with a shiver. 

Freedom for her could only mean death for her husband. To 
the sensitive conscience of Vere it seemed like murder to wish for 
any liberty or release that could only bo purchased at such a cost 
as that. 

Jeanne do Sonnaz could calmly reckon up and compare her 
chances of loss and gain if her placid Paul should pass from the 
living world; but Yere could do nothing of the kind. Although 
Sergius Zouroff outraged and insulted her in many way,s, and was 
a daily and hourly horror to her, yet she remained loyal to him, 
even in her thoughts. 

“ I eat his bread, and wear his clothes, and spend his gold,” she 
thought bitterly. “ I owe him at least fidelity such as his servants 
give in exchange for food and shelter! ” 

There were times when she was passionately tempted to^Sast off 

u 



200 


MOTHS. 


ev'erytliing that was his, and go out, alone and unaided, and work 
for her living, hidden in the obscurity of poverty, but free at least 
from the horrible incubus of an abhorred union. But the straight 
and simple rectitude in which she had been reared, the severe 
rendering of honour and of obligation in which she had been trained, 
were with her too strongly engrained to lot her be untrue to them. 

“ I must bide the brent,” she told herself, in the old homely 
words of the Border people; and her delicate face grew colder and 
prouder every day. The iron was in her soul; the knotted cords 
were about her waist; but she boro a brave countenance serenely. 
She could not endure that her world should pity her. 

Her world, indeed, never dreamed of doing so. Society does not 
pity a woman who is a great lady, who is young, and who could 
have lovers and courtiers by the crowd if only she smiled onco. 

Society only thought hqr—unamiable. 

True, she never said an unkind thing, or did one j she never hurt 
man or woman: she was generous to a fault, and, to aid even people 
she despised, would give herself trouble unending. But these are 
serious simple qualities that do not show much, and are soon for¬ 
gotten by those who benefit from them. Had she laughed more, 
danced more, taken more kindly to the fools and their follies, she 
might have been acid of tongue and niggard of sympathy: society 
would have thought her much more amiable than it did now. 

Her charities were very large, and they were charities often 
done in sccrcsy to those of her owm ranlc, who came to her in the 
desperation of their own needs, or their sons’ or their brothers’ debts 
of liononr; but it would have served her in better stead with the 
world if she h.ad stayed for the cotillons, or if she had laughed 
heartily when Madame Judic sang. 

It would have been so much more natural. 

“If she would listen to me!” thought her mother, in the 
superior wisdom of her iiopular little life. “ If she would only kiss 
a few women in the morning, and flirt with a few men in the 
evening, it would set her all right with them in a month. It is no 
use doing good to anybody, they only hate you for it. You have 
seen them in their straits; it is like seeing them without their 
teeth or their wig; they never forgive it. But' to be pleasant, 
always to be pleasant, that is the thing; and, after all, it costs 
nothing.” 

But to be plca.sant in Lady Dolly’s, and the world’s, meaning 
of the words was not irossiblo to Vcrc—^Vere, with an aching heart, 
an outraged pride, and a barren future; 'Verc, haughty, grave, and 
delicate of taste, to whom the whole life she led seemed hardly 
bettor or wiser than sitting out the glittering absurdities of the 
Timbale d’Argont or Niniche. 

One warm day in December she had the unusual enjoyment of 
being alone from noon to night. All in the house were away at 
Jlante Carlo, and Madame Neluguinc had gone for the day to San 
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Homo to SCO lier’Empress. It was lovely weather, balmy and full 
of fragrance, cold, enough to make furs needful at nightfall, but 
without wind, andi with a brilliant sun. 

Vero wandered about the gardens till she was tired; then, her 
eyes lighting on her own felucca moored with other pleasure-boats at 
the foot of the garden-quay, she looked over the blue tranquil sea, 
went down the stairs, and pushed the little vessel off from shore. 
She had never lost her childish skill at boating and sailing. She set 
the little sail, tied the tiller-rope to her foot, and, with one oar, sent 
herself quickly and lightly through the still water. H’here was 
nothing in sight; the shore was as deserted as the sea. It was only 
one o’clock. The orange groves and pine woods shed their sweet 
smell for miles over the sea. She ceased to row, and let the boat 
drift with the slight movement of the buoyant mr. 

She was glad to be alone—absolutely alone; away from all the 
trifling interruptions which are to sonic natures as mosquitoes to 
the flesh. 

She passed a fishing-felucca, and asked the fisherman in it if the 
weather would hold; he told her it would bo fine like that till the 
new year. She let the boat go on. The orangeries and pine woods 
receded farther and farther, the turrets of the villa grew smaller and 
smaller in the distance. 

Air and sea, space and solitude, were delightful to her. Almost 
for the moment, going through that sp.arkling water, she realised 
her youth, and felt that twenty years were still not on her head. 
As she lay back in the little vessel, her shoulders resting on its 
silken cushions, the oar being idle, her eyes gazing wistfully into 
the depths of the azure sky, she did not see a canoe that, lying off 
the shore when she had taken the water, had followed her at a 
little distance. 

Suddenly, with a quick, arrow-liko dart, it covered the space 
dividing it from her, and came alongside of her boat. 

“ Princesse,” said the voice of Corroze, “ the sea is kind to me, 
whether it be in north or south. But are you quite W'ise to be so 
far out on it all alone ? ” 

lie saw the face, that never changed for all the praise of princes 
or the homage of courts, and always was so cold, grow warm and 
lighten with surprise and welcome, wonder in the great grave eyes, 
a smile on the proud mouth. 

“ You!" she said simply. 

He had had much flattery and much honour in his life, but 
nothing that had ever seemed to him so sweet, so great, as that one 
word, and the accent of it. 

“I!” he said simply too, without compliment. "I am a stormy 
petrel, you know; never at rest. I could not help hovering near 
your lonely sail in case of any sudden ebange of weather. These 
waters are very treacherous.” 

“ Arc they ? ” said Vere without thinking. She grew confused; 
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kUI tliouglit of tVie Wolfinia, of the Kcrmcsse, t>f her husband's 
invitation to Svir, of his last words in the Spitalkirche; of many 
things all at once; and the gladness with which she saw him 
startled her—it seemed so strange to be so glad at anything! 

“ The fisherman says this weather will last till the new year,” 
she said, feeling that her voice was not quite steady. 

Corrfeze had one hand on the side of her boat. 

“The fisherman should know better than I, certainly,” he 
answered. “ But they are over-sanguine sometimes; and there 
is a white look in the south that I do not like, as if Africa were 
sending us some squall. If I mi^t venture to advise you, I would 
say turn your helm homeward. You are very far off shore.” 

“ You are as far.” 

“ I followed you.” 

Vere was silent; she spent the next few moments in tacking 
and bringing the hc^ of her little vessel landward once more. 

“ I thank yon,” said Corrfeze, as she obeyed him. 

She did not ask him why. 

“There is no tide, the clever people tell us, in the Mediter¬ 
ranean,” he continued. “ But there is something that feels very 
unpleasantly like it sometimes, when a boat wants to go against 
the wind. You see a breeze has sprung up; that white cloud 
yonder will he black before very long.” 

“ Are wo really very far from the hand ? ” 

“ A mile or two. It will take some stiff rowing to get there.” 

“ But the sun is so bright .— - ” 

“ Ah, yes. I have seen the sun brilliant one moment, and the 
next the white squall was down in a fury of whirling mist and 
darkened air. Take your second oar.” 

The wind began to stir, as he had foreseen, the white in the 
south grew leaden-coloured, the swell in the sea grew heavy. Vere 
took in her sail, and the resistance of the water to the oars grew 
strong for her hands. 

“ With your permission,” said Corrfeze; and he balanced himself 
on his canoe, tied its prow to the stern of her boat, and leapt lightly 
into her little vessel. 

“ If it get rougher, that might have become harder to do,” he 
said apologetically; “ and in. the sea that wo shall soon have, you 
will be unable to both steer and rqw. Will you allow me to take 
your oars?” 

She gave them to him in silence, and took the tUler-ropos into 
her hands. 

She saw that he was right. 

An angry wind had risen, shrill and chill. The foam of the 
tideless sea was blowing around them like white powder scattered 
by a great fan. There was a raw, hard feeling in the air, a moment 
before so sunny and laden only with the seent of orange and pine- 
wood. ‘The sky was ovprcast, and some sea-birds were screaming. 
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Neither he iwr she spoke; he bent with a will to his oars, she 
steered straight for the shore. The wind chopped and changed, and 
came now from the west and now from the mountains—either way 
it was against them. 

He had taken a waterproof from his canoe and put it about her. 
“ Never trust the sun when you come seaward,” ho said, with a 
smile. Without it she would have been wet through from the 
spray, for her gown was only of ivory-white cashmere, and ill-fitted 
for rough weather. 

Corrdzo rowed on in silence, pulling hard against the heavy 
water. 

Both thought of the morning on the sea in Calvados; and the 
memory was too present to both for either to speak of it. 

“ There is no real danger,” he said once, as the boat was swept 
by the rush of white water. 

“ I am not afr.aid; Jo you think I am ?” said Vere, with a mo¬ 
mentary smile. 

“ No, I do not. Fear is not in your temper,” said Corrdzo. “ But 
most other women would bo; the sea will soon stand up like a 
stone avail between us and the land.” 

“Yes?” said Vere absently; she was thinking very little of the 
sea; then she added, with a sudden recollection, and a pang of self- 
reproach, “1 was very imprudent; I am sorry; it is I who have 
brought you into this danger—for danger I think there must be.” 

“Oh! as for that—said Correze, and he laughed lightly. 
In his heart ho thought, “ To die with you—how sweet it woidd 
be! How right were the old poets 1 ” 

Peril, to a degree, there was, because it became very probable 
that the cockle-sliell of a pleasure-boat might heel over in the 
wind and swell, and they might have to swim for their lives; and 
they were still a long way off the land. But neither of them 
thought much of it. He was only conscious that she was near 
him, and she was wondering why such deep peace, such sweet 
safety, always seemed to fall on her in his presence. 

The sea rose, as he had said, and looked like a grey wall between 
them and the coast. Mists and bloH'ing surf obscured the outlines 
of the land; but she held the head of the boat straight against the 
battling waves, and ho rowed with the skill that he had learned of 
Venetians and Basque sea-folk in sudden storms; and, slowly but 
safely, at the last they made their way through the fog of foam and 
whirling currents of variously driving winds, and brought the iittle 
vessel with the canoe rocking behind it up on to the landing-stairs 
that she had left in the full flood of sunshine two hours before. 
There was no rain, but the sky was very dark, and the spray was 
being driven hither and thither in showers. 

“ Are you wet at all, Princesse?” he asked as they landed. 

She turned on the steps and held out her hand. 

“ You have saved my life,” she said in a low voice. , He bowed 
low over her hand, but did not touch it W’th his lips. 
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“ I am happy,” he said briefly. 

There was a crowd of servants and outdoor men above on the 
head of the little garden-quay, Loris leaping and shouting in their 
midst, for all the household had discovered its mistress’s absence 
and the absence of the boat, and had been greatly alarmed; for, if 
her world disliked her, her servants adored her, even while they 
were a little afraid of her. 

“ She is like no one else; she is a saint,” said the old Russian 
steward very often. “ But if she be ever in wrath with you—ah, 
then it is as if St. Dorothea struck you with her roses and broke 
your back 1 ” 

Even as they landed the clouds burst, the rain began to fall in 
torrents, the sea leaped madly against the sea-wall of the gardens. 

“ You will come in and wait at least till the storm passes?” sho 
said to Correzo. Ho hesitated. 

“ Into Prince Zouroff’s house 1 ” he said aloud, with a shadow on 
his face. 

“ Into my house,” she said with a shade of rebuke in her tone. 

“ You are too good, madame; but, if you wilt permit me, I will 
seem ungrateful and leave you.” 

The servants wore standing around on the strip of variegated 
marble pavement that separated the se.a-wall from the house. Ho 
only uttered .such words as they might hear. 

Vere looked at him with a wistful look in the haughty eyes that 
he would not see. 

“You have saved my life,” she said again in a soft hushed 
voice. 

“ Nay, nay,” said OorrSze, “ you have too many angels surely 
ever about your steps to need a sorry mortal 1 Princesse—adieu.” 

“ But you are staying near here ? ” 

“ A few days—a few hours. I am en route from Milan to Paris. 
I like Paris best when I am not on an Alp. Life should be tout ou 
rien. Either the boulevard or the hermitage.” 

He did not tell her that he had come by the Riviera for sake of 
seeing the turrets of her home above the sea, for sake of the chance 
of beholding her walk by him in the sun upon the terrace above. 

“ Will you not wait and see—my husband ? ” she said a little 
abruptly, with a certain effort. 

“ I have not the honour to know Prince Zomoff.” 

“He will wish to thank you-the words seemed to choke her; 

she could not finish them. 

Oorr&se bowed with his charming grace. 

“ Princesse 1 When shall I persuade you that I have done nothing 
for which to be thanked ! If I may venture to remind you of so 
prosaic a thing, your dress must be damp, and mine is wet •through. 
1 beseech you to change yours at once." 

“ Ah! how thoughtless I am! But if you will not come in, will 
you ac(%pt a carriage or a horse ? ” 
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“ Thanks, no ; a quick walk will do me far more good. If you 
will give the can&o shelter I shall be very indebted; but for myself 
the shore in this wind is what will please me most. It will make 
mo think of the old tourmentes of my homo mountains. Prineesso, 
once more—adieu.” 

She gave him her hand ; he bent over it; a mist came before 
her eyes that was not from the driving of the sea spray. When it 
cleared from her eyelids, CorrSze was gone. 

“ If I had entered the house with her I could not have answered 
for my silence. It was best to come away whilst I could,” ho 
thought, as ho went on along the Comiche, with the winds and the 
rains beating him back at each step, and, below him and beyond, 
the sea a mass of white and grey steam and froth. 

When Prince Zouroff returned from Monte Carlo, he brought 
several guests with him to dinner. Ho had won largely, as very rich 
men often do; he was in a good humour because he had been well 
amused; and ho liad been driven homo by his orders at so tonific a 
pace in the storm that one horse had dropped dead when it reached 
the stables. But this was not a very uncommon occurrence with 
him; a carriage-horse did not matter; if it had been one of his 
racers it would have been a different business. That was all ho said 
about it. 

Vero went up to him after dinner and took him aside one 
moment. 

“ I was on the sea in the beginning of the storm.” 

“ What were you doing ? ” 

“ Bowing myself—all alone.” 

“ A mad freak! But nothing happened. All is well that ends 
well.” 

“ Yes.” Vere’s teeth were shut a little as she spoke, and her 
lips were pale. “ It might not have ended so well—if it be well to 
live—had it not been for M. de Corroze. He was in a canoe and 
warned mo in time.” 

“ The singer ? ” 

“ M. do Corrfezo.” 

“ Well, there is only one; you mean the ginger ? How came he 
near you ? ” 

“ I do not know.” 

“ And what did he do ? ” 

“ He saved my life.” . 

Sergius Zouroff looked wearied. 

“ You are always so emotional, ma chire. Do you mean he did 
anything I ought to acknowledge ? Whore is he to be found ? ” 

“ I do not know." 

“ Oh, I can hear at the Cercle. But are you not talking in 
hyperboles ? " 

“ I fold you the fact. I thought you ought to know it,” 

“ Ah, yes,” said her husband, who was thinking of other things. 
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But he not come to sing at Svir, I cannot forgive that. How¬ 
ever, I will send my car^ and then you can ask Him to dinner. Or 
send him a diamond ring—artists always like rings.” 

Vere turned away. 

“ I remember hearing once,” said Lady Dorothy, approaching 
him, “ that CorrSze had one thousand three hundred and seventy- 
six diamond rings, all given him by an adoring universe. You must 
think of something more original, Sergius.” 

“Ask him to dinner,” said Prince Zouroff. “People do; though 
it is very absurd.” 

Then he went to the card-room for ScariS, thinking no more of 
his wife than he thought of his dead horse. 

“ CorrSze and the sea seem quite inseparable—quite like Leander,” 
said Lady Dolly, who had heard the whole story before dinner from 
her maid, when she too had returned from Monte Carlo. But she 
said it half under her breath, and did not dare speak of it to her 
daughter; she was haunted by that memory of the letter she had 
received from Moscow, the letter of Correzo that she had burned and 
left unanswered. 

“It is odd ho should have been in that canoe just to-day, when 
wo were all away,” she thought with the penetration of a woman 
who knew her world, and did not believe in accidents, as she had 
once said to her child. “ And to say she does not know where he 
is—that is really too ridiculous. I am quite sure Vere never will 
do anything—anything—to make people talk, but I should not be 
in the least surprised if she were to insist on something obstinate 
and romantic about this man. She is so very emotional. Zouroff 
is right, she is always in the clouds. That comes of being brought 
up on those moors by that German, and CorrSze is precisely the 
js3rson to answer these fancies—even in daylight at a concert he is 
so handsome, and even in dinner-dress he always looks like Borneo. 
It would really bo too funny if she ever did get talked about—so 
cold, and so reserved, and so quite too dreadfully and awfully good 
as she is 1 ” 

And Lady Dolly looked down the drawing-rooms at her daughter 
in the distance, as Vere drew her white robes slowly through her 
salons; and she thought, after all, one never knew- 

The next day Zouroffs secretary sent his master’s card to the 
hotel where he learned that Corr^ze was staying, and sent also an 
invitation to dinner at an early date, Corrhze sent his card in return, 
and a refusal of the invitation, based on the plea that he was leaving 
Nice. 

When he had written his refusal, Corr^ze walked out into the 
street. He met point-blank a victoria with very gaudy liveries, and, 
in the victoria, muffled in sables, sat a dark-skinni, ruby-lipped 
woman. 

The brilliant and insouciant face of Gorr^ze grow dark, and ho 
frowned. 
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Tlie woman v^jas Cassc-nnc-Croftte. 

“ Tlie brute! ” be muttered. “ If I sat at his table I should bo 
choked—or I should choke him.” 

As ho went on he heard the gay people in the street laughing, 
and saw them look after the gaudy liveries and the quadroon. 

“ His wife is much more beautiful, and as white as a lily,” one 
man said. “ That black thing throws glasses and knives at him 
sometimes, they say.” 

“ I protected her from Noisette. I cannot protect her here,” 
thought Corroze. “ Perhaps she will not know it; God send her 
ignorance.” 

The talk of Nice was Casse-une-Croilte, who had arrived but a 
week or so before. She had a villa in the town, she had her carriage 
and horses from Paris, she spent about sixty napoleons a day, with¬ 
out counting what she lost at Monte Carlo; the city preferred her to 
any English peeress or German princess of them all. When the 
correspondents of journals of society sent their budgets from Nice 
and Monaco, they spoke first of all of Casse-urie-Crofite—the Princess 
Zouroflf came far afterwards with other great ladies in their chronicles. 

When Cassc-une-Crofite after supper set fire to Prince Zouroff’s 
beard, and shot away her chandelier with a saloon pistol, her feats 
were .admiringly recorded in type. Vero did not read those p.apers, 
so she knew nothing; and the ignorance Oorrilze prayed for her re¬ 
mained with her; slic did not even know that Casse-une-Crofite was 
near her. 

A little later in that day Corrfeze met Lady Dolly at Monte 
Carlo. She greeted him with efl'usion; ho was courteous, but a 
little cold. She felt it, but she would not notice it. 

“ So you saved my Verc’s life yesterday, Corroze ? ” she said 
with charming cordiality. “So like you! Always in some heau 
idle!” 

“ It would be a lem rdle, indeed, to have saved the Princess 
Zouroff from any danger; but it is not for me. I warned her of the 
change in the weather; that was all.” 

“ You are too modest. True courage always is. I think you 
rowed her boat home for her, didn’t you?” 

“ Part of the way—yes. The sea was heavy.” 

“ She quite thinks you saved her life,” said Lady Dolly. “ My 
iweet Vera is always a little exaltee, you know j you can see that 
if you look at her. One alwasm rather expects to hear her speak in 
blank verse; don’t you know what I mean ? ” 

“ Madame, I have heard so much blank verse in my life that I 
should as soon expect frogs to drop from her lips,” answered Cor- 
reze a little irritably. “ No; I do not think I know what you mean. 
The Princess Vera seems to mo to play a very difficult part in the 
world’s play with an exquisite serenity, patience, and good taste." 

“ A difiicult part 1 Goodness! My dear Corrhze, she has only 
to look beautiful, go to courts, and spend money 1 ” 
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“ And forgive Infidelity, and bear with outrage.” 

His voice was low, but it was grave and even stem, as his faco 
was. 

Lady Dolly, who was going up towards the great Palace of Play, 
stopped, stared, and put up a scarlet sunshade, which made her 
look as if she blushed. 

“ My dear Corrfize 1 I suppose people of genius are privileged, 
but otherwise—^really—^you have said such an extraordinary thing 
I ought not to answer you. The idea of judging between married 
people 1 The idea of supposing that Prince Zouroff is not every¬ 
thing he ought to be to his wife—— ” 

turned his clear lustrous eyes full on her. 

“ Miladi,” he said om-tly, “ I wrote you some truths of Prince 
Zouroff f^rom Moscow long ago. Did you read them ? " 

“! mere stories!” said Lady Dolly vaguely and 
nervously; ‘^you know I never listen to rumours; people are so 
horridly xmoharitable.” 

“ You had my letter from Moscow, then ? ” 

“ Oh yes, and answered it,” said Lady Dolly with aplomb. 

“ 1 think you forgot to answer iV’ said Correze quietly; “ your 
answer was a fairs pari, to the marriage.” 

“ I am sure I answered it,” said Lady Dolly once more, looking 
up into the scarlet dome of her umbrella. 

“ I told you and proved to you that the man to whom you wished 
to sacrifice your child was a mass of vice; of such vice as it is the 
fashion to protend to believe shut up between the pages of Suetonius 
and Livy. And I offered, if you would give me your young daughter, 
to settle a million of francs upon her and leave the stage fur her 
sake. Your answer was the fairs part of the Zouroff marriage.” 

“ I answered you,” said Lady Dolly obstinately; “ oh dear 
yes, I did. I can’t help it if you didn’t got it; and 1 had told you 
at Trouville it was no use, that idea of yours; you never were 
meant to marry—so absurd 1—you are far too charming; and, 
besides, you know you ars an artist; you can’t say you are not.” 

“ I am an artist,” said Correze, with a flash sombre and brilliant 
in his eyes that she could not front, “ but I have never been a 
beast, and had I wedded your daughter I would not have been an 
adulterer.” 

“ Hus-s-sh 1 ” said Lady Dolly, scandalised. Such language was 
terrible to her, though she did laugl at the Petit Due and Ninichc. 
“ Hus-s-sh, hush— -may I ” 

But Corrfeze had bowed and had left her. 

Lady Dolly went on between the cactus and the palms and the 
myrtles looking dreamily up into the scarlet glow of her sunshade, 
and thinking that when you let artists and people of that sort into 
your world they were quite certain to froisssr you sooner or later. 
“ And I am sure he is in love with her still,” she thought as she 
joined some pleasant people and went up to the great building to 
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hear the music, only for that; the music at Monte Carlo is always 
so good. 

“ As if I would ever have given my child to a singer! ” she 
thought in the disgust of mingled virtue and pride. 

At the entrance of the hall she met her son-in-law, who was 
coming out, having won largely. 

“ I forgot my purse, Sergius; lend me the sinews of war,” said 
Lady Dolly with a laugh. 

He handed her some rouleaux. 

“ Some one would plunder mo bofore.I got through the gardens,” 
he said to himself as ho sauntered on, “ it may as well he Dolly as 
another.” 

Lady Dolly wont on and staked her gold. At the same table 
with her were Aimde I’incde of the Hippodrome, and Cassc-unc- 
Crodto; but Lady DoUy was not hurt by that either in pride or 
virtue. 

The real Commune is Monte Carlo. 

Meanwhile Correze did not approach Vere. 

“ If you over need a servant or an avenger call me,” ho had said 
to her, but ho had known that she never would call him. From 
.afar off he had kept watch on her life, but that was all. 

She knew that he was near her, and the knowledge changed the 
current of her days from a joyous routine to a sweet yet bitter 
unrest. When the sun rose she thought, “ shall I see him ? ” 
When it set she thought, “will he come to-nrorrow?” The ex¬ 
pectation gave a flush of colour and hope to her life which with all 
its outward magnificence was chill and pale as tho life of a pauper 
because its youth was crushed under the burden of a loveless 
splendour. 

For tho first time this warm winter of the southern seaboard, 
with its languid air, its dancing sunbeams, its odours of roses and 
violets and orange-buds, seemed lovely to her. She did not reason; 
she did not reflect; she only vaguely felt that tho earth had grown 
beautiful. 

Once while the air was still dark with the shadows of night, but 
the sky had tho red of the dawn, she, lying wide awake upon her 
bed, heard a voice upon the sea beneath her windows singing tho 
Stella virgins, madre pescatore! of tho Italian fishermen, and know 
that the voice was his. 

At that hour Sergius Zourofif was drinking brandy in the rooms 
of Casse-une-Croflte, while the quadroon was shooting the glass 
drops off her chandelier. 

One day she went to see the village priest about some poor of 
the place, and sought him at tho church of the parish. It was a 
little whitewashed bam, no more, but it had thickets of roses about 
it and a belt of striped aloes, and two tall palms rose straight above 
it, and beyond its narrow door there shone the sea. She went 
towards the little sacristy to speak to the priest, Madaipe NSla* 
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guino was with her. They met Corr6ze oa the threshold. Mass 
was just over. It was the day of St. Lucy. 

“ Have you been to mass at our church and do not visit us ? ” 
cried Princess Nadine in reproach as she saw him; “ that is not 
hind, monsieur, especially when wo liavo so much for which to 
thank you; my brother would be very glad of an occasion to speak 
his gratitude.” 

“Prince Zouroff owes mo none, madame,” said CorrSzo. Verc 
had been silent. “Is the little church yours?” he continued. “It 
is charming. It is almost as primitive as St. Augustine or St. 
Jerome could wish it to be, and it is full of the smell of the sea 
and the scent of the roses.” 

“ It is the church of our parish,” said Madame Ndlaguine; “ we 
have ,our own chapel in the villa for our own priest, of course. 
Were you not coming to us? No? You are too farouche. Even 
to persons of your fame one cannot allow such wilful isolation; 
and why come to this very gay seaboard if you want to be alone? ” 

“ I came by way of going to Paris from Milano; indeed, in 
Paris I must be in a very few days; I have to see half a score of 
directors there. Which of the three seas that you honour with 
residence do you prefer, mesdames V ” 

“ Why docs Vere not speak to him, and why does he not look 
at her?” thought the Princess Ndlaguine, as she answered aloud— 

“Myself, I infinitely prefer the Mediterranean, but Verc persists 
in preferring the narrow colourless strip of the northern channel; 
it is not like her usual good taste.” 

“The climate of Calvados is most like th.at which the Prince.s.s 
knew in her childhood,” Correze said with a little haste; “ child¬ 
hood goes with us like an echo always, a refrain to the ballad of 
our life. One always wants one’s cradle-air. Were I to meet with 
such an accident as Roger did I would go to a gcat-hut on my own 
Alps above Sion.” 

“ You would ? how charming that would be for the goats and 
their sennerins ! ” said Madame Nelaguino as she caught a glimpse 
of the priest’s black soutane behind the roses anrl chased it through 
the hedge of aloes, and caught the good man, who was very shy of 
this keen, quick, sardonic Russian lady. 

“You might have been dead in those seas the other day—for 
me,” said Vere in a low voice, without looking at him, as they 
stood alone. ' 

“ Ah! nothing so beautiful is in store for me, Princesse,”' he 
answered lightly; “indeed, you overrate my services; without me 
no doubt you w'ould have brought your boat in very well; you are 
an accomplished sailor.” 

“ I should have stayed out without noticing the storm,” said 
Vere, “ and then—Loris would have been sorry, perfiaps.” 

Correze was silent. 

Heovould not let his tongue utter the answer that rose to his lips. 
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“ Wc are too afraid of death,” he said ; “ that fear is the shame 
of Ghristiauity.” 

“I do not fear it,” said Vere in a low tone; her eyes gazed 
through the screen of roses to the sea. 

“And you have not twenty years on your head yeti” said 
Corrfize bitterly, “ and life should bo to you one cloudless spring 
morning only full of blossom and of promise-” 

“ I have what I deserve, no doubt.” 

“ You have nothing that you deserve.” 

Madame N61aguine came back to them with the priest. 

“Why did you not come to Svh?” she asked of Correze, as the 
curate made his obeisance to Vere. 

“ 1 had not the honour to know your brother.” 

“ No; but I believe-” 

“ He offered to pay me ? Oh yes. Ho was dans son droit in 
doing th.at; but I too had my riglits, and amongst them was tlie 
right to refuse, and I took it. No doubt he did not know that 
1 never take payments ont of the opera-house.” 

“ I see! you are cruelly proud.” 

“ Am I proud ? Perhaps, I have my own idea of dignity, a 
‘poor thing, but my own.’ When I go into society I like to 
be free, and so I do not take money from it. Many greater artists 
tlian I, no doubt, have thought differently. But it is my 
fancy.” 

“ But other artists have not been Marquises de Correze,” said 
Madame Nelaguine. 

“Nay, I have no title, Madame,” said Correze; “it was buried 
in another generation under the snows above Sion, and I have 
never dug it up: why should 1 ? ” 

“Why should you, indeed? There is but one Correze, there 
are four thousand marquises to jostle each other in their struggles 
for precedence.” 

He laughed a little as he bowed to her. “ Yes, I am Con-eze 
tout court; I like to tiiink that one word tells its own tale all over 
the world to the nations. No doubt this is only another shape of 
vanity, and not dignity at all. One never knows oneself. I do 
not care to set up my old couronne, it would bo out of place in the 
theatres. But 1 like to think that I have it, and if ever I need ia 
cross swords with a noble, he cannot refuse on the score of mv 
birth.” • 

His face grew darker as he spoke, he pulled the roses one from 
another with an impatient action ; the quick marmoset eyes of 
Madame Nelaguine saw that he was thinking of some personal foe. 

“I suppose you have had duels before now?” she said indiffer¬ 
ently. 

“ No,” answered Correze. “No man ever insulted me yet, and 
1 think no man ever will. I do not like brawling ; it is a sort of 
weakness with my fraternity, who are an irritable genus. , I have 
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always contrived to live in amity. But—there are olTenccs for 
wliich there is no punishment except the old one of blood.” 

He was thinking of what he had seen that night; Sergius 
Zouroff against the shoulder of Casse-une-Crohte playing at the 
roulettc-tablo whilst his wife was left alone. Madame Ndlaguino 
looked at him narrowly; Vere was standing a little apart listening 
to the good priest’s rambling words. 

“ M. le M.irquis,” she said with a little smile, “ you are very 
well known to be the gentlest and sunniest of mortals, as well as 
tin' sweetest singer that ever lived. But—do you know—I think 
you could be very terrible if you were very angry. I think it is 
quite as well that you do not fight duels.” 

“ I may fight them yet,” said Corrdze, “ and do not give me that 
title, madame, or I shall think you laugh at me. I am only 
Coirdze 1 ” 

“ Only I ‘ I am Arthur, said the King! ’ Will you not bo 
merciful in your greatness—and come and sing to us as a friend 
here, though you would not come as a guest to Svir ? ” 

Corrhze was silent. 

“ Do come to-night, you would make mo so proud; we have a 
few people,” urged the I’rincess Nadine; “and you know,” she 
added, “ that to me your art is a religion.” 

" You make it difficult indeed to refuse,” said Correze, “ but I 
have not the honour to know Prince Zouroff.” 

“With what an accent he says that honour 1” thought the 
sister of Zomoff, but she said aloud: “ That is my brother’s mis¬ 
fortune, not his fault. Vere, ask this Roi Soleil to shine on our 
house ? Ho is obstinate to me. Perhaps he will not be so to you.” 

Vere did not lift her eyes, her face flushed a little as she turned 
towards him. 

“Wo should bo hapyjy if you would break your rule—for us.” 

She spoke with effort; she could not forgot what he had said on 
his knees before her in the little church at Old Aussee. Corroze 
bowed. 

“I will come for an hour, mesprincesses, and.I will sing for you 
both.” 

Then ho made his adieu and went away. 

Vere and her sister-in-law returned to the house. Madame 
NOlaguine was unusually grave. 

When they went home, they found the newspapers of the day; 
the lightesit and wittiest of them contained a florid account of the 
rescue from a sea-storm of a Eussian Princess by Correze. Without 
a name the Eussian Princess was so described, that all her world 
could know beyond doubt who it was. 

“ Eeally position is a pillory nowadays,” said Madame Nela- 
guine angrily; “sometimes they pelt one with rose-leaves, and 
sometimes with rotten egg.s, but one is for ever in the pillory 1 ” 

Wh'-u Sergius Zouroff read it he was very enraged. 
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"ratienco!” ^id his sister drily, when his wife was out of 
hearing. “ In to-morrow’s number I dare say they will describe 
you and the quadroon.” 

Then she added, “ Corrfezo will come here this evening: he will 
come to sing for me; you must not offer him anything, not even a 
ring, or you will insult him.” 

“ Pshaw I ” said Zouroff roughly. “ Why do you not get others 
to sing for you whom you can pay properly like artists ? There are 
many." 

“Many singers like CorrSze? I am afraid not. But I induced 
him to come, not only for his singing, but because when he has 
saved your wife’s life, it is as well you should look thankful, even 
if you do not feel so.” 

“ You grow as romantic as she is, in your old age, Nadine,” said 
Zouroff, w’ith a shrug of his shoulders. . 

“ In old age, perhaps, one appreciates many things that one 
overlooks in one’s youth,” said the Princess unruffled, and with a 
little sigh. “ Twenty years ago I should not have appreciated your 
wife iierhaps much more than—you do.” 

“ Do you find her amusing ? ” he said with a little laugh and a 
yawn. 

Later in that day Yore drove out alone. Madame Ndlaguine 
was otherwise occupied and her mother was away spending a day or 
two with a friend who had a villa at la Condamino. She had never 
once driven down the Promenade dos Anglais since she had been on 
the Riviera this year, but this day her coachman took his way 
along that famous road because the house to which she was going, 
a house taken by Vladomir Zouroff, and at which his wife, a pretty 
Galician woman, lay ill, could not so quickly or so easily be reached 
any other way. She drove alone, her only companion Loris stretched 
on the opposite cushiorife, beside a basket of violets and white 
lilacs which she was taking to Sophie Zouroff. The afternoon was 
brilliant; the snow-white palaces, the green gardens, and the azure 
sea sparkled in the sunlight; the black Orloffs flew over the ground 
tossing their silver head-jneces and flashing their fiery eyes; people 
looked after them and told one another “ That is the Princess Vera: 
look, that is the great Russian’s wife.” 

Vere, leaning back with Loris at her feet, had a white covering 
of polar bear-skins cast over h^r; she had on her the black sables 
which had been in her marri.agc corleUle; the black and white in 
their strong contrast enhanced and heightened the beauty of her 
face and the fairness of her hair; she held on her lap a great cluster 
of lilies of the valley. 

“ That bciiutiful pale woman is Prince Zouroff’s wife ; he must 
have strange taste to leave her for a negress,” said one man to 
another, as she passed. 

There were many carnages out that day as usual before sunset; 
the black Russian horses dashed through *be crowd at theit usual 
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liLiiilloug gallop, tossing their undocked manes and tails in restlesj 
pride. Close agiunst them passed two bays at full trot; the bays 
were in a victoria; in the victoria was a woman, swarthy and 
lustrous-eyed, who wore a Russian kaftan, and had black Russian 
sables thrown about her shoulders; she was smoking; she blow 
some smoke in the air and grinned from ear to ear as she went past 
the Zouroff carriage; in her own carriage, lying back in it, was 
Sergius Zouroir. 

A slight flush, that went over Vere’s face to her temifles and 
then faded to leave her white as new-fallen snow, was the only sign 
she gave that she had recognised her husband with the quadroon 
who was called Casse-une-Croflte. Another moment, and the black 
OrloiTs, flying onward in a cloud of dust and flood of sunlight, had 
loft the bays behind them. Vere bent her face over the lilies of 
the valley. 

Half a mile further she checked their flight, and told the coach¬ 
man to return home by another road instead of going onward to 
Sophie ZourotTs. 

When she reached the villa it was twilight—the short twilight 
of a winter day on the Mediterranean. She went up to her bed¬ 
chamber, took off her sables, and with lier own hands wrapped 
them together, rang for her maid, and gave the furs to her. 

“ When the Prince comes in take these to him,” she said, in a 
calm voice; “ toll him I have no farther use for them; he may 
have some.” 

The woman, who was fiiithful to her, and know much of the 
])atience with which she bore her life, looked grave as she took 
them; she guessed what had happened. 

It was six o’clock. 

The Princess Nadine came for a cup of yellow tea in Vere's 
dressing-room. She found her gentle and serious as usual; as usual 
a good listener to the babble of pleasant cynicisms and philosophic 
commentaries with which Madame Nelaguine always was ready to 
garnish and enliven the news of the hour. 

Madame Nelaguine did not notice anythmg«amfss. 

An hour later, when Zouroff came home to dress for dinner, the 
waiting-woman, who loved her mistress and was very loyal to her, 
took him the sables and the message. 

He stared, but said nothing. He understood. 

The Prince of Monaco and other Princes dined at the Zouroff 
villa that evening. There was a dinner-party of forty people in all. 
He did not see his wife until the dinner hour. Vere was pale with 
the extreme pallor that had come on her face at sight of the 
quadroon ; she wore white velvet and had a knot of white lilac at 
her breast, and her only ornaments were some great pearls given 
her by the Herberts on her marriage. 

Ho stooped towards her a moment under pretext of raising a 
bandkqrchief she had dropped. 
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" Madame," he‘said in a harsh whisper, “ I do not like coups de 
thiitre, and with my actions you have nothing to do. You will 
wear your sables and drive on the Promenade des Anglais to¬ 
morrow. Do you hear ? ” ho added, as she remained silent, Then 
she looked at him. 

“ I hear; but I shall not do it." 

“ You will not do it ? ” 

“No.” 

Their guests entered. Vere received them with her usual cold 
and harmonious grace. 

“Keally she is a grand creattire, ’ thought Zonroff, with un¬ 
willing respect, “ but I will break her will; I never thought she 
had any until this year; now she is stubborn as a mule.” 

The long dinner went on its course, and was followed by an 
animated evening. Madame Niilaguine had always made the 
Zouroff entertainments more brilliant than most, from their sur¬ 
prises, their vivacity, and their entrain, and this W'as no exception 
to the rest. 

That Prince Zouroff himself was gloomy made no cause for 
remark; ho never put any curb on his temper either for society or 
in private life, and the "world was used to his fits of moroseness. 
“ The Tsar sulks,” his sister would always s,ay, with a laugh, of 
him; and so covered his ill-humour with a jest. This night she 
did not jest: her fine instincts told her that there was a storm in 
the air. 

About eleven o’clock every one was in the white drawing-room, 
called so because it was hung with white silk, and had white china 
mirrors and chandeliers. Two clever musicians, violinist and 
pianist, had executed some pieces of Liszt and Schumann; they 
were gone, and two actors from the Folios Dramatiques had glided 
in as Louis XIII. personages, played a witty little revue, written 
for the society of the hour, and had in turn vanished. Throughout 
the long white room—in which the only colour allowed came from 
banks and pyramids of rose-hued azaleas—there was on every side 
arising that animated babel of polite tongues which, tells a hostess 
that her people are well amused with her and with themselves, and 
that the spectre of ennui is scornfully exorcised. 

Suddenly the doors opened, and the servants announced Corrfize. 

“Quel bonheurl” cried Madame Ndlaguine; and muttered to 
her brother, “ Say something corral and graceful, Sergius; you can 
when you like.” 

Corroze was bonding low before the mistress of the house; for 
the first time he saw the moth and the star at her throat. 

“ Present me to M. de CorrSze, Vera,” said her husbiind, and 
she did so. 

" I owe you much, and I am happy to be able in my own 
house to beg you to believe in my gratitude, and to command it 
when you will,” said Zouroff, with courtesy and the admirable 
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manner which he could assume with suavity arid dignity when ho 
chose. . . 

“ I was more weatherwise than a fisherman, monsieur; that is 
all the credit I can claim,” said Corrdze, lightly and coldly : every 
one had ceased their conversation, men had lost their interest in 
women’s eyes, the very princes present grew eager, and were thrown 
into the shade. Oorieze had come. Corrfize, with the light on his 
poetic face, his grace of attitude, his sweet, far-reaching voice, his 
past of conquest, his present of victory, his halo of fame, his sorcery 
of indiflercuce. 

Correzo stood by the side of his hostess, and there was a gleam 
of challenge in his eyes, usually so dreamy, this night so luminous; 
he was as pale as she. 

“1 came to sing some songs to mesdames, your sister and youi 
wife,” said Corrfeze, a little abruptly to Zouroff. “Is that your 
piano ? You will permit me ? ” 

He moved to it quickly. 

“ He knows why he is asked to come,” thought Zouroff, “ but 
he speaks oddly; one would think he were the prince and I the 
artist 1 ” 

“ He is a rarer sort of prince than you,” murmured Madame 
Nelaguine, who guessed his thoughts. “ Do not touch him rudely, 
or the nightingale will take wing.” 

Correze struck one loud chord on the notes, and through the 
long white room there came a perfect silence. 

Not thrice in twelve months was he over heard out of his own 
opera-houses. 

He paused with his hands on the keys; he looked down the 
drawing-room, all he saw of all that was round him were a sea of light, 
a bloom of rose-red flowers, a woman’s figure in white velvet, holding 
a white fan of ostrich-feathers in her hand, and with a knot of 
white lilac at her breast. He closed his eyelids rapidly one instant 
as a man does who is dazzled by flame or blinded with a mist of 
tears j then he looked steadily down the white room and sang a 
Noel of Felicion David’s. 

Never in all his nights of triumph had he sung more superbly. 
He was still young, and his voice was in its perfection. He could 
do what he chose with it, and he chose to-night to hold that little 
crowd of tired great people hanging on his lips as though they were 
sheep that hearkened to Orpheus. 

He chose to show her husband and her world what spell he 
could use, what power he could wield; a charm that their riches 
could not purchase, a sorcery their rank could not command. He 
was in the mood to sing, and he sang, as generously as in his child¬ 
hood he had warhlod his wood-notes wild to the winds of the moun¬ 
tains ; as superbly, and with as exquisite a mastery and science as 
ho had ever sung with to the crowded theatres of the great nations 
of thcr.vorld. 
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The careless and fashionable crowd listened, and was electrified 
into emotion. It could not resist; men were dumb and women 
heard with glistening eyes and aching hearts; Sergius Zouroff, for 
whom music rarely had any charm, as he heard that grand voice 
rise on the stillness, clear as a clarion that calls to war, and then 
sink and fall to a sweetness of scarcely mortal sound, owned its 
influence, and as ho sat with his head downward, and his heavy 
eyelids closed, felt dully and vaguely that ho was vile, aud Deity 
jierchance not all a fable; and shuddered a little, and felt his soul 
s.hrink before the singer’s as Saul’s in its madness before David. 

When CorrSze paused all were silent. To give him compliment 
or gratitude would have seemed almost as unworthy an insult as to 
give him gold. 

Veie had not moved; she stood before the bank of azaleas^quite 
motionless; she might have been of marble for any sign she gave. 

Correze was silent; there was no sound in the white room 
exce[it the murmur of the waves without against the sea-wall of 
the house. 

Suddenly he looked up, and the brilliant flash of his gaze met 
Sergius Zouroff’s clouded and sullen eye s. 

“ I will sing once more,” said Corrfoe, who had risen ; and he 
sat down again to the piano. “ I will sing once more, since you 
arc not weary of me, I will sing you something that you never 
heard.” 

His hands strayed over the chords in that improvisation of 
music which comes to the great singer as the sudden sonnet to the 
poet, as the burst of wrath to the orator. Correze was no mere in¬ 
terpreter of other men’s melody; ho had melody in his brain, in his 
hands, in his soul. 

He drew a strange pathetic music from the keys; a music sad as 
death, yet with a ring of defiance in it, such defiance as had looked 
from his eyes when, he had entered, and had stood by the side of the 
wife of Zouroff. 

He sang La Coupe of Sully Prudhomme; the Coupe d’Or that 
he had quoted on the sands by the North Sea at Schevening, 

“ Dans les verres dpais dn cabaret brutal, 

Le via bleu coule k flats, et sans treve k la ronde, 

Dans le calice fin plus rarement abonde, 

Un vin dont la clartd aoit digne du cristal. 

Enfin, la coupe d’or du haut d’un piddestal 
Attend, vide toujours, bicn que large ct profondc, 

Un cru dont la noblesse k la sienne rdponde: 

On tremble d’en souiller I’ouvragc ct le metal.” 

He sang iUto music of his own, eloquent, weird, almost terrible; 
music that seemed to search the soul as the rays of a lamp probo 
dark place.s. 

The person he looked at while he sang ras Sergius Zoutbflf. 
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Lea verres epais du cabaret brutal I 

The words rang down the silence that was around him with a 
scorn that was immeasurable, with a rebuke that was majestic. 

Sergius Zouroff listened humbly as if held under a spell, his eyes 
could not detach their gaze from tho burning scorn of the singer. 

Les verres Spais du cabaret brutal I 

The lino was thtuidercd through tho stiUness with a challenge 
and a meaning that none who heard it could doubt, with a passion 
of scorn that cut like a scourge and spared not. 

Then his voice dropped low, and with the tendeniess of an un¬ 
utterable yearning recited the verso he had not spoken by the sea. 

“ Plus Ic vase est grossier de forme et dc matifcre, 

Mieux il trouve a comblcr sa contcnancc entiere, 

Aux plus beaux sculeinent il n’est point de liqueur." 

There w'as once more a great silence. Vere still stood quite 
motionless. 

Sergius Zouroff leaned against the white wall with his licad 
stooped and his eyes sullen and dull, with an unwilling shame. 

Corrbze rose and closed the piano. 

“ I came to sing; I have sung; you will allow me to leave you 
now, for I must go away by daybreak to Paris.” 

And though many tried to keep him, none could do so, and lie 
went. 

Verc gave him her hand as he passed out of the white drawing- 
rooiu. 

“ I thank you,” she said very low. 

The party broke up rapidly; there was a certain embarrassment 
and apprelionsion left on all the guests; there was not one there 
who had not understood the public rebuke given to Sei^ius Zouroff. 

Ho had understood it no less. 

But for bis pride’s sake, which would not lot him own he felt 
the disgrace of it, lie would have struck the lips of the singer dumb. 
When the white room was empty, he paced to and fro with quick, 
uneven steps. His face was livid, his eyes wnre savage, his breath 
came and went rapidly and heavily; for the first time in all his 
years a man had rebuked him. 

“ You asked him here to insult me ? ” he cried, pausing suddenly 
before his wife. She looked him full in the face. 

“Ho. There would be no iniult in a poem unless your con¬ 
science made it seem one.” 

She waited a moment for his answer, but he was silent; he only 
stared at her with a stifled, bitter oath; she made a slight curt.sey 
to him, and left his presence without another word. 

“ You should honour his courage, Sergius,” said Madame Niila- 
guine, who remained beside liiin; “ you must admit it was wrj 
courageous.” 

A •jerriblo oath was, his answer. 
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“ Courageous 1 ’’ ho said savagely at last. “ Courageous ? The 
man knows well enough that it is impossible for mo to resent a mere 
song; 1 should bo ridiculous, farceur, and he knows that I cannot 
light him—ho is a stage-singer-” 

“ He thinks himself your equal,” she answered quietly; “ but 
probably your wife is right, it is only your conscience makes you 
see an insult in a poem.” 

“ My conscience! ”—Sergius ZourolT laughed aloud; then he 
said suddenly, “ Is he Vera’s lover ? ” 

“ You are a fool,” said the Princess Nadine with tranquil scorn. 
“ Your wife has never had any lover, and I think never will have 
one. And what lover would rebuke you 1 Lovers are like husbands 
—they condone.” 

“ if he bo not her lover why should he care ? ” 

Madame N^laguine shrugged her shoulders. 

“ My dear Sergius, people are different. Some feel angry at 
things that do not in the least concern them, and go out of their 
way to redreas wrongs that have nothing to do with them ; they .are 
the exaltes members of the world. Correze is one of them. Have 
you not said he is an artist ? Now, I am no artist, and never am 
cxallee, and yet I also do not like to see the golden cup cast aside 
for the cabaret brutal. Good night.” 

Then she too left him. 

The next day Madame Ndlaguine went up to her sister-in-law 
on the so.i-terrace of the house. Vere was sitting by the statue of 
tlie wingless Love; she had a book in her h.aud, but she was not 
reading, her face was very calm, but there was a sleepless look in her 
eyes. The Princess Nadine, who never in her life had known any 
mental or physical fear, felt afraid of her; she addressed her a little 
nervously. 

“ Have you slept well, love ? ” 

“ Not at all,” said Vere, who did not speak falsely in little things 
or large. 

“ Ah ! ” sighed Madame Nelagtiine, and added wistfully, “ Vcr.a, 
1 want to ask you to bo still patient, to do nothing in haste; in a 
word, to forgive still if you can. My dear, I am so pained, so 
shocked, so ashamed of all the insults my brother offers you, but he 
has had a lesson very grandly given,—it may profit him, it may 
not; but in any way, Vera, as a woman of the world who yet can 
love you, my love, 1 want to entreat you for all our sakes, and your 
own above Ml, not to separate yourself from my brother.” 

_ Vere, who had her eyes fixed on the distant snows of the moun¬ 
tains of Bsterelle, turned and looked at her with a surprise and with 
something of rebuke. 

“ You mean ?—1 do not think I understand you.” 

“ I mean,** murmured her sister-in-law almost nervously, “ do 
not seek for a divorce.” 

“ A divorce 1 ” 
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Vcre echoed the words in a sort of scorn. 

“You do not know me much yet,” she said calmly. “ITie 
woman who can wish for a divorce and drag her wrongs into public 
—such wrongs 1—^is already a wanton herself; at lca.st I think so.” 

Madame Ndlaguine breathed a little quickly with relief, yet with 
a new apprehension. 

“ You are beyond me, Vera, and in your own w.ay you are 
terribly stern.” 

“ What do you wish me to be ? ” said Vcre tranquilly. “ If I 
were of softer mould I should make your brother’s name the shame 
of Europe. Bo grateful to my coldness; it is his only shield.” 

“ But you suffer-” 

“ That is nothing to any one. . When I married Prince Zouroff 1 
knew very well that I should suffer always. It is not his fault; he 
cannot change his nature.” 

His sister stood beside her and pulled the yellow tea-roses 
absently. 

“ You are altogether beyond me,” she said hurriedly, “ and yet 
you are not a forgiving wom.an, Vera ? ” 

“ Forgiveness is a very vague word; it is used with very little 
thoiight. No, I do not forgive, certainly. But I do not avenge 
myself by giving my name to the mob, and telling the whole world 
things that I blush even to know! ” 

“ Then you would never sei)arate yourself from Sergius?” 

“ 1 may leave his roof if he try mo too far, I have thought of it; 
but I will never ask the law to set me free from him. What could 
(he law do for mo? It cannot undo what is done. A wom.an who 
divorces her husband is a prostitute legalised by a form; that is all.” 

“Ymi think fidelity due to the faithless?” 

“ 1 think fidelity is the only form of chastity loft to a woman 
who is a wife; the man’s vices cannot affect the question. I abhor 
your brother, I could strike him as a brave man strikes a coward, 
but I have taken an oath to him and I will bo true to it. What 
has the law to do with one’s own honour?” 

“ It is happy for him that you have such un.usnal feeling,” said 
Madame Nelaguine with a little acrimony, because she herself had 
bopii far from guiltless as a wife. “ But your knight ? your de¬ 
fender? your hero with the golden nightingale in his thraat, art 
yon as cold to him ? Hid you not see that while he sang his heart 
was breaking, and ho would have keen glad if his song had been a 
sword ? " 

They were imprudent words and she knew it, yet she could not 
resist the utterance of them; for even in her admiration of Vore a 
certain bitterness and a certain impatience moved her against a 
grandeur of principle that appeared to her strained and out of nature. 

_ Vero, who was sitting leaning a little back against- the sea-wall, 
raised herself and sat erect; a warmth of colour came upon her face, 
her eyc^grew angered and luminous. 
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“1 will not a|Tcct to inisiiudcrstand you,” she said tranquilly, 
“ but you misunderstand both him and me. Long, long ago I 
think he cotild have loved me, and I—could have loved him. But 
fate had it otherwise. lie is my knight, yon say—perhaps—^but 
only as they were knights in the days of old, without hope and 
without shame. I think you had no need to say this to me, and, 
perhaps, no right to say it.” 

The Princess Nadine touched her hand reverently. ‘^No, I had 
no right, Vera. But I thank you for answering mo so. Dear 
—you are not of our world. You live in it, but it does not touch 
you. Your future is dark, but you bear the lamp of honour in your 
hand. Wo think the light old-fashioned and dull, but it burns in 
dark places where we, without it, stumble and fall. Corr^ze did not 
sing in vain; my brother, I think, will say no more to you of the 
sables and the Promenade des Anglais.” 

“It matters very little whether he'does or no,” said Vere; "I 
should not drive there, and he knows it. Will you be so good as 
not to speak to me again of these things? I think words only make 
them harder to bear, and seem to lower one to the level of the 
women who complain.” 

“ But to speak is so natural-” 

“ Not to mo.” 

It was three o’clock in the December day; the mistral was 
blowing, although in this sheltered nook of tlie liay of Villafranca 
it was but little felt, the sky was overcast, the tvaves were rolling 
in heavy with surf, little boats, going on their way to Sans Soupir 
or Kaint Jean, ploughed through deep waters. 

Vere moved towards the house. 

Madame Nelaguine went down towards the garden to visit the 
young palms she was rearing for the palace in the Newski Prospect, 
where heated air was to reidaco the lost south to them, as the fever 
of society replaces the dreams of our youth. 

Her husband met Vere in the entrance and stopped her there; 
his face was reddened and' dark ; his heavy jaw had the look of the 
bull-dog’s; his eyes had a furtive and ferocious glance; it was the 
first time they had met since she had curtsied to him her good¬ 
night. He barred her way into the entrance chamber. 

“ Madame, the horses are ready,” ho said curtly, “ go in and 
put on your sables.” 

She lifted her eyes, and a great contempt spoke in them; with 
her lips she was silent. 

“Do you hear mo?” ho repeated. “Go in and-put on your 
sables ; I am waiting to drive with you.” 

“ Along the Promenade des Anglais ? ” she said, very calmly. 

“On. the Promenade des Anglais,” repeated Zouroff; “do you 
need twice telling?” 

“ Though you tell mo a hundred times, I will not drive there.” 

He swore a great oath. 
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" I told you wliat you were to do last night. Last night you 
chose to have me insulted by an opera-singer; do you suppose that 
changed my resolve? When I say a thing it is done; go in and 
put on your sables.” 

“ I will never put them on again; and I will not drive with 
you! ” 

llage held him speechless for a moment. Then he swore a 
great oath. 

“ Go in and put on your sables, or I will teach you how a 
Russian can punish rebellion. You insulted mo by the mouth of 
an opera-singer, who had your orders no doubt what to sing. You 
shall cat dust to-day; that I swear.” 

Vero gave a little gesture of disdain. 

“Do you think you can terrify mo?” she said tranquilly. 
“ We'had better not begin to measure insults. My account against 
you is too heavy to be evenly balanced on that score.” 

The calmness of her tone and of her attitude lashed him to 
fury. 

“ By God! I will beat you as my father did his serfs 1 ” he 
muttered savagely, as ho seized her by the arm. 

“ You can do so if you choose. The Tsar has not enfranchised 
me. But make me drive as you say, where you say, that is beyond 
your power.” 

She stood facing him on the terrace; the angry sea and clouded 
sky beyond her. Uer simple dignity of attitude impressed him for 
an instant with shame and with respect; but his soul was set on 
enforcing his command. She had had him humiliated by the 
mouth of a singer; and he was resolved to avenge the humiliation; 
and having said this thing, though he was ashamed of it, he would 
not yield nor change. 

He pulled her towards him by both hands, and made her stand 
before him. 

“You shall learn all that my power means, madame. I am 
your master; do you deny me obedience ? ” 

“ In things that are right, no.” 

“Bight—wrong! What imbecile’s words are those? I bid 
you do what 1 choose. You insulted me by your siuger’s mouth 
last night; I will make you eat dust to-day.” 

Verc looked him full in the face. 

“ I said wo had V)ctter not moasure insults; I have had too 
many to count them, but at last they may pass one’s patience— 
yours has passed mine.” 

“ Body of Christ 1 ” ho cried savagely, “ what were you ? Did I 
not buy you ? What bettor arc you than that other woman who 
has my sables except that I bought you at a higher cost? Have 
you never thought of that? You high-born virgins who are offered 
up for gold, how are you so much nobler and higher than the^fie* 
impnres whom you pretend to despise ? ” 
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“ I have thought of it every day and night since I was made 
your wife. But you know very well that 1 did not marry you for 
either rank or riches, neither for any purpose of my own.” 

“ No ? For what did you, then ? ” 

Vere’s voice sank very low, so low that the sound of the sea 
almost drowned it. 

“ To save my mother—^you know that.” 

The face of her husband changed, and he let go his hold of her 
wrists. 

“What did she tell you?” he muttered; " what did she tell 
you ? ” 

“ She told me she was in your debt; that she could not pay 
you; that you had letters of hers to some one—she did not say to 
whom—that placed her in your power; and you had threatened to 
use your power unless I—But you must know all that very well; 
better than I do. It seemed to me right to sacrifice myself; now 1 
would not do it; but then I was such a child, and she prayed to 
me in my father’s name-” 

She paused suddenly, for Zouroff laughed aloud; a terrible 
jarring laugh that seemed to hurt the peace and silence around. 

“ What a liar I what a liar always 1 ” he muttered, “ and with it 
all how pretty, and empty-headed, and harmless she looks—my 
Lady Dolly! ” 

Then he laughed again. 

“ Was it not true ? ” said Vere. 

A great cold and a gi-eat sickness came over her: the look upon 
her husband’s face frightened her as his rage had had no power 
to do. 

“ True ? was what true ? ” 

“ That she was in your power? ” 

His eyes did not meet hers. 

“ Yes—no. She had had plenty of my money, but that was no 
matter,” he answered her in a strange forced voice, “ she—she had 
paid me; there was no cause to frighten you, to coerce you.” 

Then he laughed again—a dissonant cruel laugh, that hurt his 
wife more than the bruise he had left upon her wrists. 

“ Was it not true ? ” she muttered again wearily; she trembled 
a little. 

“ Be quiet I ” said her husband roughly, with the colour passing 
over his face again like a hot wind, “do not talk of it; do not 
think of it; she wished you to marry me, and she was—well, in a 
sense she was afraid, and wished to muzzle me. Ah 1 those dainty 
ladies! and they think to meet the lionnes in the Passage dcs 
Anglais is pollution ! ” 

Then he laughed yet again. 

Vere feltk a faintness steal over her, she felt terror—^she knew 
not of what nor why. 

“ Then my mother deceived me! ” 
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His eyes looked at ker strangely in a fleeting glance. 

“ Yes, she deceived you! ” he said briefly. In a sense she 
was afraid of me; but not so—not so.” 

His dark brows frowned, and his face grew very troubled and 
full of a dusky red of shame. Vere was mute. 

“ It is of no use speaking of it now; your mother never could 
be true to any one,” ho said, with an effort. “I am—sorry. You 
were misled—but it is of no use now—it is too late, (jive the 
sables to the first beggar you meet. That damned singer was right 
last night; you are a cup of gold and I—like best the trough 
where the swine drink I ” 

Vere stood motionless and mute, a vague terror of some un¬ 
known thing unnerved her and paralysed her dauntless courage, her 
proud tranquillity; she felt that for her mother this man who was 
hefore*her had a scorn as boundle.ss as any he could feel for the 
basest creatures of the world: and for once she was a coward, foi 
once she dared not ask the truth. 

Zouroff stood still a moment, looked at her wistfully, then 
bowed to her with deep respect, and turned away in silence. A 
little while later ho was driving rapidly through Eza to the Casino 
of Monte Carlo. 

His sister came to Vere anxiously as she saw his horses drive 
away. 

“I ho])e he was not violent, my dear?” 

“ No.” 

“ And he did not speak of your driving on that road ? ” 

“ Ho did not enforce it.” 

Vt-re spoke feebly, her teeth chattered a little as with cold; she 
liad sat down by the balustrade of the terrace, and had a stupefied 
look like the look of some one who has had a blow or fall. 

“ I am thankful my children died at their birth,” she said after 
some moments, in a voice so low that it scarcely stirred the .air. 

Then she got up, drew a shawl about her, and went once more 
towards the house; a great darknc.ss was upon her; she felt as in 
the Greek tragedies which she had read in her childhood, those 
felt who were pursued, innocent, yet doomed "by the Furies for 
their mothers’ sins.- 

Meanwhile, her husband was driving against the hot south-east 
wind across the Place du Palais of Monaco. 

lie was thinking—“ the quadroon is a benst of prey, but she 
is honesty itself beside half the women in society, the delicate 
dainty dames that we flirt with in the Ml-room alcoves, and lift 
our hats to as they go by in the parks 1 ” 

A little while later ho went up the steps of the great temple of 
Hazard. He mot the mother of Vere coming out betyeen the 
columns from the vestibule; it was sunset, she had heeu playing 
since three o’clock and had amused herself, she had won a thousand 
francs or so; she was going homo to dinner contented and diverted. 
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She was still staying with her friends at the villa of the Conda- 
niino. She looked like a little Dresden figure, she had a good deal 
of pale rose and golden brown in her dross, she had a knot of pink 
roses in her hand, and had above her head a large pink sunshade. 
CiiBse-nnc-Croate had been playing very near her at the table, but 
Lady Dolly did not mind these accidents, she was not supposed to 
know Ca.=se-une-Crofite by sight from any other unrecognisable 
person amongst the pilgrims of pleasure. 

“ The ponies are waiting for you, m.adame,” said her son-in-law 
as he met her, and took her from her little attendant group of 
young men, and sauntered on by her side down by the marble 
stairs. 

There was a gorgeous sunset over sea and sky, the thickets of 
camellias were all in gorgeous blossom, the odorous trees and shrubs 
filled the air with perfume, some music of Ambroise Thomas was 
floating on the .air in sweet distant strains, throngs of gay people 
were pas.sing up and down; the gi'cat glittering pile rose above 
them like a temple of Moorish art. 

“I have won a thousand francs, quel honheurl" cried Lady 
Dolly. 

“ Quel bonlteur! ” repeated Zouroff; “ I suiipose that sunshade 
did not cost much more ? ” 

“Not half as much,” said Lady Dolly seriously; “ these stones 
in the handle arc only Ceylon garnets.” 

Zouroff did not look at her, his face was flushed and gloomy, 
lie turned a little aside at the foot of the stops into one of the 
wiuiling walks and motioned to a marble bench : “ Will you sit 
there a moment? the ixuiics cau wait; 1 want to say a word to you 
that is better said here.” 

Lady Dolly put her bouquet of roses to her lips and felt 
annoyed. “When people want to speak to one, it is never to say 
anything agree.ablo,” she thought to herself, “and he looks angry ; 
perhaps it is because that, Ca.sso-une-Cro&te was at my elbow—but 
1 shall not say anything to Vere, I never make mischief; he must 
surely know that.” 

“ Why did you induce yoxir daughter to marry mo by false 
representations?” said Zouroff abruptly. 

“ False what ? ” echoed Lady Dolly vaguely. 

“ You deceived me and you deceived her,” said Zouroff.—Lady 
Dolly laughed nervously. » 

“ Deceived I what a very low hysterical sort of word; and what 
nonsense 1 ” 

“ You deceived her,” he repeated, “ and you cannot deny it; 
you told her nothing of the truth.” 

“ Thp truth ? ” said Lady Dolly, growing very pale and with 
a nervous Contraction at the end comers of her mouth. “ Who 
ever does tell the truth? I don’t know anybody-” 

“ Of course you could not tell it her,” s.aid Zouroff, who also 
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had grown pale, *' but you forced her to your purpose with a lie— 
that was perhaps worse. You kuew very well that I would not 
have had her driven to me so; you knew very well that I supposed 
her bought by ambition like any other; you did a vile thing-- ” 

“ You turned preacher! ” said Lady Dolly, with a little shrill 
angry laugh ; “ that is really too funny, and you are speaking not 
too politely. You sought Vere’s hand, I gave it you j 1 really do 
not know-” 

“ Bet I never bid you force her to me by a lie! You never 
feared me— you —you were no more in fear of me than of half a 
score of others; brides, you know very well that no man who 
is not a cur over speaks-” 

“I was afraid; I thought you would be furious unless she 
married you; when men are angry then they speak; how could I 
tell V 'You wished that thing, you had it; you are very ungrateful, 
and she too.” 

Lady Dolly had recovered herself; she had regained that 
effrontery which was her equivalent for courage; she had no 
conscience, and she did not see that she had done so much that 
was wrong. After all, wh.at was a sin ?—it was an idea. In her 
way she was very daring. She would kneel at the flowcr-scrvicos 
and weep at the Lenten ones, but she did not believe a word of all 
her prayers and penance; they looked well, so she did them; that 
was all. 

For the moment she had been frightened, but she was no longer 
frightened. What could he do, what could he say ? AVheu she 
could not be punished for it, guilt of any sort lay very lightly on 
her head. She knew that ho was powerless, and she lost the fear 
with which the strong rough temper of Sergius Zouroff had often 
really moved her in an earlier time. 

The contraction at the corners of her mouth still remained and 
quivered a little, but she recovered all her coolness and all that 
ptulant impudence which was perhaps the most serviceable of all 
her qualities. 

“ You are very rude,” she said, “ and you arts very thankless. 
You are a very faithless husband, and I know everything and I say 
nothing, and I come and stay in your house and you ought to 
thank me—^yes, you ought to thank mo. I do not know what you 
mean when you say I used force with my daughter; you could 
see very well she detested you and yet you chose to insist: whose 
fault was that ? You have been generous, I do not deny that, but 
then you are just as much so to creatures—^more so 1 I think you 
have spoken to me abominably; I am not used to that sort o 1 
language, I do not like being rebuked when I have always actec 
for the best if the results did not repay me my sacrifices. As for 
your imagining I wanted so very much to marry Vefe to you, 1 
can assure you I need not have done so; I could have married her 
at that yery same time to Jura if I had chosen.” 
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“ To Jura?”* 

Zouroff looked at lier, then burst into bitter laughter that was 
more savage than any of his oaths. 

“ You arc an extraordinary woman! ” he said with a little short 
laugh. 

“ I don’t know why you should say that,” said Lady Dolly, 
“ I don’t know why you should say that; I am sure I am exactly 
like everybody else; I hate singularity, there is nothing on earth 
so vulgar; I do not know whatever I have done to deserve the insult 
of being called ‘ cxtraoiJiuary.’ 1 hate people who drive at 
things. I always detest conundrums and acrostics, perhaps I am 
too stupid for them; I would rather be stupid than extraordinary, 
it is less voyanl.” 

Ho stared down on her gloomily for awhile, while the. laugh 
rattled in his throat with a cynical sound that hurt her nerves. 

“ You are a wonderful woman, Miliidi, I never did you justice, 
I see,” he said curtly; “ Zola will want a lower deep before long, 
I suptX)so; he will do well to leave his cellars for the drawing¬ 
rooms.” 

“What do you mean?” said Lady Dolly, opening innocent 
eyes of surprise. 

Zouroff paced slowly by her side; he was silent for some 
moments, then he said abruptly— 

“ Pardon me if I do not ask you to return to my house, you 
and your darighter should not be sheltered by the same roof.” 

Lady Dolly’s pretty teeth gnawed her under lip to keep in her 
fury; she could not rebuke, and she dared not resent it. 

“We had better not quarrel,” she said feebly, “people would 
talk so terribly.” 

“ Of coiurse wo will not quarrel,” said her son-in-law with his 
cynical smile; “whoever does quarrel in our world? Only—^you 
understand that I mean what I say.” 

“ I am sure I understand nothing that you mean to-day,” said 
Lady Dolly, with a little feeble, flitting laugh. 

Then in tmbroken silence they went to where the ponies 
waited. 

“ You are too cruel to us not to return,” said Zouroff publicly, 
for the sake of the world’s wide-open ears, as she went to her 
carriage on his arm. 

“ 1 cannot stand your miStral," said Lady Dolly, also for the 
world, and, in his ear, added with an injured sweetness, “ and I do 
not like reproaches, and I never deserve them.” 

Lady Dolly drove home to La Condaminc, where she was staying 
with the Marquise Pichegru, and, when she was all alone behind 
the pontes,, shuddered a little, and turned sick, and felt for a 
moment as if the leaden hand of a dark guilt lay on her conscience; 
her nerves had been shaken, though she had kept so calm a front, 
BO cool a smile; she had been a coward, |ud she had sacijficed the 
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child of her dead husband because in. her cowardice she had feared 
the resurrection to her hurt of her own bygone sins, but she had 
never thought of herself as a wicked woman. In her frothy world 
there is no such thing as wickedness, there is only exposure; and 
the dread of it, which passes for virtue. 

Sho lived, like all women of her stamp and her epoch, in an 
atmosphere of sugared sophisms; she never reflected, sho never 
admitted, that sho did wrong; in her world nothing mattered much 
unless, indeed, it were found out, and got into the public mouth. 

Shifting as the sands, shallow as the rain-pools, drifting in all 
danger to a lie, incapable of loyalty, insatiably curious, still as a 
friend and ill as a foe, kissing like Judas, denying like Peter, 
impure of thought, even where by physical bias or politic prudence, 
still pure in act, the woman of modern society is too often at once 
the feeblest and the foulest outcome of a false civilisation. Useless 
as a butterfly, corruj't as a canker, untrue to even lovers and 
friends because mentally incapable of comprehending wh.at truth 
means, caring only for physical comfort and mental inclination, 
tired of living, but afraid of dying ; believing some in priest.s, and 
some in physiologists, hut none .ot all in virtue; sent to sleep by 
chloral, kept awake by strong waters and raw moat; bored at 
twenty, .and exhausted at thirty, yet dying in the h.arnoss of 
pleasure rather than drop out of the race and live naturally; 
pricking their sated senses with the spur of Inst, and fancying 
it love; taking tlieir passions as they take absinthe before dinner; 
false in evcrytliing, from the swell of their breast to the curls at 
their throat;—beside them the guilty and tragic figures of old, the 
Medea, the Clytomnxstra, the Ph.-edra, look almost pure, seem 
almost noble. 

When one thinks that they are the only shape of womanhood 
that comes hourly before so many men, one comprehends why the 
old Christianity which made womanliood sacred dies out day by 
day, and wliy the new Positivism, which would make her divine, 
can find no lasting root. 

The faith of men can only live by tho purity of women, and 
there is both impurity and feebleness at the core of the dolls of 
Worth, as the canker of tho red phylloxera works at the root of 
the vine. 

But there is “ no harm” in Ihom^that is the formula of society; 
there is “ no hann ” in them; they have never been found out, and 
they are altogether unconscious of any guilt. 

They believe they have a conscience as they know they have a 
liver, but the liver troubles them sometimes; the conscience is 
only a word. 

Lady Dolly had Iwen a very guilty woman, btvt never 
thought so. Perhaps in real truth the shallow-hearted are never 
really guilty. “ They know not what they do ” is a plea of mercy 
which tijjy perchance deserve even no less than they need it. 
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A day or two'later she made some excuse, and left the Riviera. 

“After all,” she thought to herself as the train ran into the 
heart of tlio rocks, and the palm trees of Monte Carlo ceased to 
lift their plumes against the sky, “ after all it was quite true what 
1 did tell her; I used to be horribly afraid of him, he can be such 
a brute. I never was really at ease till I saw my letters on the 
back of the fire; he can sulk, he can rage, he can quarrel with me 
if he choose, but he never can do mo any harm, if he be ever 
so unpleasant about me, people will only laugh and say that a man 
always hates his wife’s mother, and I really am Vere’s mother, odd 
as it seems: I think I look quite as young as she does; it is such 
a mistake, she will never paint, she puts ten years on to herself.” 

Then she took the little glass out of her travelling-bag, and 
looked at her face; it was pietty, w'ith soft curls touchiiig the 
eyebrows under a black saucer of a hat with golden-coloured 
feathers; she had a yellow rose at her throat, linked into her 
racoon fur; she was satisfied with what she saw in the mirror; 
when she got into her train she found a charming young man that 
she knew a little going the same way, and she gave him a seat in 
her coup6, and flirted ple.asantly all the way to Lyons. 

“ What a mistake it is to take life au grand serieux,” she 
thought; “ now if poor Vere were not so tragic, I think she might 
be the happiest woman in the world—still.” 

But then Vere could not have flirted with a chance young man 
in a coupd, and given him a yellow rose with the whisper of a half- 
promised rendezvous as they parted; those are the capabilities that 
make happy women. 


CHAPTER XXIII. 

In the house on the Gulf of Saint-Hosjiioe a heavy gloom reigned 
Life ran the same course as usual, society came and went 
people laughed and talked, guests were gathered and were dispersed, 
but there was a shadow in the house that even the ceremonies ana 
frivolities of daily custom could not altogether hide or dissipate. 
Sergius Zouroff was taciturn and quarrelsome, and it taxed all the 
resources of his sister’s tact and! wit and worldly wisdom to repair 
the harm and cover the constraint produced by his captious and 
moody discourtesies, To his wife he said nothing. 

Except the conventional phrase that society in the presence of 
servants necessitated, Zouroff preserved an unbroken silence to 
her; he v^as, gloomy but taciturn, now and then under his bent 
brows hia eyes watched her furtively. This forbearance was only 
a lull in the storm, such a peace as came over the gulf beneath 
her windows after storm, when the waves sank for an hour «t noon 
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to rise in redoubled fury and send the breakers -over the quay at 
sunrise. As for her, the golden cup was now full, but was full 
with tears. 

Would she have had it empty ? 

She was not sure. 

The echo of that one song seemed always on her ear; in the 
dreams of her troubled sleep she murmured its words; the singer 
seemed to her transfigured, as to a woman bound in martyrdom, 
in days of oM, seemed the saint with sword and palm that rode 
tlirough fiery heats and living walls of steels to release her from 
tho stake or wheeL “ The woman in Calvados called him the 
Angel Kaphael,” she thought with dim eyes. 

It was still midwinter when Sergius Zouroff, several weeks 
before his usual time, abruptly left the villa of Villafranca, and 
went with his wife and sister to his hotel in Paris. Zouroff had 
taken a bitter hatred to this place where the only reproof he had 
over endured, the only challenge he had ever received, had been 
cast at him publicly and in suchwiso that he could not resent nor 
avenge it. When ho drove through the streets of Monaco or the 
streets of Nice, he thought he saw on every face a laugh; when 
he was saluted by his numerous acquaintances ho heard in tlio 
simplest greeting a sound of ridicule ; when a song was hummed in 
tho oj)cn air he fancied it was the song of tho Coupe d’Or. In im¬ 
patience and anger ho took his household to Paris. 

A great emotion, a sort of fear, came upon Vero as she once 
more saw the rvalls of her house in Paris. 

For in Paris was Corr^zo. 

To the honour and loyalty of her soul it seemed to her that she 
ought never to see his face or hear his voice again. She would have 
been wilhng could she have chosen to have gone far away from all 
the luxuries and homage of the world, to be buried in humility and 
olrscurity, labouring for God and man, and bearing always in her 
memory that song which had been raised like a sword in her 
defence. 

When at the end of the long cold journey—^long and cold, despite 
all that wealth could do to abridge, and luxury to rob it of its 
terrors—she saw the psde January light of a Paris morning shine 
on the “ Slave ” of Geromc in her bedchamber, on the table beneath 
the picture was a great bouquet of roses; with the roses was a little 
sprig of sweetbriar. ‘ 

To be in leaf in the winter she knew that the little homely 
cottage plant must have had the care of hothouse science. She did 
not need to ask who had sent her that welcome once more. 

She bent her face down on the roses and her eyes were wet. 
Then she put them away and fell on her knees and pyij^d tho old 
simple prayer—simple and homely as the sweetbriar—to be.delivered 
from evil. 

At the same time he; husband, who had driven not to his own 
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house hut straiglit to the Faubourg St. Germain, was standing 
amidst the gay chinoiseries of the Duchesse Jeanne’s famous bou¬ 
doir. Tlio Duchesse was laughing and screaming; he was looking 
down with bent brows. 

“ Oil,can you think for a moment the story is not known to all 
Paris! ” she was crying. “ HoW could you—how could you—with 
■a hundred ])eop]e there to hear? My dear, it was only 1 wiio kept 
it out of ‘ Figaro ’ 1 Such a lovely story as it was, and of course 
they made it still better. My dear, Low stupid you are, blind as a 
bat, as a mole! To be sure we are all dying now to see the first 
signs of your conversion. How will you begin? Will you go to 
church, will you drive your mother-in-law round the lake, will you 
take ail oath never to enter a cafd ? Do tell mo how you mean to 
begin your reformation? It will bo the drollest thing of the year 1 ” 

“ II vous plait de plaisanier,” said her visitor stiffly, befwceii 
his shut teeth. 

When he left the Hotel do Sonnaz, the half-formed resolution 
which he liad made to be less unworthy of his wife had faded away; 
he felt galled, stung, infuriated. Casse-une-Crohte, and the other 
companions of his licentious hours, found him sullen, fierce, moody. 
When they rallied him ho turned on them savagely, and made them 
feel that, though he had chosen to toy with them and lot them 
stuff themselvos with his gold, ho was their master and their pur¬ 
chaser—a tyrant that it was dangerous to heard, a lion with whom 
it was death to play. 

There was strength in his character, though it had been wasted 
in excesses of all kinds and in a lifo of utter sellisluiess and self- 
indulgence ; anj. this strength left in him a certain manliness that 
even ills modes of life and all his base habits could not. utterly 
destroy ; and that latent manliness made him yield a sullen respect 
to the courageousnoss and unselfishness of the woman who was his 
wife and his princess before the world, but in fact had been tlio 
victim of his tyrannies and the martyr of his lusts. 

Tliero were times when he would have liked to say to lior 
“ forgive me, and pray for me.” But his pride withheld him, and 
his cynical temper made him sneer at himself. Hg dreaded ridicule. 
It was the only dread that was on him. He could not endurq,tliat 
his world should laugh ; so, uniting more display and effrontery 
than ever, ho paraded his vices before that world, and all the wliilo 
hated the pauderers to them mud the associates of them. He 
thought if ho lived more decently, that the whole of Europe would 
make a mock of it, and say that he had been reformed by tlie rebukes 
of Corrhze. So ho showed himself abroad with the verres epais du, 
cabaret brutal, though tlicy grew loathsome to him, and revenged 
himself on them by crushing their coarse frail worthlessness with 
savage hafshliess. 

Vere could not toll the strange sort of remorse which moved iiim. 
She saw herself daily and liourfy insulto^. and bore it as |lic had 

' Y 
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done before. So long as ho asked no public degradation of herself, 
like that which he had commanded on the Promenade dcs Anglais, 
she was passive and content, with that joyless and mournful con¬ 
tentment which is merely the absence of greater evils. 

Although they only met in society there was a sort of timidity 
in the manner of Sergius Zouroff to his wife, a gentleness and a 
homage in his tone when he addressed her. Vcre, who shrank from 
him rather more than less, did not perceive it, but all others did. 
“Will Zouroff end with being in love with his wife?” his friends 
said, with a laugh. The Duohesse Jeanne heard it said on all sides 
of her. “Will he bo a good husband after all?” she thought 
angrily; and her vanity rose in alarm like the quills of the bruised 
porcupine. 

She attempted a jest or two with him, but they fell flat; there 
came an anxious sparkle in his gloomy eyes that warned her off 
such witticisms. She was' perplexed and irritated. “After all, it 
will bo very diverting if you should end as le mari amoureux ? ” she 
could not resist saying at hazard one day. Zouroff looked down, 
and his face was very grave. 

“ Let me alone. I can be dangerous; you know that. No, I 
am not in love with my wife; one is not in love with marble, how¬ 
ever beautiful the lines of it. But I respect her. It is very odd 
for me to feel respect for any woman. It is new to me.” 

“It is a very creditable emotion,” said the Duchesse, with a 
little sneer. “But it is rather a dull sentiment, is it not?” 

“ Perhaps,” said Zouroff, gloomily. 

A sort of uneasiness and anxiety was upon him. Something 
of tho feeling that had touched him for the child Vere at F^licitu 
moved him once more before his wife; not passion in any way, but 
more nearly tenderness than it had ever been in his nature to feel 
for any living thing. Ho had always thought that he had bought 
her as he had bought the others, only par le chemin de la cliapelle, 
and he had had a scorn for her that had spoiled and marred his 
thoughts of her. Now that he knew her to be the martyr of her 
mother’s schemes, a pity that was full of honour rose up in him. 
After all, she was so innocent herself, and he had hurt her so 
grosdy; hurt her with an injury that neither sophistry nor gold 
could .make the less. 

He was a coarse and brutal man ; he had had his own will from 
childhood upon men and women, slaves and animals. Ho was cruel 
with the unthinking, unmeasured cruelty of long self-indulgence; 
but ho was a pntleman in certain instincts, despite all, and the 
manhood in him made him fool a traitor before Vere. A kind of 
reverence that was almost fear came into him before her; ho seemed 
to himself unworthy to cross tho threshold of her vooni. 

The leopard cannot change his spots, nor the Ethiopiiii} his skin, 
nor could he abandon habits and vices engrained in all the fibre of 
his being; but ho began Jto feel himself as unfit for his wife’s young 
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life as a murderer ,to touch the Eucharist. She could not imagine 
anything of thi^thjmghts and the remorse that moved him. Slic 
only saw that he’^ft her alone and ceased to vent his tyrannies 
ui)on her. She was thankful. The hours and the weeks that 
jKissed without her seeing him were the most peaceful days of her 
life. When he addressed her with gentleness she was alarmed, she 
wiis more afraid of caresses than of his curses. Ho saw this fear in 
Iier, and a vague half-sullen sadness began to enter into him. He 
began to understand that he owned this woman body and soul, and 
yet was further from her than any other creature, bociiuse no other 
had outraged her so deeply as ho had done. 

He was a man who heeded his sins not at all, and oven of crime 
thought little. He had the absolute disbelief and the profound 
moral indifforenco of his century; but his offences agamst Verc ho 
had been made to feel, and it rendered him in her presence also 
timid, and in her absence almost faithful. Ho had gathered the 
edelweiss and ho knew that his love was only fit for the brambles 
and poison-berries. 

The season passed away wearily to Vere; an intense pain and 
a vague terror were always with her. She went out into the world 
as usual, but it scorned to her more than ever the most monotonous, 
as it was the most costly, way of destroying time. She was in her 
tribune at Chantilly, in her carnage in the liois, in her diamonds at 
Embassies, and she received that homage which a woman of her 
loveliness and her position is always surrounded by, however iu- 
different be her mood or unwilling her car. 

But the whole life seemed to her more than ever a disease, a 
fever, a strained and unwholesome folly. She strove more and more 
to escape from it and from herself by labour amidst the poor and 
tenderness for them. 

“ You should bo canonized, Vera! ” said her sister-in-law to her, 
with a little cynical impatience; to her brother,Madame Ndlaguino 
said with moist eyes— 

“ Sergius, one day you will see the red and white roses of 
Haradise in your wife’s lap as her husband did in S. Elizabeth’s.” 

Zouroff was silent. 

“ Alas! alas! the age of miracles is past,” thought his sister. 
“ Good works bring their own fruits, to tliose capable of them, in 
peace of mind and innocence of soul, that I believe; but the world 
has ceased to adore; the very^icsts have ceased to believe; the 
ways of sin are not death but triumph ; and the poor do not love 
the hand that feeds them; they snatch and tear, then snarl au<l 
bite, like a street cur. Alas! alas! oit sont les neit/es Wantan I ” 

Meanwhile her mother Vere did not see at that time. She was 
thankful. 

Lady’Dtilly was one of the five hundred leaders of English 
society, and could not leave her duties. She was more jiopular than 
ever before. Her balls were the prettie.st of the year, and people 
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could bri atbc at them; she was exclusive yet always amiable; she 
knew how to unite a social severity with a charming good-nature; 
she began to call herself old with the merriest little laugh in the 
world, and she began to doubt whether she still ought to dance. 
“ A dear little woman,” said the world; and every one pitied her for 
liaving a daughter who was cold, who was austere, and who had so 
little afl'eclion for her. 

“My Vcre does not love me. It comes from my own fault, no 
doubt, in letting her bo away from me in her childhood,” said Lady 
Dolly softly, to her intimate friends; and her eyes were dim and 
her voice pathetic. 

There wore only two persons who did not believe in her in .all 
her London world. These were a rough, gloomy, yet good-natured 
man, who was no longer Lord Jura, but Lord Shetland; and Fuschia, 
Duchess of Mull. 

“ Guess she’s all molasses,” said her Grace, who in moments of 
case returned to her vernacular, “ but my word! ain’t there wasps 
at the bottom.” 

“ After all, poor little Pussie is not the siilipleton I thought her,” 
mused Lady Stoat of Stitchley, with a sigh of envy, for her own 
unerring wisdom and exquisite tact and prudence had not been able 
to avert exposure and scandal from her own daughter, who was 
living with a French actor in Italy, while Lord Berkhampstcad wa.s 
drinking himself to death on brandy. 

A few days after their arrival, Correze had loft Paris. For the 
first time in his life he had refused to play in Paris on his arrival 
from the south, and had signed a four months’ engagement with 
Vienna and Berlin. “ They will say you are afraid to meet Prmce 
Zouroff,” said an old friend to him. “They may say it if they 
lilcaso,” answered Correze, wearily, and with a movement of disdain. 

Ho knew that his indignation and his di.sgnst had carried him 
into an imprudence, an imprudence that he regretted now that the 
story of “ La Coupe d’Or ” had flown through society, regretted it 
lest it should annoy or compromise her; and for her sake he would 
not stay whore she was. 

He know how the tongues of the world wagged with or without 
reason at a mere whisper, and he know that there were so many 
who would rejoice to see the pure, cold, snow-white purity of Vere’u 
name fall into the mud of calumny; rejoice out of sheer wanton¬ 
ness, mere purposeless malice, mere Wo of a new sensation. “ Blessed 
are the pure of spirit,” says the Evangelist, but society says it 
not with him. 

He loved her; but it was an emotion no more akin to the noble, 
tender, and self-denying love of other days than to the shallow sen¬ 
sualities of his own. 

Ho had been satiated with intrigue, surfeited with j^askion; un¬ 
derlying the capriciousne.ss of a popular idol, and the ardour of an 
amorous temper, there were the patience and the loyalty of the 
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mountaineer’s hcatt in him. Whosoever has truly loved the Aljiino 
heights in early youth, keeps something of their foree and some¬ 
thing of their freshness and their chastity in his soul always. Cor- 
reze was an artist .and a man of tho world; but he had been first 
and was still, under all else, a child of nature; and he would utterly 
deny that nature was the foul thing that it is now p.aintod by those 
who call themselves realists. He denied that a dntnkard and a pros- 
tituto arc all who are real in the world. 

“ When tno soldier dies at his post, unhonoured and unpitied, 
.and out of sheer duty, is that unreal because it is noble ? ” ho said 
one night to his companions. “When the sister of charity hides 
her youth and her sex under a grey shroud, and gives up her whole 
life to woe and solitude, to sickness and pain, is that unreal Iwc-ause 
it is wonderful ? A man paints a spluttering candle, a greasy cloth, 
a mouldy cheese, a pewter can ; ‘ how re.al! ’ they cry. If ho p.aint 
the spirituality of dawn, the light of thb summer se.a, the fltime of 
arctic nights, of troiao woods, they arc called unreal, though they 
exist no less than the candle and tho cloth, the cheese and the can. 
Huy Bias is now condemned as unreal because tho lovers kill them¬ 
selves ; tho realists forgot that there are lovers still to whom tha t 
death would bo possible, would be preferable, to low intrigue and 
yet more lowering falsehood. They can only see the mouldy cheese, 
they cannot see the sunrise glory. All that is heroic, all that is 
sublitno, impersonal, or glorious, is derided .as unreal. It is a dreary 
creed. It will make a dreary world. Is not my Venetian glass witli 
its iridescent hues of opal as real every whit as your pot of pewter ? 
Yet tho time is coming when every one, morally and mentally at 
least, will bo allowed no other than a pewter pot to drink out of, 
under pain of being ‘ writ down an .ass ’—or worse. It is a dro.ary 
prospect.” 

And he would not bo content with it. "There were tho Ruy Bias 
and the Romeo in him as there are in all men who arc at once im¬ 
aginative and ardent. lie had the lover in him of southern lands, 
of older days. He would' watch in long hours of cold midnight 
merely to see her image go by him ; ho would go down to tho cliff 
on the northern coast only to gather a spray of sweetbriar on the 
sjx)t where he had seen her fir.st; he would row in rough seas at d.ark 
luidcr her villa wall in the south for the sake of watching tho light 
in her casement; his love for her was a religion with him, simple, 
intense, and noble ; it was an tfnending suffering, but it was a suf¬ 
fering he loved better than all his previous joys. When he saw her 
husband in haunts of vicious pleasure, he could have strangled him 
fur very sh<ame that he was not worthier of her. When he saw him 
beside the dusky face of the quadroon, he could have dragged him 
from his carriage and hurled him under the feet of the wife ho out¬ 
raged. 

In one of the few days before his departure he passed Sergius 
Zimroff on the Boulevard des Italiens. Co:'xeze stood still tolet him 
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sjicak if he would. Zouroff looked away and walked onward with¬ 
out any sign, except of anger, from the sudden sullen gleam in his 
lialf-shut eyes. 

The arrogance of a man whose birth was higher, because his race 
had been greater, than the Romanoffs’, made it impossible for him 
to imagine that Correzo could be his enemy or his rival. 

Ho thought the singer had only sung what had been commanded 
him. lie thought the rebuke to him had been his wife’s, and Oor- 
lozo only its mouthpiece. 

Still ho hated him; he avoided him; he would have liked to 
wring the throat of that silver-voiced nightingale. 

Oorrdze suffered bitterly to do nothing, to go away, to go as if 
ho wore a coward; yet he did it lest the world shouhl s))c,ak of her 
—the light and cruel world to which nothing is sacred, which makes 
a joke of man’s dishonour and a jest of woman’s pain. 

He did it, and went and sang in the cities of the north with an 
aching heart. This is always the doom of the artist: the world has 
no i)ity. Its children must not pause to weep nor go aside to pray. 
'J'hcy must be always in the front, always exerting all their force and 
all their skill before their public, or they pass from remembrance and 
perish. 'The artist, when he loves, has two mistresses, each as in¬ 
exorable as the other. 

Corrdze could not abandon his art; would not abandon it 
more than a yearling child will leave its mother. It was all he h.ad. 
It was a delight to him, that empire of sound which came of a per¬ 
fect mastery, that consciousness and clearness of genius. Without 
the listening crowds, the glittering houses, the nights of triumph, 
he might have been only dull and lonely; but without the delight 
of melody, the command of that song which had gone with him all 
his life, as a nightingale’s goes with it till it dies, he would have 
been desolate. 

Therefore in the keen cold of the northern winter and their tardy, 
niggard spring, he sang, as the nightingale sings, even while its lover 
lies shot under the leaves; and the multitudes and their leaders 
alike adored him. In Vienna the whole city saluted him as it salutes 
its Kaiser, and in the vast barrack of Berlin the blare of trumpets 
and the clash of arms were forgotten for one soft voice that sang 
under Gretchen’s cottage-window. 

" After all, when one has known this, one has known human 
greatness surely,” he thought wistfully, as he stood on his balcony 
in the keen starlight of northern skies, and saw vast throngs fill the 
square beneath him and all the streets around, and heard the mighty 
hoch, that northern lungs give for their emperors and their armies, 
ring through the frosty air for him. 

Yet a mist came over his eyes that obscured the tqrch-glare and 
the gathered multitudes, and the buildings that were so'white and 
so vast in the moonlight. He thought that he would have given 
all his, triumphs, all his joys—nay, his very voice itself—to undo 
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llic tniiig tliat bad bceu done, and make tbe wife of Sergius Zou- 
roff once more the child by the sweetbriar hedge on the cliff. 

Though for all the world he was a magician, he had no sorcery 
for himself. He was hut a man, like all the others, and to himself 
ho seemed weaker than all the rest. The bonds of the world bound 
him—the bonds of its conventions, of its calumnies, of its common¬ 
places. He could not strike a blow for her honour that the world 
would not construe to her shame. 

“ And who knows but that if she knew that I loved her, she too 
might never forgive,” ho thought weariiy; and the flowers flung to 
him through tbe frost seemed but weeds, the multitude fools, the 
rejoicing city a madhouse. 

When Fame stands by us all alone, she is an angel clad in light 
and strength; but when Love touches her she drops her sword, and 
fades away, ghostlike and ashamed. 

His sacrifice w.as of little use. There were too many women 
jealous of him, and envious of her, for the story of the C’oujie d’Or 
not to bo made the root and centre of a million falsehoods. 

You may weep your eyes blind, you may shout your throat dry, 
you may deafen the ears of your world for half a lifetime, and you 
may never get a truth believed in, never have a simple fact accre¬ 
dited. But the lie flics like the swallow, multiplies itself like the 
caterpillar, is accepted everywhere, like the visits of a king; it is 
a royal guest for whom the gates fly open, the red carpet is un¬ 
rolled, the trumpets sound, the crowds applaud. 

Jeanne de Soiinaz laughed a little, shrugged her shoulders, then 
said very prettily that every one knew there was nothing; Vere was 
a saint. And then the thing was done. 

Who said it first of all no one ever know. Who ever secs the 
snake-spawn, the ])lague-mist gather? The snake-brood grows 
and comes out into the light, the plague-mist spreads and slays its 
thousands—that is enough to see. 

Who first whispered through the great world the names of the 
Princess Zouroff and the singer Correze together ? No one could 
have told. All in a moment it seemed as if every one in society were 
murmuring, hinting, smiiing, with that damnable smile with which 
the world always greets the approach of a foul idea. 

A cruel story runs on wheels, and every hand oils the wheels as 
they nin. 

“ An old love, an early levc,” so they muttered; and the fans 
and the cigarettes made little breaks and waves in the air, as much 
as to say it was always so. You could say what you liked—they 
murmured—when people were so very cold, so very proud, so very 
proper, there was always some cause. An old love—ah ? that was 
why she was so fond of music 1 Then society laughed; its inane 
cruel chkpftig laughter, when it smells a sin. 

She had many foes. When those calm, deep, disdainful eyes had 
looked through the souls of othor.*!, those other souls—so often mean 
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and shameless with paltry lusts or swollen with paltry forms of pride 
—^liad shrunk under that glance, and hated the one who all inno¬ 
cently gave it; when her serene simplicity and her grave grace had 
made the women around her look merely dolls of the Palais Royal 
toyshops, and the fantastic frivolity of her epoch seem the silliest 
and rankest growth of an age in nothing over wise—then, and for 
that alone, she had become besot by enemies unseen and unsus- 
poclcd, hut none the less jrerilous for their secresy. When women 
liad called her farouche in their drawing-room jargon, they had only 
meant tliat slic was chaste, that she was grave, that folly did not 
charm her, and that she was a rebuke to themseives. 

That under the snow there should be mud; that at the heart of 
the wildrose there should bo not one worm, but many; that the 
edelweiss should be rotten and worthless after all—what joy ! The 
imagined joy of angels over one who repents can never be one- 
thousandth part so sweet and strong as the actual joy of sinners over 
one puritj’ Dial falls. 

tSo she had always been a falsehood like them all 1 So Correzo 
had always teen her lover 1 All the grand ladies and all the pretty 
ladies in the gnat world laughed gingerly, and tittered with that 
titter, which in Mary Jane and liouison one would call vulgar ; and, 
in their nests of new knicknackery and old art, cooed together and 
soothed each others’ruffled plumage, and agreed that they were none 
of tliem surprised. 

Meanwhile Vero know nothing, and went on her way with calm, 
liroud feet, unwitting that amongst the ermine of her niantle of in¬ 
nocence the moths of slander were at wi'rk. AVho first said itV No 
one knew. Perhaps her mother engendered it by a sigh. Perhaps 
her husband’s friend begot it by a smile. No one could over tell. 
Only society talked. I'hat was all. Society talked. It means as 
much as when in Borgia’s days they said, “ To-night the Pope sups 
with you.” 

Lady Dolly heard, as women like her hoar everything. “ Arc 
they saying this ? I always thought they would say it,” she thought, 
and was vaguely disquieted, and yet not ill-pleased. When she had 
caught the first rumour of it one afternoon, in a whisper never meant 
for her cars, she had gone back to her dressing-room to get ready for 
a dinner at an embassy, and had been good-nature itself to her maid 
easily pleased with her curls, and quite indifferent as towhat jcwch 
they gave her. “Anything looks \tell with white,” she had said 
dreamily, and her maid thought she must have got another “ affair ” 
on the wind. But she was only feeling a sort of velvety content in 
the ultimate justice of things. “ She has been so cruel to me,” she 
thought, really, honestly thought it. “ She has always been so cold 
and so grave, and so very unpleasant, and always looked/eally as if 
one were no better than one should bo; it would be very funny if 
she gets a few ‘ nasty ones,’ as the boys say, herself; it really will 
he no more than she deseryes. And, besides, people don’t like that 
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sort of manner, tlmt sort of way she has with her eyelids, as if one 
were something so very bad and queer if one just happen to say the 
least little thing that she fancies not quite correct; nobody does like; 
it, it is so very unsympathetic; women arc sure to pay her out if 
they get the least chance, and njen will be quite as delighted to hear 
it. It is such a mistake not to make yourself pleasant, not to bo 
like everybody else and always amiable. Such heaps of people will 
always take your part if you have been amiable. 1 wonder if it is 
Irue? No, of course it isn’t true. I don’t believe Correze ever 
kissed the back of her hand. But it will be very funny if she should 
get talked about; very sad, but .«o funny too! ” 

And Lady Dolly’s mind drifted coinplaoently and comfortably 
over a long series of years, in which she had skated on the very 
thinnest ice without ever getting a drenching, and had had all tho 
four winds of heaven blowing “stories ” about her like a scattered 
])ack of cards, and yet had never been tho worse for .any one of 
thian. “ It is because I have always been so pleasaTit to them all,” 
thought Lady Dolly complacently, .and indeed she alw.ays had 
been. 

She had said very ill-natured things when they were safe to bo 
said ; she had laughed at nearly everybody when their backs were 
turned; she had often amused her-self with putting spokes in the 
wheels of hajipy marriages, of promising courtships, of social 
ambitions, of youthful careers; but she had done it all merely as 
a squirrel steals nuts, and she had always been pleasant to women ; 
always kissed them, alw.ays c.aresscd them, always coullded, or 
always seemed to confide, in them, and .above all had .always made 
them think her both silly' and succes-sful, a union of the two most 
popular social qualities. “ Vere never would kiss any of them,” 
she thought, with the contcmirt that an old diplomatist feels for an 
obstinate politician who will not understand that language is given 
to us to conceal our thoughts; and she drew her gloves up to the 
elbow and took her big fan and went to her party with a com¬ 
placent feeling of superiority and expectation. It would be very 
horrid, of course,” she thought, “aud of course it would bo dre.adful 
if there were any scene; and I am not very sure, what the Russian 
laws arc if it were to come to any separation de corps et de biens; 
but still if she were to get a fright one couldn’t altogether bo sorry. 
It would teach her that she was only made of the same stuff as 
• other people. ” • ' 

For what with the mahy years of septiration from her daughter, 
and the sense of shame that perpetually haunted her for tho sacri¬ 
fice she had made of Vere’s fair life. Lady Dolly had almost grown 
to h.ato her. She was always envying, fearing, disliking, the pale, 
cold, beautiful woman whoso diamonds outshone her own as the 
sun outshines tho lamps; Vere was not one tithe so much her dead 
husband’s child as she was the Princess Zouroff, and there were 
many times when Lady Dolly caught he-sclf thinking of ^cr only 
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as the Princess Zouroff, as a social rival ami a sosial superior, and, 
as such, hating her and forgetting, quite forgetting, that she had 
ever been a little flower-like baby that had owed life to herself. 
“ Vere has been, so cruel to me,” she would think, “ and so very 
unforgiving.” 

For Lady Dolly, true woman of the times, always thought that 
those whom she had wronged were cruel to her. Why would they 
not forget ? She herself could always forget. 

“It shows such a bad disposition to resent and remember so 
long,” she would say to herself; life was too short for long memo¬ 
ries. “ Give me the art of oblivion,” cried Themistoclos; Lady 
Dolly had learned the art, or rather had had the power born in her, 
and fergot, as naturally as birds moult in autumn, her sins, her 
follies, her oflbnces, and her friends. 

Only one thing she never forgot, and that was a wound to her 
vanity—and no one ever looked at her when her daughter was 
nigh. 

Zouroff, who did not know “ society talked,” still felt abashed 
before the presence of his wife; he felt as Louis of Hungary felt 
when he saw the celestial roses in the lap of that ^saintly queen to 
whom Madame N^laguine compared Vere. 

Since the day when her mother’s name had been spoken between 
(hem, he had never scon his wife alone one moment, and never had 
fairly met her glance. 

Yet when they were in the same room in .socic.dy his eyes 
followed her as they had never done before, wistfully, sombrely, 
wonderingly. Jeanne de Sonnaz said to herself: “ He will end as 
le rmri amoureux," and so thinking spoke to him one hiorning 
early, when he was sitting in that little yellow boudoir, with all it.s 
Chinese idols, and Chinese work, which was so curiously unlike all 
the rest of the dark old hotel of the Renaissance, which a Due 
de Sonnaz had built under Francis I. With all her cleverest tact 
she brought uppermost the name of Correze, and dropped little 
hints, little suggestions, harmless yet pregnant, as she leaned back 
in her low chair, smoking a cigarette with her cup of coffee. 

Zouroff grow irritated at last, but he did not know how to 
express his irritation without appearing absurd in her sight, or 
provoking her laughter. 

“ My dear, you must be blind not to see that there is some 
sentiment between Vera and this 'lyric Bossuet, who made your 
piano his puipit,” she continued, as he muttered something not 
very intelligible. “ When ho refused to come to Svir you might 
have known. What singer without a motive refuses a mountain of 
roubles? Besides, he was at Ischl. I did not tell you—why 
should I tell you—but he serenaded her adorably, he climbed to 
imposdble altitudes to get her flowers; he went away in the oddest, 
most abrupt, fashion. My dear Sergius, you are a brute, a bat, a 
mole —- 
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•• Pshaw I tlfl) man is only a mimo, a mimo with a thrush’s 
said ZouroiF, with rough scorn. “ Do you suppose she would 
descend-” 

“ C’est convenu” interrupted Madame Jeanne; “ Oh, e’est con- 
vmu. Your wife is the pearl of her sex, she is a second Madame 
Hainte Elisabeth, all the world knows that; when wo sec her at 
dinner we expect an angel to fill her glass with wine of Paradise; 
oh yes, you cannot suppose I mean the slightest indiscretion in her. 
Vera is incapable of an indiscretion, so incapable, that in a less 
beautiful woman such extreme goodness would make her utterly 
uninteresting; but still, for that very reason she is just the sort of 
person to cling to an idea, to preserve a sentiment like a relic in a 
silver box; and I have always heard, if you have not, that Correso 
is her idea, is irer relic.” 

Zouroff listened gloomily; ho did not as yet believe her, yet a 
dark sense of jealousy began to burn in him as slow matches burn; 
a little s])ark slowly creeping that in time will fire a city. It was 
scarcely jealousy so much as it was offence, and irritated incre¬ 
dulity, and masterful possession stung by idea of invasion. 

Blit as yet he believed nothing; he smiled a little moodily. 

“Your imagination runs away with you,”he said curtly. “ Vera 
was sixteen years old when I married her; English girls, ma chore, 
do not have affairs at that age, even if, at the same hour in France, 
Cupid creep behind the lexicons and missals.” 

Joanne do Sonnaz was angry in her turn. When she had been 
sixteen at her convent she had been very nearly causing a terrible 
scandal with a young lieutenant of Chasseurs, whom her powerful 
family succeeded in ha\ iug discreetly ordered to Africa; she had 
not thought that Sergius Zouroff knew aught of that silly old story. 

“ I did not speak of Cupid or of anything so demoralising and 
demode,” she said carelessly. “ I know there was some story, 1 
remember it very well, something romantic and graceful of Corr6ze 
and your wife, when she was a girl—a very young girl; I thini?»ho 
saved her life, 1 am not sure; but I know that she thinks him a 
guardian angel* Pray did you know that it was his interposition 
that sent Noisette back to Paris that day of our fancy-fair ? ” 

Zouroff swore a savage oath. “What accursed interference; 
what insolent audacity! Are you sure ? ” 

“Corroze is as insolent as if he were a prince of the blood. 
More so, for they must please to reign, but he reigns to please— 
himself,” said Madame Jeanne with a little laugh. “Did you 
never know that of Noisette? Oh how stupid men are! I guessed 
it and 1 found it out. Women always can when, they choose find 
out anything. Corrize is always taking the part of knight to your 
wife; he julls the dragons and chases the robbers, and is always 
there when she wants him; did he not save her from the storm off 
Villafranca ? ” 

Zouroff paced to and fro the room to,,the peril of the hrirnboriotiB 
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and hric-orbrac. There was a heavy frown oA his brows; he 
remembered the storm of Villafranca only too well, since it had 
preceded the song of the “ Golden Cup.” 

" I do not believe it,” he said doggedly, for he did not. 

“ So much the better,” said his friend drily. 

“ I always notice,” she added after a little pause, “ that very 
eynieal and sceptical people (you are very sceptical and very 
■ynical) never do believe in a simple truth that stares them in the 
Jace. 1 am not saying the least harm of your wife—where is the 
narm ? She is of an exalted temperament; she takes life like a 
poem, like a tragedy; she is a religious woman who really believes 
ill sins as our peasantry in ‘la Bretagne br^tonnante’ believe in 
spirits and saints; she will never do any harm whatever. But for 
tliat vpry reason she shut her relic up in her silver box and 
worships it at home. Correze is always worshipped, though not 
always so spiritually. No one over worships yon, my dear, you arc 
not of that order of men. Why do you look so angry? You 
should bo thankful. It is very nice that your wife should admire 
a relic; she niiglit, you know, be dragging your name across Europe 
at the coat tails of a dozen j'oung dragoons, .and though you could 
shoot them, no doubt, that is always very ridiculous. It is so 
impossible for husbands at any time not to look ridiculous. You 
must have looked very so when Corrozo was singing that song; oh, 
1 shall regret to the last day of my life I was not there!” 

Madame Jeaune leaned back and laughed aloud, with her hands 
behind her head and her eyes shut. 

Zonroff continued to pace to and fro the little pretty crowded 
chamber. 

“You will break some of my idols,” she said when she htid 
done laughing. “ I hope I have not broken one of your idols ? 
How could one ever suppose you cared for your wife? ” 

“ It is not that,” said Zourolf roughly, lie was shaken, dis¬ 
turbed, enraged ;• ho did not know what to think, and the vanity 
and the arrogance that served him in the stead of pride were up in 
arms. ; • 

“ Of course, yes; it is that,” said Madame Jeanne coolly; “ I 
always wondered you were so indifferent to her; she is so hand¬ 
some. And 1 always thought that if she over loved any one 
else you would be madly in love with her once more, or rather 
much more than you were at first.” “ 

Zouroff made a gesture so savage as ho motioned her to silence, 
that even her tongue ceased for a moment its chatter. 

“ One must not say too much,” she thought, “ or he will go and 
do something premature.” 

“ What does it matter ? ” she said, consolingly; “ a woman who 
Is so much left to herself as Vera is, will bo certain to find some 
compensation for all you deny her. You clumsy Baltic Wr! you 
do not understand women. Believe me, it is very dangerous to 
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marry a more girl, a child, hurl all her illusions and all her 
modesties away in one montli, and then leave her all alone with the 
reflections you have inspired and the desires you have awakened. 
I am no moralist, inon ami, as you know, but that I do say. It is 
true ten thousand times in ten years—^and ten thousand times the 
result is the same. Were the Princess Zouroff to have a lover, 
Correze or any other, you could not complain. It would simply lie 
the natural sequence of your own initiations. As it is, you must 
be thankful that she is Madame Sainto Elisabeth. You are not 
more ridiculous than the world is; mothers screen their daughters 
from every hint and every glimpse of impropriety, and then they 
matry them and think no harm can come of it. Can a bishop’s 
blessing muzzle senses once eoeilles, passions once let loose 'I Vera 
is faithful to you as yet. But if she were not, could you blame 
her ? Can you expect a woman of her years to live the life of a 
nun when you have treated her as if she were a fiile de joie ? Bo 
reasonable. You cannot tear the skin off a peach, and then com¬ 
plain that it does not retain its bloom. Yet that is what you and 
all men do do. It is unutterably absurd. Some one will do it with 
my Berthe and my Claire, and 1 shall hate the some one; for I love 
my little girls. Yes, 1 do! While you know very well that she 
is-” 

“ You preach very eloquently 1 ” said Zouroff, with his face 
flushed and his thick eyebrows drawn together. 

“ 1 preach what I know,” said his friend; “ what I have ob¬ 
served, as I say, a thousand times ten thousand times—men teach 
lubiicity and expect chastity. It is really too ridiculous. But it 
is what we call the Imlincss of marriage. Now, will you please to 
go away? Paul has a ‘fusion' breakfast of all the parties, aud 1 
want to dress.” 

«But-” 

“ Go away 1 ” said Madame Jeanne, imperiously, with a little 
stamp of her slipper. 

Zouroff, who even to his own autocratic master was seldom 
obedient, took his leave, and went. She had made his blood hot 
with rage, his head dull with suspicion. Ho threw himself into his 
carriage and drove through the streets of Paris in moody reflection. 
Uttered by a virtuous woman, the words he had heard would have 
made no more impression than any court sermon that ho had to sit 
throughout and hear in an Imperial chapel; but spoken by Jeanne 
de Sonnaz they smote him hardly. 

A better emotion than was usual with her, had moved her in 
speaking them, a sense of justice towards the absent woman whom 
she had yet all the will in the world to destroy; and the bitterness 
of them was an unwilling witness from a femme galante to which 
he could not attach either favouritism or prejudice, and so weighed 
on him and smote him heavily. A rebuke even from S. John of 
the Golden Mouth would have left him callous and scoflirig, but a 
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condemnation from the lips of one of the companions of his sins 
and follies—one of the worldliest of this world—made him wince 
under its justice; and ho knew that his sins against his wife wore 
heavier and grosser than even Jeanne de Sonnaz knew or guessed. 

The sullen remorse that had brooded in him ever since the day 
on the terrace at Villafranoa deepened and darkened over him. 
There was cruel and coarse blood in his veins, the blood of a race 
that through long centuries had passed their lives in passion, in 
tyranny, and in deeds of violence, denying no impulse, fearing no 
future. But there was manliness in him also, though weakened, 
depraved, and obscured; and this manliness made him fool a 
coward beside Vero. 

A curious jealousy took possession of him, which was half 
hatred and half remorse. He felt like one of those princes who 
own a classic and world-renowned statue, and shut it in a cabinet, 
and never care to look at itj yet who being menaced with its loss, 
suddenly rise to fury, and feel beggared. Not because the classic 
marble was any joy or marvel to themselves, but because the world 
had envied it to them vainly, and it had made their treasure-house 
the desired of others. He suddenly realised that the loss of his 
wife would, like that of the statue, make him poor in the eyes of 
Europe, and leave his palaces without their chief ornament. He 
did not, as yet, believe himself menaced. Like most men of vicious 
lives, he was never deceived as to a woman’s innocence. He knew 
his wife to be as innocent as the little dead children she had borne 
in her bosom. But how long would she bo so ? 

And if .she ceased to be so, truth, by those often untrue lips of 
Joitnne de Sonnaz, had told him that the fault would lie at his own 
door, tliat ho would reap as he had sown. 

As ho drove through the streets amidst the noise of Paris, he 
saw nothing of the glitter and the movement round him—he saw 
Yere in her white childish loveliness, as he had seen her on her 
wedding night. 

That evening, when he returned to make his toilette for a groat 
dinner at the Itussian Embassy, he was gloomy, perplexed, irreso¬ 
lute. It was towards the close of the season; the evening was hot; 
the smell of the lilacs in the garden filled all the air; over where 
ruined St. Cloud lay there was a mist that seemed full of rain and 
thunder. 

For the first time for months ho. bade the woman ask his wife 
if she could receive him in her room, and he entered it. Vere was 
standing beneath the picture of Gerome ; she was already dressed. 
She wore white velvet, a stuff which she preferred, and whose 
subtle shades of white it would have been the delight aud the 
despair of Titian and Paul Veronese to reproduce on canvas or on 
panel. She wore the great Russian Order of St. Cathefine. About 
her throat she had coils of pearls, and under these hung the medal¬ 
lion of the moth and the star. 
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Zouroff approJiched her with a roughness that concealed an un¬ 
usual nervousness. His eyes fell on the necklace, and his anger, 
tliat was half against himself and half against her, seized on the 
jewel as a scapegoat. 

“ Who gave you that ? ” he said abruptly. 

She answered— 

“ 1 think I ought not to say. When you asked me long ago I 
did not know.” 

“ Your singer sent it you. Take it off.” 

She hesitated a moment, then uncla.sped it She believed in 
the old forgotten duty of obedience still, 

“ Give it to me.” 

She gave it him. 

Zouroff threw it on the ground, and set his heel on it, and 
stamped the delicate workmanship and the exquisite jewels out of 
all shape and into glittering dust. 

Vero did not move a muscle. Only her face grew cold like a 
stone mask with unutterable scorn. 

“ A Princess Zouroff does not need to go to the properties of a 
theatre for her jewels,” he said, in a thick, hoarse voice. “ As I 
have treated that jewel, so I will treat the man, if ever you let him 
enter your presence again. You hear? ” 

“I hear.” 

All colour had gone from her lips, but her face remained cold 
and ciilm. 

“Well?” said her husband, roughly, already, in a measure, 
ashamed of his violence, as the diamond star covered the carj^t 
beneath his feet with spaihling atoms. 

“ What do you want me to say ? lam your wife, and you can 
offend mo in any way, and I cannot resent it. There is no use in 
.saying what I think of that.” 

He was silent, and in a measure subdued. He knew very well 
that his violence had been cowardly and unworthy, that he had 
disgraced his name and jdace, that ho had been a coward and no 
gentleman. His new-born sense of fear and of veneration of her 
struggled with his incensed vanity and his irritated suspicions. 

“ Vera,” he muttered, only half aloud. “ Before God, if you 
would let me, I could love you now! ” 

She shuddered. 

“ Spare me that, at least 1 ”• 

He understood, and was silenced. Ho glanced at her longingly, 
sullenly, furtively. The shattered jewel lay at his feet. 

“ What is that singer to you ?” he said, abruptly. 

“ A man who honours mo. You do not.” 

“Were he only of my rank I would insult him, and shoot him 
dead.” • ’■ 

Vero was silent. 

“ What do you say ? ” he muttered, impatient of her silence. 
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“ He is of your rank, and he can defend himsfelf. His hand is 
clean, and so also is his conscience.” 

“ Will you swear he is no lover of yours ? ” 

Her eyes flashed, but she took the book of prayer lying on her 
table, kissed it, and said— 

“ I swear that, certainly.” 

Then she laid the book down, and with an accent ho had never 
heard from her, she turned suddenly on him, in a passion of indig¬ 
nation that transformed her coldness into fire. 

“How dare you? how dare you?” she said, with a vibration 
in her voice that he had never heard there. “ Now that you haves 
done mo the last insult that a man can pass upon his wife, bo 
satisfied, and go.” 

Then she put her hand out, and pointed to the door. 

He lingered, dazed and fascinated by that new power in her 
glance, that now meaning ih her voice. 

“ Women change like that when they love,” he said to her 
■aloud. “ Are you not of the new school, then ? You know very 
well you have no fidelity from me. Why should you be faithful 
to me ? They say you need not be.” 

She still seemed to him transfigured and risen above him; her 
fair face had the glow of holy scorn, of just wrath, still on it. 

“ Are your sins the measure of ray duty ? ” she said, with un- 
uftcrable contempt. “l)o you think if it were only for you, for 
you, that 1 were decent in my life and (rue to my obligation, I 
should not years ago have failed, and been the vilest thing that 
lives? You do not understand. Have you never heard of self- 
respect, of honour, and of God ? ” 

The words touched him, and the look upon her face awed him 
for an instant into belief in her and belief in heaven; but against 
his instinct and against his faith the long h.abit of a brutal cyni¬ 
cism and a mocking doubt prevailed, and the devil in him, that had 
so long lived with the vile and the foolish of his world, drove him 
to answer her with a bitter sneer. 

“Your words are grand,” he said to her, “and I believe you 
mean them. Yes, you do not lie. But those fine things, my prin¬ 
cess, may la.st so long as a woman is untempted. But so long only. 
You are all Eve’s daughters! ” 

Then he bowed and left her. He hated himself for the thing 
ho had said, but he could not have stayed the devil in him that 
uttered it. If his wife betnayed him (hat night ho knew that he 
would have no title to condemn her; yet he thought, as he went 
from her presence, if she did—if she did—ho would slit the throat 
of her singing-bird, or of any otlier man, if any other it were. 

Vere stood erect, a sombre disgust and revolt in her eyes. Her 
husband had said to her, “ thou fool! all sin alike; do thou like¬ 
wise.” 

In a few moments she stooped and raised the fragments of the 
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jewels and the twisted and broken goldsmilk’s work. It was all 
shattered except the sapphire moth. 

Slie shot the moth and all the shining brilliant dust in a secret 
diawcr of her jewel-case, then rang for her women. In another 
twenty minutes she entered her carriage, and drove in silence with 
her husband beside her to the Hue de (jrdnelle. 

“Lc Prince et la Princesso Zouroff!” shouted the lackeys, 
standing in a gorgeous line down the staircase of the Embassy. 


CHAPTER XXIV. 

It was an April night w'hen tin; necklace of the moth and the star 
I'ciished under the heel of Zouroff; there wore two months more 
through which the life in Paris lasted, for Zouroff adored the boule¬ 
vards, even in summer months; the asplialtc had a power to charm 
liim that even the grass of his forest drives never riv.alled, and the 
warm nights of spring and early summer found him driving down 
(he Champs Elysees to and fro his various haunts, his carriage 
lam]>s .adding two stars the more to its long river of light. 

Coming home in the full daylight from his pleasures he would 
ill times meet his wife going out in the clear hours of tljo early 
I'oronoon. Ho asked her once roughly where she was going, and 
.slip told liim, naming the poorest riuartcr on the other side of the 
Heine. 

“ Why do you go to such a place ? ” he asked her as sire stood 
on the staircase. 

“ 'There arc jioor there, and great misery,” she answered him 
reluctantly ; she did not c<arc to speak of these things at any time. 

“ And wlnat good will you do ? You will be cheated and robbed, 
and oven if you are not, you should know tlmt political seiouco has 
found that private, charity is the hotbed of all idleness.” 

“When political science has advanced enough to prevent 
]«iverty, it may have the right to prevent charity too,” she an¬ 
swered liini, with a contempt that showed thouglit on the theme 
was not new to her. “ Perhaps charity—I dislike the word—may 
do no good; but friendship from the rich to the poor must do good; 
it must lessen class hatreds.” * 

“Are you a socialist?” said Zouroff with a little laugh, and 
drew back and let her pass onward. They were the first words ho 
liad spoken to her alone since the night ho had destroyed the neck¬ 
lace, and even now they were not unheard ; for there were half a 
score of servijnts on the stairs and in the vestibule below. Vero 
W(!nt out to her little brougham in the fresh air of the warm lilac- 
scented morning as the clock stnmk ten. 

Her husband took his w.ay to his own'sot of rooms, rich with 
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oriculal stuffs and weapons, and licavy with the fumes of his 
tobacco. He thought of what his sister had said of B. Elisabeth 
and the roses of Paradise; he thought too of what Jeanne de 
Bonnaz had said. His wife was greatly changed. 

She seemed to him to have aged ten years all suddenly; not in 
the fair beauty of her face, but in her regard, in her tone, in her 
look. Was she like the young royal saint of Hungary, or was she 
like all women, as ho know them ? He h.ad the careless, half-con¬ 
scious, but profound belief in depr.avity that is the note of the 
century; he thought all women coquines. That his wife was dif- 
fwcut to the rest he had believed ; but that she was incapable of 
deceiving him ho was in no way sure. Sooner or later they all 
went the same road, so ho thought. He began to doubt that she 
told him the truth as to these errands of her morning hours; his 
■sister believed in them indeed, but what should his sister know, 
who was never out of her bed till noon was past? 

Vere had no physical fear, and at times she penetrated into the 
darkest and roughest cpiarters of Paris; the quarters that belch out 
those hidden multitudes that make revolution anarchy, and shatter 
in dust and blood the visions of patriots. Hut she was safe there, 
though once she heard one man say to another, “ Diantre I what a 
sight it would be, that lovely head on a scaffold.” Blie turned and 
looked at him with a smile: “ I think I should know how to die, 
my friend ; are you quite sure that you would ? ” 

As this worst form of suspicion, that of the tyrant who 
trembles, grew upon him, ho did what ho knew was low and vile 
and beneath him-—he had her watched in these daily hours of 
absence. He excused his vigilance to those who had the task by 
the expression of his fears for her safety from the rude and ferocious 
classes amongst whom she went. They brought him the weekly 
report of all she did, minute by minute, in all its trifling details; 
the courage and the sclf-sacrifico of that thankless labour, the self- 
devotion and patience of that charity, were before him in a chron¬ 
icle she would never have written herself. He was astonished; 
ho was ashamed. The superstition that underlies the worldly 
wi.sdom of the aristocratic Rus.sian, as it permeates the kindly 
stupidity of the Russian peasant, began to stir in him and trouble 
him. lie began to think she was a holy creature. Though he had 
no faith, ho had that vague religious fear, which often survives the 
death of all religious beliefs with those who have been educated in 
strict rituals, as ho had been. 

When June came they went to Fclicitd. It was the same thing 
every year. The world went with them. To her it seemed always 
as if they were perpetually on the stage before an audience; tiie 
audience varied, but the play was alw.ays the same. 

She would have given ten years of her life for a few weeks’ rest, 
silence, solitude, with “ plain living and high thinking,” and time 
to watqh the cloud.s, the <fliowor.s, the woodlands, the ways of birds 
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and beasts, the laves of the bees and the flowers. But she never 
had one day even to herself. There was always on her ear the 
murmur of society ; always, like the shadow on the sun-dial, some 
duty that was called pleasure, obscuring eiich hour as it came. 

It was a bright Norman summer, the weather clear and buoyant, 
the country a sea of apple-blossoms. Once or twice she got away 
by herself, and went to the little cluster of cabins on the head of 
the cliffs beyond Villerville. The old woman was there—always 
knitting, always with a white cap and a blue linen gown, against 
the wall of furze. 

“ The lark is dead,” she said, with a shake of the head. “It 
was no fault of mine, my Princess ; a boy with a stone one day— 
all! ah 1—how sluall I tell the gentleman when he comes ? He 
has not been yet this summer; he was here in midwinter—oh, 
<(uito midwinter—.and he said he was going away into the north 
somewhere. Jesu-Maria 1 the heaps of cent-sous pieces he gave me 
to take care of that lark 1 ” 

'J'ho shrewd old woman under the white roof of her cap watched 
the face of her “ Princesse.” “ I want to know if she cares too,” she 
thought. “ But that beautiful angel could not fail to be loved.” 

Vere went away slowly through the high grove, even under the 
sh.adc of the apple-blossoms. How long ago,—it seemed long as a 
century—since she had been the child listening, with her heart in 
licr eyes, to the song of the lark that was dead I 

Her husb.and said to her sharply that day, after her return, 
“ Where were you this morning ? You were hours away.” 

“ I drove to Villerville,” she answered him. 

“ There is a shrine near there, I think ? ” added Mdme. Jeanne, 
with apparent simplicity. 

The sombre thoughts of Zouroff caught her insinuation. 

“ I know of no remarkable shrine,” replied Vere, who did not 
imagine any double meaning in the words, “ There is none nearer 
than Val do Grace.” 

Her husband was silent. The Duchesse rose, and hummed a 
little song then being sung by Jane Hading; Vous voulez votts 
moquer de raoi. 

This year Mdme. Jeanne stayed at Fdlicitd.' Why not? ■ She 
had her little girls Berthe and Claire with her, and her husband 
came now and then, and would come for a longer time when the 
bouquets of pheasants would, begin to fall in the drives of the 
park. 

“ Pourmmi pas f ” she had said, when Zouroff had bogged her 
to stay in his house, instead of taking a villa at Trouvillo. 

“ You would not last year,” ho said, with a man’s stupidity. 

“Last year was last year,” said the Duchesse drily; and she 
came over hnd had all the south wing of the chSteau for herself and 
her Berthe and Claire and their governesses She was really fond 
of her children. 
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I’he papers of that day spoke of Ciorreze. Ho vPas in Stockholm. 

“ That is far enough; she cannot have met him,” thought the 
Diichosso. “ Villerville must be a pilgrimage of remembrance. 
There are women who can live on memories. It must be like 
eating nothing but ices and wafers. A Ion bouillon and a little 
burgundy is bettor.” 

Vere had given her word to her husband and her oath; she 
never supposed that ho could doubt either. If Corrftze had come 
before her in that time she would have said to him with loyal firm¬ 
ness, “ I must not see you; my husband has forbidden me.” She 
was steadfast rather than impassioned; honour was the first law of 
life to her; that love should stoop to tread in secret ways and hide 
in secret places seemed to her as shameful, nay, grotesque, as for a 
sovergign to hide in a cellar or flee in disguise. The intrigues she 
.saw perpetually, in which her world spent its time, as the spiders 
theirs in weaving webs, had' no savour, no sweetness, for her. Its 
roots wore set in treachery or cowardice—^in either, or in both. All 
the tenderness that was in her nature Corr^ze had touched ; all her 
gratitude and all her imagination wore awakened by him; she 
knew that the sorrow of a love that might have been sweet and 
happy in their lives was with them both, in sad and hopeless resig¬ 
nation. Yet if he had come before her now she would have said to 
him, “ I cannot see you, it would be disloyal.” 

For the old lovely quality of loyalty, which day by day is more 
and more falling out from the creeds of men and women, was very 
strong in her; and failure in it seemed to her like “ shame, last of 
all evils.” 

To Jeanne do Sonnaz this was very droll. So droll that it was 
impossible for her to believe in it. She believed in realism, in the 
mouldy cheese and the pewter can; she did not believe in Huy 
bias. She watched Vere narrowly, but she failed to understand 
her. 

“ How the affair drags! ” she thought, with some impatience. 
“ Can they really bo the lovers of romance who separate themselves 
by a thousand leagues, and only love the more the more they are 
divided ? It is droll.” 

So she kept the snake of suspicion alive and warm in his 
bosom. 

“ You were wrong,” said Zouvoff with some triumph to her; 
“ you were wrong. The man is in Norway and Sweden.” 

“1 may be,” said the Duohesso meditatively. “But people 
come back from Norway and Sweden, and I never said, you will 
remember, that he was more to your wife than her knight, her 
ideal, her souvenir. I never meant more than that. Wait until 
ho shall return, then you will sec.” 

Then ho told her how he had destroyed the necklaod. For years 
he had been in the habit of telling her such things, and he now 
sacrificed his wife to that habit of confidence in another woman. 
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“ You see yoU were wrong,” he added; “ had she homo any 
sentiment towards him would she have seen his jewels destroyed ? 
She is not spiritless.” 

“ No, she is not spiritless,” said Madame Jeanne thoughtfully. 
“ No, certainly she is not that. But, in the old houses of the Fau¬ 
bourg, Sergius, I meet a phantom of the past that we know nothing 
about; a phantom that is made a deity and rules their lives like 
their love of Henri Cinq; a mere ghost, but stUl potent to omnipo¬ 
tence, and we know nothing about it; they call it Principle. 1 
suppose your wife may keep that old dimodS ghost by her too, and 
may be ruled by it. I have heard of such things. Oh, wo have no 
principle, we have only convenience and impulse, and act either 
one or the other. But I assure you such a thing exists.” 

“ Scarcely in a woman,” said Zouroff with a contemptuous laugh. 

" Sooner in a woman than a man, for that matter. But of 
course it will not last for over. Your wife is human, and she will 
not pardon you that ruined locket.” 

“ She said nothing, or very little.” 

“ Said J ” echoed Madame do Sonnaz with scorn, “ you are 
used to us, and to your creatures. Do you think a woman of her 
temperament would scream as we, or swc.ar as they do, would go 
into hysterics, or would tc.ar your beard ? ” 

“ You seem to .admire my wife,” he said with irritation. 

Jeanne do Sonnaz smiled. “You know I always did. I admire 
her as one admires Hacine, as one admires the women of Port 
Royal, the paintings of Flandrin, the frescoes of Michael Angelo, 
it is quite unattainable, quite unintelligible to me, but I admire 
dumbly and without comprehension. Only I told you that you 
never should have married a saint, and you never should. 1 am 
sorry you destroyed her medallion. It was brutal of you, and 
bourgeois,” 

“ And she will remember it,” she added, after a pause, as she 
gathered up her silks, with which she was working an altar screen 
for her jiarish church at Ruilhiferes, “ be very sure of that. Vera is 
not a woman who forgets. I should box your ears, shako you, aud 
laugh at it all next day, but she would be passive and yet never 
forget, nor forgive. Chut! There she is 1 ” 

Vero at tliat moment entered the room in which Madame 
Jeanne was working; her husband moved with a guilty conscious¬ 
ness away, but she had heard nothing. 

“ Princesse, tell me,” said Madame de Sonnaz, “ do you forgive 
easily? I think not.” 

“ Forgive ? ” said Vera absently. “ Is there any question of it ? 
It is for those who offend to ask me that.” 

“ Do you hear, Sergius ? ” said his friend with a little laugh. 
“ I should like to hoar your mea culpa.” 

For the first time an angry doubt came into the mind of Vero, 
the doubt that her husband spoke of her with Jeanne do Sonnaz. 
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She looked at them both quickly and haughtily, then said very 
clearly— 

“ If Monsieur Zourofif know anything that he desires me to 
pardon he can speak for himself without an ambassadress, and 
without a listener. I came to ask you to allow Berthe and Claire 
to come out with mo on the sea." 

“How good you are to those children, but you will inoculate 
them with your own sea frenzy,” answered the duchessc with a 
little laugh, “ Of course they may go.” 

Zouroff had already gone from the room, angry with his friend, 
more angry with his wife. Madame Jeanne rose a little impetu¬ 
ously, dragging to the ground the artistic embroideries of the shield 
she was working. 

“ Vera,” she said, with candour, in her voice and honesty in her 
regard, “ do not be angry. ,I am so old a friend of Sergius—he has 
told me how he tore off your locket and destroyed it. I am so 
sorry; so very sorry; so is he. But, alas! men are always the 
same; they are all brutes, we know, and—^Vcra—he is very jealous 
of your singer.” 

Vere’s face grew very stem. 

“ Has he commanded you to speak to me on his behalf?” 

“No, my dear—not that; he would scarcely ■do that in plain 
words. But I am an old friend, and I am sorry. Of course it is too 
absurd; but ho is very jealous. Be careful; men of his race have 
done mad and cruel things in their time. Do not provoke him. 
Do not see Corrfeze.” 

“ You mean well, madame,” said Vere in tones of ice. “ But 
you err in taste and wisdom, and I think your zeal outstrips your 
orders. I scarcely think even my husband can have charged you 
with his threats to me.’’ 

“Threats? who spoke of threats? A warning-” 

“ A warning, then, but none the less an insult. You are in my 
house, so I can say nothing. Were I in yours I would leave it. 
Your children are waiting in impatience—excuse me.” 

Madame Jeanne looked after her as she went through the glass 
doors on to the sea-terrace, where the pretty little figures of Berthe 
and Claire were dancing to and fro in the sunlight. Madame 
Jeanne drew her tapestry-frame towards her, and ’proceeded to fill 
in the lilies of 8. Cunigonde. She smiled as she bent her head over 
the frame. " 

“If I have ever known my sex,” she thought—“if I have 
ever known my sex, a word will go over the north sea, and Corrfize 
will come from his Norwegian summer to a Norman one, and then 
—and then—there will be droll things to see. It is like watching 
the curtain rise in the Ambigu-r-there is sure to be melodrama.” 

Melodrama amused her; amused her more than comedy. She 
had no belief in quiet passion or quiet grief herself, no more than 
she had ia quiet principles, 
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Vere wont out to sea with the little'childron, and in the mellow 
sunshine and the sweet orchard-scontcd air her face was dark with 
anger and with disgust, and her heart heaved in a bitter rage and 
rebellion. 

Her husband spoke of her to another woman—discussed her 
acts with another man’s wife! “Oh the coward, the coward!” 
she said very low between her set teeth; it was the blackest word 
that her language held. That ho should have broken her medallion 
and insulted her with doubt, was’insult enough for a lifetime. 
But that he should relate the affront, and breathe the suspicion, 
to another woman seemed to her the very last baseness of life. 

“ If he were here! ” she murmured, with a sudden newborn 
consciousness in her, as her eyes filled with scalding tears, and her 
licart heaved with indignation. For the first time an indefinite 
yearning rose in her to place her hand in the hand of Oorrdzo, 
and say “avenge me!” Yet had he.even stood before her then 
she would not have said it, she would have bidden him go and 
leave her. 

' For what Madame Joanne called a phantom was always beside 
her in her path—the phantom of old-world honour, the wraith of 
(lead heroical days. 

She leaned against the rail and watched the sea run by the 
vessel’s side, and felt the quiet slow tears of a great anguish fill 
her eyes and wet her cheeks. 

“Do not cry: you are too pretty to cry,” said little Claire, who 
was a soft and tender child 4 and Berthe, who was old("r and 
cleverer and harder, said, “ You should not cry; it spoils the 
eyes.” Then she added reflectively, “ Maman ne pleure jamais." 

The small yacht they were in ran with the breeze through tho 
sweet fresh air. It was a nautical toy, perfect in its way, that 
had been given to Vere by her husband when the estate of Folicitd 
Avas settled upon her; the children had wanted to go to tho 
VachcB Noires and search for mussels, and the little ship skirted 
the coast as lightly as a sea-gull, the merry little girls scudding 
about its deck like kittens and climbing its cordage like squirrels, 
while their mother—their mother who never cried—^remained in 
the garden of Fclicitd with a cigar in her teeth, her person stretched 
full length in a low-hung silk hammock, a circle of gentlemen 
around her, and amidst them her host, so charmed by the dexterity 
of her coquetterics, and so diverted by the maliciousness of her 
pleasantries, that the old pasfion, which a dozen years before she 
had awakened in him, perhaps the worst, as it was in a sense the 
strongest and most durable, he had ever known, revived in him 
sufficiently for jealousy, and hold him by her side. 

It was low water when they reached that part of tho Vachos 
Noires jrhich lies underneath what is called tho desert. Tho 
strangely shaped rooks towered above, beyond, tho sea was blue 
and smooth, the sand was wet, the children’s equille fishing 
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promised well. A little boat took them off the yacht to the 
uncovered beach, and Berthe and Claire, with naked little legs, and 
their forks shaped like tho real fisherfolk’s, and their bright hair 
flying, forgot that .they were little aristocrats and Farisiennes and 
became noisy, joyous, romping, riotous children, happy in their sport 
and the fine weather. At that part of tho rough shore there was 
no one near except some peasants digging for their livelihood, as 
the little girls were digging for play, at tho silvery hermits’ holes 
in the sands. There were fetes at Houlgate which kept tho summer 
crowd that day from tho distant rocks. Berthe and Claire, agile 
as they were, were no match for the agility of tho lords of the 
soil, and the pastime absorbed and distracted them. Vero, seeing 
them so happy, left them in the care of her old skipper, who was 
teaching them the mysteries of the sport, and sat down under tho 
sombre amphitheatre of the rocks. 

She was fond of the children, but this day their shouts and 
their smiles alike jarred on her; she had learned for the first time 
that it was with their mother that her husband discussed her acts 
and thoughts. She sat quite alone in a sheltered spot, where tho 
.slate of the lower formation had boon hollowed by the winter waves 
at high tides into a sort of niche; she thought of tho day when, 
older in years than these little children, but younger in heart than 
even they were now, she had come on these shores in her old brown 
liolland skirts. It was just such weather as it had been then ; 
clear, cloudless, with a sunlit sea, and an atmosphere so free from 
mist that tho whole lino of the far-reaching co.ast, now become so 
familiar to her sight, was visible in all its detail, from the moutli 
of Seine to the mouth of Orne. 

Her heart was very weary. 

The distant laughter of tho little children home to her ear by 
tho wind, jarred on her. Whore was the use of honour and good 
faith? They smelt sweet, like a wholesome herb, in her own 
hand, but in all her world none set any store on them. She was 
free to throw them aside if she chose. She would be more i)opular, 
find more sympathy, nay, to her husband himself would seem more 
human and more truthful if she did so. The sense of life’s careless¬ 
ness, impotcncy for good, and frightful potency for evil, weighed 
on her like a stone. Her husband had said to her that women 
were only loyal till they wore tempted; was it so ? Was honour 
so poor a thing ? she thought. In dark old Bulmer the now dead 
woman had taught her to think honour a sword like Britomart’s, 
that in a maiden’s hand might be as potent and as strong as in a 
knight's. What was the ;^or frail empty thing that bent at a 
touch and broke? She thought what they called honour must 
surely be no finer or better thing than a mere dread of censure, a 
more subserviency to opinion; a thing without substance or soul, 
a mere time-service and cowardice. 

A fisherman came by her with his load of mussels and little 
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eols going on ts Boiigeval. He pointed up above her head and 
said, in his Froissavt-like accent— 

“There will be a broken neck up yonder, unless Our Lady 
interferes.” 

Vere, alarmed for the children, who were out of sight, looked 
upward; she saw a man coming down the precipitous cliffs from 
the country above. 

Her heart stood still; her blood ran cold; she recognised 
Correzo. 

The fisher stood staring upward; the descent was one which 
the people themselves would never have attempted; where the 
face of the dark stone was a sheer declivity, broken into sharp 
peaks and rough bastions, on which there seemed scarce a ledge 
ibr a sea-bird to perch on, Correzo was descending with the sure 
foot that in his boyhood had let him chase the ibex arid the 
boudequin of the Alps of Dauphind and Savoy, and had lot him in 
later years hunt the stcinbock of Styria and Carinthia in its 
highest haunts. Vero, risen to her feet, stood like the fisherman 
gazing upward. She was like stone herself; she neither moved 
nor cried out; she scarcely breathed. She looked upward, and in 
tliose few moments all the horrors of death passed over her. 

Was it an instant, or an hour? she never knew. One moment 
he was in the air, hanging as the birds hang to the face of the 
cliff, beneath him only the jagged points of a thousand pinnacles 
of rock: the next he stood before her, having dropped lightly and 
easily on the .siinds, while the peasant gasping, muttered his 
paternosters in incohei’cnt awe. 

Correze was very pale, and his lips trembled a little; but it was 
not the perilous descent of the rocks that had shaken him, it was 
the look which he saw on her face. If ho had dared; nay, had 
she been any other woman, he would have said, “ You cannot deny 
it now ; you love me.” 

'J’heir eyes met as they stood together on the same coast where 
they had first seen one .another, when ho was gay and without 
sorrow, and she was a child. They knew then that they loved 
each other, as they had not known it when he had sung in the 
Paris salon— 

Si vous savioz qiie je vous aime, 

Snrtout si vous savicz comment— 

Ifor between them there then Jiad been doubt, hesitation, offence, 
uncertainty ; but now the great truth was bare to them both, .and 
neither dreamed of denying it 

Yet ho only said as ho uncovered his head, “ Forgive mo, Prin- 
ccsse; I fear I startled you.” 

“You startled me,” she answered mechanically. “Why run 
.such a frightful danger ? ” 

“ It is none to me; the rocks are safer than the ice-walls. I 
was above and I saw you: there was no ether way.” 
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The fisher had shouldered his creel and was trudging homeward; 
he paused abruptly, he stood before her still bareheaded, ho was 
very pale. 

Without being conscious what she did she had seated herself 
again on the ledge of slate, the sea and the shore blended dizzily 
before her eyes. 

Corrfeze watched her anxiously, pitifully; his courage failed him, 
he was afraid of this woman whom he loved, he who had been 
always, in love, victorious. 

“ Have I displeased you ? ” ho murmured humbly. “ I have 
come straight from Norway; I thought I might take one hour on 
this coast before going to Paris; I heard that you were lure. I 
have been an exile many months— . ” 

She stopped him with a gesture. 

“I will not affect to misunderstand, there is no good in affeo- 
lalion; but do not speak so to me. I cannot hear it. I thank 
you for your courage at Villafranca, I am not ungrateful; but we 
must not see each other—unless it bo in the world.” 

“ You did not say that at Villafranca.” 

' “ My husband had not then said it to me.” 

Correze moved and faltered a little, as if he had been struck a 
blow. 

“You obey Prince Zouroffl” he exclaimed with disdain, and 
petulance, and passion. 

“ I obey the word I gave Prince Zourofl.” 

Silence fell between them. 

Vere was very pale; she was still seated; there was a sort of 
faintness on her; she had no time for thought or resolution, she 
only clung by instinct to one of the creeds of her childhood, the 
creed that a promise given was sacred. 

Correze stood beside her checked, mortified, chafed, and 
humbled. He, the most eloquent, the most ardent, lover of his 
time, was mute and wounded, and could find no word at the 
instant that could speak for him. Ho was struck dumb, and all 
the vivid imagining, the fervent persuasiveness, the froetical fluency 
that nature had given to him and art had perfected, fled away 
from him as though they had never been his servants to command, 
and left him mute and helpless. 

Vere looked away from him at the blue shining sea. 

“ K you think of me,” she said^slowly, “ if you think of me as 
you thought when you sang the Coupe d’Or, you will go now.” 

“ With no other word ? ” 

“ My life is hard enough,” she murmured; “ do not make it 
harder.” 

There was an unconscious appeal in the words that, from a 
woman so proud and so silent, touched him to the quick. All his 
passions longed to disobey her, but his tenderness, his chivalry, his 
veneratjon, obeyed. < 
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“ I told my h^band not long ago that you honoured mo,” she 
added in a low voice. “Do not let me think that 1 deceived 
myself and him.” 

CorrSze bent his head. 

“I will never deceive you,” he said simply, “and at any coat 1 
will obey you.” 

He looked at her once; her eyes were still gazing away from 
him at the sea. He lingered an instant, then he laid on her knee 
some forget-me-nots he had gathered in the brooks above, and Icfi 
her; across the wet sands and the disordered detritus of the beach 
his light swift step bore him quickly to the edge of the murmuring 
sea. There was a boat there, an old brown rowing boat, and its 
owner was mending nets on its bench. 

In another few moments the old boat was pushed in the water, 
the fisheman willingly bent to his oars—Corrdze also was rowing— 
with the helm set for Honfleur. When he was far away on the water 
ho looked back, but then only: Vere sat motionless. 

He had been beside her, he whom an hour earlier she had longed 
for as an avenger, and she had driven him away. 

She had been true to the false, to the unfaithful faithful. 

The man whose genius had been the one solace and pleasure of 
her life, whose beauty and whoso sympathy and whose chivalry were 
.as a sorcery to her, who would have put his whole fate in her hands 
as he had put the myosotis, had been there beside her to do with as 
she chose, and she had sent him from her. 

Her husband had said, “ women are true till they are tempted.” 
She had been tempted and had been strong, strong enough not even 
to say to him, “ Avenge me.” 

The sun had sunk low, the hate day grow grey, the dusky sea 
ran swiftly and smoothly, soon the terraces and towers of Fdlicitd 
rose in sight through the twilight mists. The little children, tired 
and sleeping, lay curled quietly on their cushions at her feet: she 
felt weak and weary as if from some long combat, and her heart 
ached—ached for the pain she caused, the pain she bore. She 
stretched her hand over the rails and dropped the forget-me-nots in 
the fast running sea. 

She would not keep a flower of his now that she knew- 

She saw the blue blossoms tossed for a moment on the water and 
then engulfed. “ I do not want them,” she thought, “ I shall never 
forgot; it will be he who will forget.” 

For she thought so, with that humility of a lonely soul which 
is deemed so proud only because it is so sai 

Ho would go into the world, be the world’s idol, and forget. But 
she would remember till she died. And even at this consciousness 
a sense of guilt came over her, a sense of shame burned in her. She 
loved this man'who was not her husband—she, a wife. To her 
conscience and her honour, both unworn and undulled, even so much 
as this seemed a treachery to her word ».nd an uncleanlincss. “ Do 
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I grow like tke others ? ” she mused, with a sort of horror at herself; 
the others, the women of her world, who made intrigues their daily 
hread. “ 0 my angel Raphael, you shall not fall nor I! ” she mur¬ 
mured, half aloud, as the sea swept on its foam the little blue blos¬ 
soms, and her eyes grow blind and her heart grew faint. 

Fall into the slough of abandoned passions, into the dishonesty 
of hidden loves, into the common coarse cowardice of an imptire 
secresy? ah, never, never! She felt cold, sick, weary, as she left 
the little road under the shadow of the walls of F61icit6, and as¬ 
cended the stone steps that mounted from the sea to the garden. 
But she moved firmly and with her head erect. 

Honour is an old-world thing; but it smells sweet to those in 
whoso hand it is strong. 

It was nearly nine; the shadows were dark, a low pale yellow 
lino where the sun had gone down was all that was left of day. The 
little girls, sound asleep, wore carried away from the boat by their 
women. The first gong was sounding that summoned the guests of 
the house to dinner. She was dressed quickly, and went down to 
the drawing-rooms; there was a shade like a bruise under her eyes, 
and her lips were pale; otherwise she looked as usual. 

Jeanne de Sonnaz, greeting her with effusion, kissed her and 
thanked her for the children’s happy day. 

Vero sat opposite her husband through the dinner, which was 
•always a banquet. Her eyes were tired, but there was a steady light 
ill them; something heroic and invincible, that made the grave 
beauty of her face like that of a young warrior’s. No one saw it. 
'I'hey only thought that she was tired, and so more silent than 
usual. 

The evening wore on its way; to her it seemed endless ; there 
were many people staying in the house; it was such an evening as 
the first that she jiassed at Fdlicitd, when she had watched society 
with wondering gaze, as a bright comedy. Jeanne de Sonnaz, with 
a dress of red and gold, and some of her grand rubies on, sparkled 
like a jewel, till her ugly face seemed radiant and handsome. She 
sang songs of Theo and of Judic; she played impromptu a scene of 
Celine Chaumont’s; she was brilliant and various as her mannei 
was, and she sent a shower of mirth on the air that was to others as 
contagious as a laughing gas. “What a pity she tires herself so 
much by the sea or on it,’’ she said of Vere to SergiusZouroff. “It 
makes her so silent and so morne incthe evening.’’ 

He muttered something like a suppressed oath, and went to his 
wife. 

“ You look like a statue; you leave others to do all your duties 
for you; you sweep through the rooms like a ghost. Why cannot 
you rouse yourself, and laugh and dance ? ’’ 

Vere made him no answer. 

Laugh and dance in public, and in stealth betray him? To 
do that would have made hjm content, herself popular. 
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The night wote itself away in time; she never well knew how; 
it closed somewhat earlier than usual, for the morrow was the first 
day of shooting, and Madame Jeanne had bade them rise with the 
lark. Vere, instead of going to her room, went out into the gardens. 
The night was cool, fragrant, soundless, except for the murmur of 
the sea. 

“ To laugh and wear a false or a foolish face—that is all he asks of 
me! ” she thought bitterly. If her husband could have seen her 
heart as it ached that night, if he could have known that only out 
of loyalty to him she had cast the myosotis from her hand into the 
sea, would he not only have told her she was an imbecile, and was 
too fond of tragedy, and ho was no Othello to be jealous of a humble 
Imndkerchicf! 

Would he not have said, “ Look around, and do like others.” 

It was between one and two o’clock; the stars were all at' their 
brightest, except whore clouds hung over the sea to the north and 
obscured them; the ch&teau was quiet behind her; an irregular 
yet picturesque pile that grew sombre and fantastic in the shadows, 
while in its casements a few lights only gleamed here and there 
through the ivy. ^ 

Vere stood and looked at the waves of the channel without seeing 
them. The world seemed empty and silent. Never again would she 
hear the voioe that had first come to her ear on those shores—never 
again—except in some crowded salon or across some public theatre. 

She shuddered, and went within. The silence and the solitude 
wore too like her destiny not to hurt her more than even the “ vain 
laughter of fools.” It was the first time that the peace of nature 
and of night seemed a reproach to her. For though innocent of any 
act unworthy or disloyal to herself, she felt guilty, she felt as if some 
jioison had fallen in that golden cup which she strove to keep pure. 
To her a thought, a desire, a regret, were forbidden things, since she 
was the wife of Sergius ZourolF. 

One glass door was open, and some lamps wore burning, for the 
.servants had seen that she remained on the terrace, and two or three 
of them, yawning and sleepy, stood in the antechambers awaiting her 
entrance. 

She went up the staircase, past those bronze negroes, with their 
golden torches, which had lighted her childish stops on her first night 
at Felicitd. 

There were two ways to hor«orvn chamber. One way, the usual 
and shortest one, was encumbered by some pictures and statues that 
were being moved to another corridor. She took the longer way, 
which led through the body of the house to the left wing of it, in 
which her own rooms were, by her choice, for sake of the view down 
the sea-coast and northward. 

Going'tlfts wa.y she passed the stately guest-chambers which had 
been allotted to the Duchesso de Sonnaz. 

The lamps in the long gallery burncc^low; her footfall made no 
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sound on the carpet; she passed on as silently as the ghost to which 
her husband impatiently likened her. She was thinking neither of 
him nor of her guests; she was thinking how long her life in all likeli¬ 
hood would be since she was young, and how lonely. She was think¬ 
ing, “ he bade me keep myself unspotted fcom the world; it shall 
never be he who lowers me.” 

Suddenly a strong ray of light shone across her feet. She was 
passing a half-opened door—a door that had been shut with a care¬ 
less hand, and had re-opened. The curtains within were parted a 
little; as she passed, she could not tell why, her eyes were drawn to 
the mellow light shining between the tapestries. 

It was the door of Jeanne de Sonnaz. Through the space Vere 
saw into the room, and saw her husband. 

For a moment she made a step forward to enter and front them. 
The blood leaped into her face; all the pride in her, outraged and 
disgusted, sprang up in arras under that last and worst of insults. 
Then with a strong effort she thrust the door to, that others should 
not see what she had seen; that she should screen his dishonour, 
if ho would not; and passed on unseen and unheard by those within 
to her own room. When she reached it she trembled from head to 
foot, but it was with rage. 

She came of a bold race, who had never lightly brooked insult, 
though she had long borne its burden patiently, because duty was 
stronger with her than pride. She sat down and drew paper and 
pens to her, and wrote three lines: 


“ Either I or the Duchesse de Sonnaz leave Fdlicito to-morrow 
before noon. 


(Signed) “ Veba, Princess Zounoii'r.” 


She scaled the note, and gave it to her woman for the Prince. 

" You will give it to Ivan; ho will give it to his master in the 
morning,” she said, as they were leaving the room. She was still 
careful of his dignity, as he was not. That night she did not sleep. 

At sunrise they brought her a letter from her husband. It said 
only, “Do what you please. You cannot suppose I shall insult my 
friond for you.— Zoubopf.” 

“ His friend! ” said Vero with a bitter smile. Sho recalled 
memories of her life in Paris and at Svir; recalled so many hints, 
so many glances, so many things th*t sho had attached no meaning 
to, which now were quite clear as day. She remembered the warn¬ 
ing of CorrSze. 

“_He too must have known ! ” she thought; and her face burned 
to think that the man who loved her should be aware of all the out¬ 
rage passed on her by the man who owned her. 

“ The Prince asks an answer,”.they said, at her door. 

“There is no answer,” said Tore, and added, to her woman, 
“ bring me a little tea, an^then leave me.” 
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They thought sho wished to sleep, and suspected nothing else. 
Left to herself she gathered up some needful things with her own 
hands, the first thing she had ever done for herself since the old 
simple days at Bulmer. She put together the jewels her own family 
had given her; shut the shattered necklace of the moth and the star 
up with them in a casket, and' put on the plainest clothes she had. 
She was ready to leave his house now and for ever. She would take 
nothing with her that was his or that had been hors by his gift. Of 
the future she had no clear thought; all that she was resolute was 
that no other night should find herself and Jeanne de Sonnaz under 
the .same roof. 

All the house was quiet. iNo one had risen except herself. She 
waited, because sho did not choose to go out like one in hiding, or 
ashamed, from her own home. She intended to leave the plfice in 
full daylight and publicity. The world could say what it likM, but 
it could not then say she had left secretly, and the shame would be 
for those who merited it. Without and within all was still. The 
sea had scarce a sound, no breeze stirred in the trees, the silvery haze 
that heralded a hot day was over land and water. She stood at the 
window and looked out, and a quiet tranquillity came over her. Sho 
was about to leave it all for ever, all the pomp and the splendour, all 
the monotony and the feverishness, all the burden of rank and the 
weariness of pleasure. She would soon be alone, and poor. Sho was 
not afraid. She would go into the dim, green German country, and 
live in some man-forgotten place, and got her bread in some way. 
She was not afraid. Only all the world should know whore she 
went, and why. All the world should know she was alone. 

She stood beside the open casement with the dog beside her; 
he would bo her solo companion in the loneliness to which sho 
would go. Corrtee—she thought of Corr&ze, but, with the stern¬ 
ness which is apt to exist in very pure and very proud natures, sho 
thought only “ if he come to me when I live alone he too will bo 
a coward 1 ” 

And as a coward she would treat him, sho thought; for her 
heart was but half awake still, and of passion she yet knew but 
little, and what she knew she feared as a thing unclean. 

Suddenly her door was burst open; her husband entered; his 
eyes were bloodshot, his face was dark with fury. 

“Are you mad?" he cried to her, as he saw her travelling 
jewel-case and the locked valise, and casket. 

She looked at him with a grand dignity upon her face, an 
though she saw something leprous and loathsome. 

“ I gave you your choice,” she said in a voice that vibrated with 
restrained wrath. “ You took your choice.” 

She pointed to his letter that lay open on the table. 

“ And I tell? you that neither you nor she shall go out of my 
house I ” he swore with a great oath. “ You shall receive' her, 
smile on her, sit at the same table witl%her, please her in all things 
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as I do. She is the "only woman that I never tire of, the only 
woman that eontents me-” 

“ Tell I’aul de Soimaz so ; not me.” 

Her husband’s face grew terrible and hideous in the convulsions 
Ilf its rage. 

“ He! he is not a fool like you, ho k" ows what the world is 
and women arc. By Christ, how dare you ?—how dare you sjicak 
to me of him or her? I am my own master, and 1 am yours. 
Sooner than let you insult my friends for one moment, 1 would fling 
you from this window in the sea.” 

“ I know that. It is I who go, she who remains.” 

“As God lives, neither of you shall go. IVhat! you think 1 
shall allow such a scandal as my wife’s deirarture from under my 
roof?-.-” 

“ I shall not allow such .an outrage as for Madame do Sonnaz to 
be under your roof with me.” 

She sjjokc ilrmly and in a low tone and without violence, 
tsomething in her tone from its very calmness subdued and abashed 
him for an instant: but his hesitation scarcely lasted more than 
that. “ Madame de Somiaz is my guest—my honoured guest,” bo 
said jiassionalely. “I will not have her affronted. 1 will not have 
a breath on her name. What, j'ou will make a scene that will 
ring tlirough all Europe—jam will go out of my house when 
my friends are in it—you will make yourself and her and me the 
bye-words of sociely ! Never, by heaven ! You are my wile, and 
as my wife you stay.” 

Vere, who wa.s very pale .and .as cold .as though the summer 
morning were .a winter’s day, remained quite calm. By great ofTort 
.«he restrained Iter bitter rage, her boundless scorn. But lie ch.anged 
her resolve in nothing. “ I stay, if Madame de Sonnaz go,” she 
.said between her teetli. “ If she stay, I go. I told yoti to choo.se; 
you did choose.” 

Sergius Zouroff forgot that ho "was a gentleman, and all that 
was of manliness in him perished in bis frenzy, lie raised his arm 
and struck her. She staggered and fell against the marble of the 
console by which she stood, but no cry escaiied her ; .she recovered 
herself and stood erect, a little stunned, but with no fear iqiou her 
face. 

“You have all your rights no\w” he cried brutally, with a 
rough laugh that covered his shame at his own act. “You can 
divorce me, Madame, ‘ s^ous U toit conjwjal' and ‘ violence prr- 
wndle' .and all the rest; you have all your rights. The law will 
be with you.” 

“ 1 shiill not divorce you,” said Vere, while the great pain of 
the blow, which had fallen on her breast, ached and throbbed 
through all her body. “I shall not divorce you, I‘do not take my 
wrongs into the .shame of public court.s; but—^ go—or—she goes.” 

An exceeding faintness (* ime over her, an.\ i..io was forced to sit 
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down lest she should fall ^ain, and tEe air aroU&d her grow dark 
and seemed full of noiee. iSouroff rang loudly for her woman. 

“ The Princess fell agidast the marble—an accident—she has 
fainted,” he said hnniedly, and he escaped from the chamber. In 
a few moments he was mtb Jedwe* de Sonnaz. In the utter 
weakness of his submission J^o* tfae'-p&mination which she had 
obtained ovtar him he had grow% jK> used tO*Ee^ her counsels in all 
things, and at all times, that he told her all now. Her rago 
extinguished his own as one fire swallows up another. 

“ Oh, imbecile 1 ” she screamed at him. “ If Paul hear—if the 
world know— 1 am lost for ever 1 ” 

He stared at her with gloomy amaze. 

“ Paul knows; society too—they always have known-” 

“ Oh, madman 1 ” she yelled at Mm, with her shining eye^ all 
flame. “ They have known certainly, but they could still seem 
not to know, and did so. Now if once it be a public scandal Paul 
will act, and the world will he with Mm 1 Good God ! If your 
wife leave the house for me, I am ruined for ever 1 * 

“ I have given her what vdll keep her still.” 

“You are a brute, you were always a brute. That is nothing 
new. But your wife you do not know. She will get up though 
she be dying, and go—now she once knows, now she has once said 
that she will not stay where I am. Wait, wait, wait! you imbe¬ 
cile I Let me think; year wife must not go. For her sake ? no! 
good heavens, no!—'for mine.” 

Sergius Zouroff stood passive and imcomplaining under the 
torrent of her abuse. 

“ A scandal, a story for the papers, a cause for the tribunals; 
good heavens 1 have you and I lived all these years only to fall 
into such helpless folly at the last? ” she shrieked at him. “Why 
did you have mo come here? Paul will take Berthe and Claire 
away, if he do no more. Oh, you madman 1 why Md you not show 
me your wife’s note before you went to her ? She is right, she is 
always right, and you vrere a brute to strike her; hut she wants 
her divorce, of course, why not? she loves Corrhze, and she is a 
woman afraid of sin. But she shall not go—she must not go; I 

will go sooner-” 

" You shall never go for her.” 

“ I shall go for myself. You are a brute, you are an idiot; you 
understand nothing. I will he aummoned—Paul can be m, or 
Iluilhihres on flre-^KnnetMng, anything, so that no one knows.” 

“ You shall not go, you will humiliate me; she will think-" 

“ What do I care Iw your humiliation ? I care to avert my 
own. Pshaw 1 Do you suppose I would stay an hour in this 
house if your wife were out of it? Do you suppose 1 would risk 
my good name, <md make myself a scandal to thelrauhoarg ? Good 
heavens! how little you know me after all these years. I shall 
obey your wife and eo: she is the soul ef honour in her own odd 

2 A 
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way. She will say nothing if I go. My name shall not servo her 
as a chisel to cut her fetters. Oh, what fools men are, what dolts, 
what mules! AVhy could }’ou not bring her note to me, and ask 
jue what to do ? Instead, you must go and strike her! Do you 
suppose her women will not know ? An accident! Who believes 
in accidents? All the house will know it before noon. Oh, imbe¬ 
cile! You would marry a young saint, a creature from another 
world—^it was sure to end like this. Go, go! or my women will 
see you, and it will bo worse; go, and in a minute or two 1 shall 
send you word that P.aul is dying. Go! Thank you? I?—no, 
why should I thank you ? I never bade you bo cruel to your wife 
or strike her; 1 always bade you treat her as a saint. She is one, 
though how long-" 

“ 1 struck her because she insulted you.” 

“yiio was right enough to insult me; she is more right still 
when she insults you. Now go! ” 

With siillon subjeetion he went; he learned what gratitude was 
from the women of his world. In half an hour’s time there wa.s 
some confusion in the well-ordered household of Felicitd, for the 
Duchofso de Soniiaa, her children, their servants and her own, were 
departing in hot haste; it was said that M. lo Due was lying ill of 
sunstroke at their chiiteau of Ituilhieres, in the department of 
Morbihan. 

Lying sick and blind on her bod, Vere hoard the sound of the 
hor.sc.s’ feet. 

“ It is Madame la Duchesse who is leaving,” said her maid, who 
from the other side of the closed door had heard aU. that had passed 
between Sergius Zouroff and his wife. 

Vere said nothing. 

It was the first day of shooting; there was a great breakfast, to 
which many sportsmen of the neighbourhood came; there were 
battues on a large sc.ale in the woods; there were noise and move¬ 
ment and the sound of many steps throughout the chUteau, and 
out on the ten-ace, under her windows; now and then she heard 
her husband’s voice; then after a while all was still; there was the 
t-cho of distant shots from the woods, that was all. The day wore 
away. Her women told the ladies of the house-party that the 
J’rinccss had a severe headache from a fall. 

^ Towarils evening she rose, and was dressed. The pain had 
lulled m a measure, and the faintnci^s had passed away. She wished 
to avoid comment, to cover the departure of Jeanne de Sonnaz. 
XJmler the pale yellow roses of the bouquet at her bosom there was 
a broad black bruiso._ The evening passed as usual. The house- 
party susMcted nothing; Vere’s women were discreet, and the 
surprise, the sorrow, the bewilderment of Jeanne de Sonnaz at what 
she had said were the sudden tidings from Builhidres iiad been so 
natural, that the few people who had seen her at her departure had 
been deceived into believin® those tidings true. The evening passed 
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smoothly; a litflc operetta in the little theatre filled two of its 
iumra, and if the mistress of Pelicitd looked ]«i!c and spoke little, 
she often did that. Zourofif never looked at his wife and never 
addressed her. But that also was not rare cnou;;h to be any matter 
for notice. 

Vere underwent the fatigue of the night without faltering, 
though she was in physical pain, and at tiutes a sickly sense of 
faintness came over her. 

She was thankful when the men went to the smoking-i-oom, 
the women to their bedchambers, and she was free to be alone and 
rest. On the table in her own room there lay a letter. She shud¬ 
dered a little, for she recognised the loose, rucie liandwriting of her 
husband. She was tired of pain and of insult, and she bad little 
hojxi of any other thing. 

She sat down and read it. 

“ You have bad your own way,” be wrote to her. “ The only 
woman wliom I care for has been driven away by yon. IDo not 
snp])oso you have gained any victory ; you will pay the cost of the 
affront you have dared to pass on her. I sliall not spoajc to you 
again if we meet here a thousand times. I wish to avoid scandal 
for the present at least, not for your sake, but for hens. So 1 write 
to you now. You were about to leave this house. You will- leave 
it. As soon as this circle of guests breaks nj), the day after to¬ 
morrow, you will leave it. You will go to an c.slate of mine in 
Toland, Walrion and Ivan will accotnimuy you, and you can take 
your women of course. There you will remain. If j’ou wish to 
escape, you can sue me for a divorce. Wlienevor you do so, 1 shall 
not oppose it. 

(Signed) “ Sekgics Nicolaivitcii, riincc Zouboff.” 


CHAPTER XXV. 

In one of the most desolate parts of the country of Poland, there 
were vast estates of the Princes Zouroff, conferred on them at the 
time of the partition of that unhappy land between Christian 
sovereigns. They were vast, lonely districts, with villages few and 
scantily populated; immense,plains of grain and grass, and swamps 
of reedy wildernesses, and dim, sandy forests of pines, straight, and 
colourless, and mournful. 

In the heart of all these—whoso yield made up no slight sum 
in the immense riches of the Russian Princes who owned, and spent 
their produce on the pavement of Paris and St. Petersburg—there 
stood a-large, lofty building, which had been once a fortified monas¬ 
tery, And had served for a century as the scarcely ever visited castle 
of the Zonroffs. 
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It was of immense extent. It had no architectural beauty; 
and, from its many narrow windows there was no outlook except 
on one side to-Al}e irtterminahle woods of pine, and on the other 
■ over the plains and marshes, through which a sullen, yellow river 
crept Within, it was decorated , as it had been decorated by Ivan 
Zouroff at the time of the abdication of Stanilas Augustus; Zouroff 
having hanged the peasants on the pine trees, and made the corn- 
lands red, before sunset and harvest-time, with blood, and in such 
wise pleased his Imperial mistress. 

From the gay, gorgeous interior, and the sunlit gardens and sea 
terraces of the Norman ch&teau, Sergius Zouroff sent his wife to 
this i)lacc, amidst the desolation of a proviuco, then bleeding afresh 
from the terrorism that strove to stamp out the Nihilists. 

Vere loft Fdlicitd without protest. Fdlicitd was hers by settle¬ 
ment, "but she did not urge that fact. She accepted the commands 
of her husband, and travelled across Europe in almost unbroken 
silence, accompanied by the attendants he had selected, by her 
women, and by the dog Loris. 

Wlien she had read her husband’s letter, her first impulse had 
been to refuse, and to disobey him; to go away with her own 
jewels, and no single thing of his, and gain her own bread in some 
way in solitude, as she had intended to do if Jeanne de Sonnaz had 
remained in her house. Then, on later and calmer thought, she 
accepted the banishment to Poland. Her pnide made her willing 
to avoid all scandal, her principle made her deem it still right to 
obey her husband. She had asked him once to let her live on his 
estates, out of the world; she considered she had the request 
granted, though in a savage and hitter way. As to the condition 
that he made her return dependent on—she lifted her head, and 
drew herself erect, with the ■haughty resolve that she was capable 
of when stung and roused. Sooner than receive Jeanne de Sonnaz 
in her house, or ever salute her as a friend, she said to herself that 
she would live and die on the Polish plains. She did not answer;, 
she did not protest or rebuke; she neither wrote nor s^ke to her ’ 
husband in the fortnight that followed; she entertained her guests 
with her usual calm, cold grace, and when the last of them had 
left, and the day of her departure arrived, she went away tran¬ 
quilly, as though she went of her own will, and in her own way, 
taking the dog Loris. 

Zouroff had not been surprised. , 

'I'hough he could ill appreciate her character, he did not mis¬ 
understand it. “ She may break, she will never bend,” he thought, 
a% careful always of the outside observances of courtesy, he bade 
her a courtly iorowell before his household. 

“ I am his prisoner I ” she fought, as a week later she entered 
the austere gloom of Szarisla. 'But sooner than release ‘herself on 
the terms he offered, she said in her heart that Poland should bo 
her tomb, as it had been j^at of so many martyrs. Martyrs to 
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an idea, the world said of those. It would have swd the same of 
her. 

To her mother, and her friends, and all society,' Sergius Zoftroff 
explained that his wife had long asked him to allow her to pass 
some months on his northern, estates, to establish a school and im¬ 
prove the moral condition of the iieasantry, and at last he' had 
consented; it was an insanity, he added, but an innocent one; she 
was a saint. 

“ Alas! alas! what has happened? ” thought his sister, “ what 
Las happened ? Oh, why was I not at Fdlicitd 1 ” 

But she was the only one who feared or wondered—the Princess 
Vera had always been so strange; and she was a saint. 

To Jeanne de Sonnaz alone ZourolT said, with his gloomy eyes 
full of sombre ferocity, “ Je vous vengc.” 

To her sister-in-law, and to the few to whom she ever wrote, 
Vere said always, in her brief letters, “ I am tired of the world, as 
you know; I am glad of this retreat. It is desolate, and very dull, 
but it is peace.” 

Madame Ndlaguine, with her eyes sparkling with rage, and all 
her little person erect in indignant dignity, reproached her brother 
in a torrent of rebuke and censure. “ 1 imagine very well what 
happened,” she said to him. " You would have Joanne de Sonnaz 
under the same roof with Vera.” 

“ llespect my friend’s name,” said Zouroff with savage authority, 
“ or you and I never meet again. Vere is a saint, you say. Well, 
she has her wish; she goes into retreat. Would it please you 
better if she were living with Corr^ze ? ” 

“ Corrfeze—^he is nothing to her!” said Madame Ndlaguine hotly. 

Zouroff. shrugged his shoulders. “ Some think otherwise,” ho 
answered. 

“ You are a brute, and you are a coward—a malignant coward! ” 
said his sister. “ You outrage your wife in every way, and you 
must oven dare to soil her innocence with suspicion.” 

“ If it be suspicion only, time will show,” said Zouroff. “ Go 
and live at Szarisla yourself, if you pity my .wife so much.” 

But Madame Nelaguino, who loved the world, and could not 
live without its excitements and its intrigues, could not face that 
captivity in the Polish plain, though all the heart she had in her 
yearned towards her brother’s wife. 

“ Will you imprison her all her life ? " she cried. 

Zouroff answered with impatience and fatigue, “ She will remain 
there until she receives my friend with respect.” 

“ You are a brute,” said his sister once more. 

“ I protect Jeanne, and I avenge her,” said Zouroff obstinately. 
He fancied that his honour was involved in this defence of his 
mistress: ‘ • 

“ Jfeanne! ” echoed his sister with unutterable scorn. “ You 
might as well defend and avenge your jjuadroon.” 
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But she knew very well that she might as weft seek to shake 
the Ural Mountains at their base as change the obstinacy of her 
brother. 

Jeanne de Sonnaz had gained the empire over him of a re¬ 
awakened passion; the empire of a strong woman over an indolent 
man; of a mistress once deserted, and so doubly tenacious of her 
hold. There was no beauty in her, and no youth; but she had 
the secret of dominion over men. She cowed this tyrant, she sub¬ 
dued this man, who, to the self-will of long self-indulgence, had the 
moral feebleness and inertness of the Slav temperament; she railed 
at him, jeered 'at him, commanded him, yet fascinated him. Ue 
knew her to be worthless, faithless, never wholly his, nor wholly 
any one’s, yet she held him. “ After all, she is the woman I have 
loved best,” he said to himself; and believed it, because she had 
the gift of exciting all that was worst in him, and subduing his 
fierce impulses to her own will and whim. 

When ho had married, Jeanne de Sonnaz, who beyond all 
things valued her position, and loved the world, had kept her peace 
because she did not choose to jeopardise her name, or gain the ridi¬ 
cule of her society. But she had always said to herself, “Je me 
vengerai.” 

She kept her word. 

Yere was in her captivity at Szarisla; and the Duchesse de 
Sonnaz—moving from one chateau to another, and entertaining 
circles of guests for the shooting at their own mighty place of lluil- 
hieros—^said easily in the ear of the two or throe great ladies who 
were her most intimate associates, that there had been a scene at 
Felicitd; she had tried to mediate between her old friend and his 
wife, but vainly, so far as peace went; Zouroff had forbidden the 
princess to receive Correze, and Corrhze had been found there at 
evening in the gardens; oh, there was nothing serious—^Vera was 
a young saint—^but all the same there had been a scene, and Zouroff 
had sent his wife to Szarisla. 

Then the two or three whom she told told others, and so the 
talc ran, and grew as it ran, and was belifeved. The world was 
satisfied that the Princess Zouroff was in penitence in Poland. 

“I think they were lovers many years ago. I remember, when 
she was a mere child, seeing her in a boat with Correze; she had 
come from Havre with him; her mother was distracted. I suppose 
Zouroff and the Ndlaguine knew nothing of it,” said the Priuccsso 
H61ene Olgaronsky, who made one of the brilliant autumn party 
at Ituilhieres where Zouroff was not. 

“Be sensible, men ami,’’ had said the Duchesse Jeanne; “ now 
your wife is away I cannot receive you—it would not do. Oh, in 
winter, when we are all in Paris again, you may come and see Paul 
as usual. But stay at Euilhi^res you will not; no'—no-t-no. Three 
times. No! ” 

She had no beauty, an^. no youth ; she h.ad no heart, and no 
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conscience; she kad been his friend for fifteen years, and he usually 
tired of any woman in less than fifteen days. Yet Sergius Zourolf 
chafed at the interdiction to stay at Kuilhi6rcs, as though he %ver(i 
eighteen, and she seen but an hour before; and found himself 
waiting with impatience for .the moment of his return to Paris, 
with a vague sense that without this woman life was stupid, empty, 
and purposeless. 

He missed the goad to his senses and his temper with which 
she knew so well how to guide him, as the tamed elephant turned 
loose misses the prick of the mahout’s steel. But she, who knew 
that the elephant too long left to himself turns.rwld, aad comes 
never again to his mahout’s call, took care not to leave Zouroff too 
much to himself. When the first shooting-party broke up at Huil- 
hidres, she left Duo Paul with some men to slay the pheasants, and 
went, for the sake of little Claire, who was not strong, to Arcaehou 
and to Biarritz. 

There Zouroff went occasionally when she would allow him. 
lie went alone. He would no more have dared to take the mulat- 
tress or any other newer toy within sight of Jeanne do Sonn.az 
now, than he would have dared to take them into his Czarina’s 
presence. 

He had insulted his wife, but he dared not insult his mistress. 
She spoke to him often of his wife. 

“You cannot keep Vera in Poland all winter,” she said one 
day in the fragrant alleys of Arcachon while Berthe and Claire 
played before them with little silk balloons. 

“ I shall do so,” he said gloomily. 

“ Impossible! They will call j'ou a tyrant, an ogre, a fiend. 
You must have her in Paris.” 

“ Not unless she receives you.” 

“ Do not make me ridiculous, I bog of you,” she said with some 
impatience. “You moan,—if she will consent not to receive 
Corr^ze.” 

Zouroff was silent. He knew that he did not moan that. But 
it was the fiction which his ruler had set up between them. 

“ That is why you have sent her to Szarisla,” continued Jeanne 
do Sonnaz. “ All the world knows that, though of course wo put 
a fair face on it. The idea of talking of her not receiving mo. If 
she did not receive me, Paul would have to shoot you, which wouid 
have its inconveniences—for you and Paul.” 

She laughed a little, and impaled a blue butterfly on the sharp 
point of her tortoiseshell cone. Zouroff still said nothing; a sort 
of vague remorse touched him for a moment, as little Claire, whose 
balloon was entangled in a shrub, cried out, “ Where is the prin¬ 
cess ? Why is she never with us now ? She would got down my 
balloon’. “ Yoif are too cross.” 

Zouroff released the toy, and said roughly, “ Run to your sister, 
Claire, you tease us.” 
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" Madame Vera never said I teased,” said the child sullenly, 
with a pout, as she obeyed, and joined her elder sister. 

Where is Corrfize ? ” said her mother. 

“ Horn empeMe! ” swore Zouroff, “ how should I know where a 
singer may be?” 

“ It is very easy to know where a great singer is. Comets are 
watched and chronicled. He was shooting in Styria, at Prince 
Hohenlohe’s, last month. Why do you not know? Do you have 
no reports from Szarisla ? ” 

“ He is not there,” said Zouroff angrily. He hated his wife, but 
he was jealous, of her honour, even though it would, in a sense, 
have gratified him to bo able to say to her, “ You are no higher 
than the rest.” 

“ He may not be there,” said the Ducliesse de Sonnaz carelessly. 
“ On file other hand, it is not very far from Styria to Poland, and 
he is singing nowhere in public this autumn. Are your reports to 
be trusted ? ” 

“ Ivan would tell me anything,” said Zouroff moodily. “ lie 
writes me weekly of her health ; he says nothing happens; no one 
goes-” 

“ Ivan is incorruptible, no doubt,” said Jeanne de Sonnaz, a 
little drily. 

“ What do you mean ? ” 

“ You arc always asking mo what I mean ? I am no Sphinx, 
nfiy dear friend, I am very transparent. I mean, that since your 
v ife is there, it seems to me improbable that she does not, or will 
not, see Corrfize-” 

Zouroff ground his heel on the turf with impatience, but he 
kept silent. 

“ I think it would be worth your while to make sure that she 
does not see Corrfize. I am quite aware that if they do meet, it 
will be merely a knight meeting a saint,— 

Pauvres couples, k I'kme haute, 

Qu'nne noble borreur de la layte 
Kmpfiche seule d’etre henreux. 

and that he will— 

Baise sa main sans la pressei: 

Coinme un lis facile k blesscr 
Qui tremble k la moiadre secousse-- 

and all the rest. But still—if only as ? moral phenomenon, it 
jiiight be worth watching, and Ivan, on whom you depend, is, 
though a very snprior servant, still only a servant.” 

” What would you have me do ? Go myself ? " 

“Yes, I think yon should go yourself. It would.prevent people 
saying unpleasant things or untnie ones. Yon must have yottr wife 
back in Paris, or you must be very certain of all that passes at 
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Szarisla, or you may be made to play a foolish part—a part you 
would not like to play, when you have shut your wife up in it for 
hor safety.” » 

“ Jeanne,” said Zouroff gloomily, with his eyes fixed bn the turf 
they were treading. “ There is no one to hear, and wo may speak 
as we mean; Vera does not return to me until she consents to 
receive you; there is no question of her honour; she will have 
that intact as if she were in a convent; she is made like that; she 
is no Hh facUe & hlmer’ she is made of steel. She knows every¬ 
thing, and she will no longer know you. To protect your name J 
exile her. She may live and die in Poland.” * • 

She heard him, knowing very well that he said the simple fact, 
yet her eyes grew angry, and her teeth shut tight. 

“ You are all imbeciles, you Eussians,” she said contemptuously. 
“ You have only one remedy for all diseases—Siberia 1 It does not 
cure all diseases; Nihilism shows that. Clorrbze is your best friend, 
since you want to be free.” 

“ If he set foot in Szarisla he shall be beaten with rods! ” 

Jeanne de Sonnaz, as they passed under the tamarisk .trees, 
looked at him coldly, and crossed her hands lightly on her gold¬ 
headed cane as she leaned on it. 

“ On my word I do not understand you. Are you in love with 
your wife ? ” 

“Jeanne!” 

“ I do not accept divided homage," said his friend with close- 
shut teeth; “ and jealousy is a form of homage. Perhaps the truer 
form.” 

“ One m.ay be jealous of one’s honour—” 

“ You have none,” said Jeanne de Sonnaz coolly. " Your wife 
told you so long ago. You have rank, but you have not honour. 
You do not know what it means. My poor Paul does, but then 
he is stuiad and arrUfL 1 think if I told Paul to kill you, it 
might perhaps arrange things—and then how happy they would be, 
these— 

Purs amants sur terre ^gare's! ” 

Zouroff looked at her fixedly; his face grew anxious, sullen, and 
irale. 

“ Jeanne, say out j what is it you want me to do ? ” 

“ I want to reconcile your jrife and you, of course,” said Jeanne 
de Sonnaz, driving her cane through the yielding turf. “ That, of 
course, first of all, if possible. If impossible, I would have you 
divorced from her. Things, as they are, are ridiculous; and,” she 
added, in a lower breath, as the children and their balloons drew 
near, running against the wind, “and they may in time compromise 
me, which 4 do not choose to permit.” 

Zouroff understood what she required of him; and he felt a 
Aoward and a brute, as his sister had csjled him. 



362 MOTB&, 

The Uly might not be easy to bruise, but it was mij to soil it. 

“ OorrSzo is certainly in Styria," she added, os the children joined 

the^. 

Zouroff stood looking down on the green turf and the bright 
blossoms of the asters with moody eyes; he was thinking—what 
beast of prey was ever so hard of grip, sp implacable in appetite, as 
a cruel woman ? And yet this woman held him. 

He dared not disobey, because- he could not bear to lose her. 

That autumn day, so sunny, balmy, and radiant in the sheltered 
gardens and forests of Arcachon, was winter at Szarisla. Sudden 
storms and hesvy falls of snow had made the forests bare, the plains 
white; the winds were hurricanes, the thermometer was at zero, 
and the wolves ranged the lonely plateaux and moorlands in bands, 
hungered and rash. Szarisla in autumn was colder and drearer than 
Fdlicitd could 6ver be in midwinter, and the great, bare pile of the 
Castle buildings rose black and sombre from out the unbroken world 
of whiteness. 

There was an equally unchangeable melancholy around; it was 
in the midst of a district intensely and bitterly national; the Princes 
Zouroff wore amongst the most accursed names of .Poland, and the 
few, far-scattered nobles who dwelt in the provinee would no more 
have crossed the threshold of Szarisla than they would have kissed 
the clieek of Mouravieff, or the foot of the Go.spodar. Vere lived in 
absolute solitude, and knew that it was as virtually also a captivity 
as was ever that of Mary, or of Arabella, Stuart. 

Of course she was the Princess Vera, the mistress of Szarisla 
nominally and actually, hut none the less she know that every hour 
was watched, that every -word was listened to, and that, whilst there 
was obsequious deference to all her commands, yet, had she ex¬ 
pressed a wish to leave the place, she would have been reverentially 
entreated to await the wishes of the Prince, and would not have 
found a man in her stables bold enough to harness her horses for 
her flight. 

Slio had arrived there late one evening, and, despite the fires, the 
lights, the torches in the courts, the largo household assembled in 
the entrance, a chill like that of the catacombs seemed around her, 
and she had felt that living she had entered a grave. 

Szarisla was an absolute solitude. The nearest town was a throe 
days’ journey of long, bad roads; and the town, when reached, was 
an obscure and miserable place. The peasantry were sullen and 
disaffected. The district was under the iron heel of a hated gover¬ 
nor, and its scanty population was mute in useless and gloomy 
resentment. She had no friend, no society, no occuiKition save such 
as she chose to make for he‘rself; she was waited upon with frigid 
ceremonial and etiquette, and she was conscious that she was 
watched incessantly. Many women would have lost tSeir .senses, 
their health, or both, in that bitter weariness of blank, chili, silent 
days. 
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Vere, whose childish training now stood her in fdr stead and 
service, summoned all her courage, all her pride, and resisted'tho 
depression that was like a malady, the lassitude that might be iho 
precursor of mental or bodily disease. She rode constantly, till the 
snow fell; when the snow came, and the frost, she had the wild 
young horses put in the sleigh, and drove for leagues through the 
pine woods, and over the moorlands. Air and movement were, she 
knew, the only true pliysicians. Little by little she made her way 
into the homes and into the hearts of the suspicious and disaffected 
jieasantry; it was slow work, and hard, and thankless, hut she was 
not easily discouraged or rebuffed. She could do little, for she was 
met at all times in her wishes for charity by the adamantine barrier 
of ‘ the Prince forbids it; ’ sho had no more power, as she bitterly 
realised, than if she had been his serf. But all that personal influ¬ 
ence could do, sho did; and that was not little. Sffe was the first 
living creature who had homo the name of Zouroff that had not been 
loathed and cursed at Szarisla. 

Personal beauty is a rare sorcery, and when the fair face of tho 
Princess Vera looked on them through the falling snow in the forests, 
or tho dim light of their own wood cabins, the people could not 
altogether shut their hearts to her, though sho bore the accursed 
name. 

Sho was very unhappy; wearily and hopolessfy so, because she 
saw no possibility of any other life than the captivity here, or the 
yet more arduous captivity of the great world, and in her memory 
she always heard Uio song—• 

Si vous savlcz que je vous aime, 

Surtuut si vons saviez comment! 

But she would not let her sorrow and her pain make slaves of her. 

The wild and frequent storms of wind and snow tried her most 
hardly, because they mewed her in those gloomy rooms and sunless 
corridors, which had seen so much human tyranny and human woe, 
and the long, black nights, when only the howl of the hurricane 
and the howl of tho wolves^were heard, were very terrible; she would 
walk up and down the panelled rooms through those midnight 
hours, that seemed like an eternity, and wondered if her husband 
had wished to drive her mad that he had sent her here. Her French 
women left her, unable to bear the cold, the dreariness, the loneli¬ 
ness ; she had only Russiana and Poles about her. At times in 
tliose lonely, ghastly nights, made hideous by the moans of tho 
beasts and the roar of the winds, she thought of the Opera-house of 
Paris; she thought of the face of Faust. Then in that emptiness 
and darkness of her life she began to rdhlise that she loved Corrdze; 
began to understand all that she cost to him in pain and vain 
regret. ' ■* ■* 

If ‘she would receive Jeanne de Sonnaz she could go hack; go 
back to the splendour, the colour, the Jight of life; go back to the 
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world where Correze reigned, where his voice was ^eard, where his 
•eyearwould answer hers. But it never once occurred to her to yield. 

Now and then the truth came to her mind that Sergius Zouroff 
•had sent her to this solitude not only as a vengeance, but as a temp¬ 
tation. Then all the strength in her repelled the very memory of 
Corrfeze. 

“Would my husband make me like Jeanne do Sonnaz,” she 
thought with a shudder of disgust, “ so that I may no longer have 
the right to scorn her?” 

And she strove with all her might to keep her mind calm and 
clear, her body, in health, her sympathies awake for other sorrows 
than her own. 

She studied the dead languages, which she had half forgotten, 
with the old priest of Szarisla, and conjured away the visions that 
assaildd her in those endless and horrible nights, with the sonorous 
cadence of the Greek poets'; and in the daytime, when the frost 
had made the white world firm underfoot, passed almost all the 
•liours of light sending her fiery horses through the glittering and 
rarefied air. 

So the months passed, and it was midwinter. Letters and 
journals told her that the gay world went on its course, but to her 
it seemed as utterly alien as it could do to any worker in tlie depths 
of the salt or the quicksilver mines that supplied his wealth to 
Prince Zouroif. The world had already forgotten her. Society only 
said, “ Princesse Vera is passing the winter in Poland; so eccentric; 
but she was always strange and a saint; ” and then, with the usual 
little laugh. Society added, “ There is something about Cori'^ze.” 

But the world does not long talk, even calumniously, of what is 
absent. 

Prince Zouroff was on the boulevards; he gave his usual great 
dinners; he played as usual at his clubs; ho entered his horses as 
usual for great races; the world did not concern itself largely about 
his wife. 

She was in Poland. 

She committed the heaviest sin against Society, the only one it 
never pardons. She was absent. No one had even the consolation 
to think that she had her lover with her. 

Corr6ze was singing in Berlin. 

Madame N<ilj^uino, forcing herself to do what she loathed, went 
across Europe in the cold, wet weathey as swiftly as she could travel, 
and visited Szarisla. 

She strove to persuade her sister-in-law to accept the inevitable, 
jind. return to the H6tel Zouroff and such consolations as the great 
world and its homage could Vontain. 

“ Be reasonable, Vera," she urged, with the tears stanjjing in her 
keen, marmoset-like eyes. “ My dear, society is made up' of women 
like Jeanne de Sonnaz. Ileccive her, what does it matter ?' It is 
not as if you loved your hi^fband, as if your heart were wounded. 
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Eeceive her, WJat will it cost you ? You aeed never even see her 
in intimacy. Go to her on her day, let her come to you on yours. 
Show yourself half an hour at her balls, let her show herself at yours. 
That is all. What does it amount to? what does it cost? Nothing.” 

“Little, no doubt,” answered Vere. “Only—all one’s swf- 
respect.” 

And she was not to be changed or persuaded, 

“ I shall live and die here, very likely,” she said at last, weary 
of resistance, “ It is as well as any other place. It is better than 
Paris. Your brother has sent me here to coerce me. Go back and 
teU him that force will not succeed with me. I am not a coward.” 

Madame Ndlaguine, grieved and yet impatient, shuddered, and 
left the bleakness and loneliness of Vere’s prison-house with relief, 
and hurried homo to the world and its ways, and said impetuously 
and bitterly to her brother, “ Do not darken my doora, Scfgius, 
while your wife is shut in that gaol of ice. Do not come to me, do 
not speak to me. You are a brute. Would to heaven Jeanne de 
Sonnaz were your wife; then you would bp dealt with aright! Are 
you mad ? do you wish to make her faithless ? Can you think she 
will bear such a life as that ? Can you leave a woman as young as 
she without friends, lovers, children, and expect her to change to 
snow, like the country you shut her in ?—are you mad ? If she 
shame herself there any way—any way—can you blame her ? Can 
you take a girl, a child, and teach her what the passions of men are, 
and then bid her lead a nun’s life just when she has reached the full 
splendour and force of her womanhood-? ” 

“ She is a saint, you say,” ho answered with a smile; and he and 
his sister never spoke from that hour. In the boudoir of the Fau¬ 
bourg St. Germain his friend knew well how to surround him with 
an influence which little by little isolated him, and alienated him 
from all who had the courage to speak of his wife. 

Jeanne de Sonnaz had one set purpose, the purpose which she 
had let him see in her at Arcachon; and until she should succeed 
in it she suffered no hand but her own to guide liim. 

The lily might have a stem of steel, and never bo bent; but 
it could be broken. 

Soilless though it might remain in its solitude amidst the snow, 
it should be broken; she had said it in her soul. 

“ Ce que femme veut, Vhomme vhit,” was the proverb as her 
experience read it. , 

All that there had been of manliness in Sergius Zouroff’s nature 
resisted her still in this thing that she sought; he still had a faith 
in his wife that his anger against her did not change ; in his eyes 
Vere was purity incarnate, and he could have laughed aloud in the 
face of suspicion. To ruin by open doubt and calumnious accusation 
a creature *ne lyiew to be sinless, seemed to him so vile that ho 
could uot bring himself to do an act so base. 

Ho sent her into captivity, and he kept her there without mercy. 
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but to hem her in with falsehood, to dishonour her 'by affected belief 
in her dishonour, was a lower deep than he could stoop to, even at 
th^ bidding of his mistress. 

That her solitude was the sharpest and most temble form of 
temptation he knew well, aud he exposed her to it_ ruthlessly 
willing she should fall, if to fall, she chose. But whilst she was 
innocent, to assume and assert her guilty was what he would not 
do. Nay, there wore even times, when the fatal drug of Jeanne 
de Sonnaz’s presence was not on him, that he himself realised that 
he was a madman, who cast away the waters of life for a draught of 
poison, a jewel for a stone. 

But he thrust aside the thought as it arose. He had surrendered 
himself to the will of his mistress. Ho had put his wife away for 
ever. 


CHAPTER XXVL 

Oni 5 day, when the snow was falling, a traveller reached the gates 
of Szarisla. 

He was wrapiied in fur from head to foot; ho wished to see the 
Princesse Zouroff. 

“ No one secs her,” answered the guardian of the gates; “ it is 
the Prince’s order.” 

“But I am a friend ; will you not lake my name to her? " 

“ I will not. No one enters ; it is the Prince’s order.” 

To the entreaties of the stranger, and to his gold, the custodian 
of the entrance-way was obdurate. In his boyhood he had felt the 
knout, and he dreaded his master. 

'Phe stranger went away. 

The next day was the Immacnlate Conception. At Szarisla the 
C.atholic religion was permitted by a special concession of a French 
Princess Zouroff, and its functions were stiU allowed by her de¬ 
scendants. 

There was no other church for the peasants than that which was 
part of the great building, once the monastery of Szarisla. They all 
flocked to it upon holy days. It was sombre and ill lit, but gor¬ 
geous in Byzantine colour and taste from the piety of dead Zouroff 
princes. , 

The peasantry went over the snow through its doors; the stranger 
wont with them; the mistress of Szarisla was at the midday mass, 
as well as the household. 

In the stillness, after thb elevation of the host, a voice arose, and 
sang the Salutaris Hostia. 

A warmth like the glow of summer ran through all''the veins of 
Vere; she trembled; her face was lifted for one moment, then she 
dropped it once more on her hands. 
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The peasantsB.tid the household, awe-strnck and amazed, listened 
with rapt wonder to what they thought was the song of angels; 
they could not see the singer. Kneeling as in prayer, with her face 
hidden, the mistress of Szarisla, who was also the captive of SzariSla, 
never moved. 

The divine melody floated through the dimness and the stillness 
of the lonely Polish church; the priest stood motionless; the iieoplo 
were mute ; some of them wept in ecstasy. When it ceased, they 
prostrated themselves on the earth. They believed that the angels 
of God wore amongst them. 

Vero arose slowly and stood pale and still, shrouded from head 
to foot in fur. 

She looked towards the shadows behind the altar. There she 
saw Correze, as she had known that she would see him. 

He came forward and bowed low. His eyes liad a timidity and 
a fear in the wistfulness of their appeal .to her. 

They stood before each other, and were silent. 

“ Is this how you obey me ? ” her glance said to him without 
word.". 

“ Forgive mo,” ho murmured aloud. 

By this time the people had arisen, and wore gazing at him, 
amazed to find him but a mortal man. 

Vere turned to the priest, and her voice trembled a little; “ You 
are not angry, father ? Will you not rather thank this—traveller ? 
—he is known to me.” 

In Latin the priest spoke his admiration and his thanks, and in 
Latin the singer replied. 

• Vere looked at him, and said simply, “ Come.” 

Corrdze obeyed her, and moved by her side. Ho dared not touch 
her hand, or speak any word that might offend her. Ho could see 
nothing of her face or form for the black furs that swept from her 
head to her feet. She passed into the sacristy with a passing word 
to the priest. She threw the heavy door close with her own hands, 
and let the furs fall off her in a heap upon the floor. 

Tben.for the first time she looked at him. 

“ Why do you come ? It is unworthy-” 

He moved as if a blow had been struck him, his eyes, longing 
and passionate, burned like .stars; he too cast his furs down; he 
stood before her with a proud humiliation in his attitude and his 
look. 

“ That is a harsh word," hfe said simply; “ I have been in this 
district for weeks; I have seen you pass with your swift horses ; I 
have been in your church before now; when you are imprisoned 
here do you think 1 cou](l live elsewhers, do you think I could siug 
in gay cities? For some months I knew nothing; I heard that you 
were on.ydhr llussian estates, and nothing more; when I was in 
Styria-five weeks ago, 1 heard for the first time that you wore in 
Poland. A man who knew your husband spoke of Szarisla as no 
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place foi a woman. Then I came. Are you offended? Was I 
wrong? You cannot be here of your own will? It is a prison. 
When I rang at the gates they tpld me it was the Prince’s order 
thdt you should see no one. It is a cai)tivity ! ” 
vcre was silent. 

“ You should not have come,” she said with an effort; “lam 
alone hero; it was ungenerous.” 

The blood mounted to his face. 

“ Cannot you make excuse ? ” he murmured. “ I know wliat 
Russians are; I know what their tyrannies are; I trembled for you, 
I knew no rest night or day till I saw the walls of Szarisla, and then 
you passed by me in the woods in the snow, and I saw you were 
living and well; then I breathed again, then all the frozen earth 
seemed full of spring and sunshine. Forgive me;—how could I lead 
my life singing in cities, and laughing with the world, while I thought 
you were alone in this hotbed of disaffection, of hatred, of assassi¬ 
nation, where men are no better than the wolves ? For the love of 
heaven, toll me why you are here 1 Is it your husband’s madness, 
or his vengeance ? ” 

She was silent still. He looked at her and stooped, arid said very 
low : “ You learned the truth of Jeanne de Sonnaz. Was it that ? ” 
She gave a gesture of assent. The hot colour came into her 
averted face. 

Corrdze stifled a curse in his throat, “ It is a vengeance, then ? ” 
“ in a sense, jwhaps,” she answered with effort. “ I will not 
receive her. I will never see her again.” 

“ And your banishment is her work. But why imprison your¬ 
self? If you resisted, you would have all Europe with you.” 

“ I obey my husband,” said Vere simply, “ and 1 am in peace 
here.” 

“In peace? In prison! We spoke once of Siberia; this is a 
second Siberia, and he consigns you to it in your innocence, to spare 

the guilty 1 Oh, my God! ”- 

His emotion choked him as if a hand were at his throat;. he 
gazed at her and could have fallen at her feet and kissed them, 
“Noble people, and guiltless people, live in Siberia, and die 
there," said Vere with a faint smile. “ It is not worse for me than 
for them, and the spring will come sopae time; and the peasantry 
are learning not to hate me; it is a better life than that of Paris.” 

“ But it is a captivity 1 You cannot leave it if you would; ho 
does not give you the means to passHhe frontier.” 

“ He would prevent my doing so, no doubt.” 

“ It is an infamy I It is an infamy. Why will you bear it, 
why will you not summon the help of the Jaw against it ? ” 

“ If a man struck you, would you call in the aid of the law ? ” 

“ No. I should kill him.” V, . 

“ When I am struck, I am mute: that-is. a wdman’s courage; 
a man’s courage is vengeance, but ours cannot be.” 
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CorrSzc sigficd: a heavy, jTassionate, restless sigh, as under a 
weighty burden. 

“ A man may avenge you,” he muitered. 

“ No man has any title,” she said a little coldly. “ I am the 
wife of Prince Zourofl.” 

A greater coldness than that of the ice world without, fell on the 
lieart of her hearer. He did not speak for many moments. The 
t<tiow fell; the wind moaned, the grey dull atmosphere seemed, 
between him .and the woman ho loved, like a barrier of ice. 

He said abruptly, almost in a whisper: “ The world says you 
should divorce him; you have the right-” 

“ I have the right.” 

“ Then you will use it ? ” 

“ No—no,” she answered after a pause. “ I will not take any 
public action .against my husband.” 

“ He wishes you to divorce him ? ” 

'‘No doubt. T shall be here until I do so.” 

“ And that will be-” 

“ Never.” 

“ Never ? ” 

She shook her head. 

“ I think,” she said in a very low tone, “ if you understand mo 
at .all, you understand that I would never do that. Those courts 
are only for shameless women.” 

He was silent. All that it was in his heart to urge, he dared 
not even hint. A great anguish seemed to stifle speech in him. 
Ho could have striven against every other form of opposition, but he 
could not strive against this which sprang from her very nature, 
from the inmost beauty and holiness of the soul that he adored. 

The salt tears rose in his eyes. 

“ You have indeed kept yourself unspotted from the world! ” ho 
said wearily, and then there was silence. 

It lasted long; suddenly he broke it, and all the floodgates of 
his eloquence were opened, and all the suffering and the worship 
that were in him broke up to light. 

“ Forgive me,” ho said passionately. “ Na^, perhaps you will 
never forgive, and yet spo.ak I must. What will you do with your 
life ? Will you shut it here in ice, like an imprisoned thing, for 
sake of a guilty and heedless man, a coarse and thankless master? 
Will you let your years go by iike beautiful flowers whoso blossom 
no eyes behold? Will you five in solitude and joylessnoss for sake 
of a brute who finds his sport in shame ? Your marriage was an 
error, a frightful sacrifice, a martyrdom; will you bear it always, 
will you never take your rights to liberty and light, will you never 
be young in your youth ? ” 

“ I am his wife,” said Vero simply; " nothing can change that.” 
She shuddered a little as she added: “ God himself cannot undo 
what is done.” 
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“ And he leaves you for Jeanne de Sonnaz ! ” ‘ 

“ I rule my life hy my own measure, not his. He forgets that 
he {8 my husband, but I do not forget that I am his wife.” 

“ But why remember it ? He has ceased to deserve the remem¬ 
brance—ho never deserved it—never in the first hour of your 
marriage to him.” 

Vere’s face flushed. 

“ If I forgot it, wliat should I be better than the wife of Paul 
de Sonnaz ? ” 

“ You are cruel 1" 

“Cruel?” > 

“ Cruel—to me.” 

He spoke so low that the words scarcely stirred the air, then ho 
knolt^down on the ground before her and kissed the hem of her 
gown. .s 

“ I dare not say to you what I would say; you are so far above 
.all other women, but you know so well, you have known so long, 
that all my life is yours, to use or throw away as you choose. 
Long ago I sang to you, and you know so well, I think, all that 
the song said. I would servo you, I would worship you with the 
love that is religion, I would leave the stage and the world and art 
and fame, I would die to men, if I might live for you-” 

She shook as she heard him, as a tall lily-stem shakes in a 
strong wind; she sighed wearily; she was quite silent. Was she 
insulted, angered, alienated ? He could not tell. His ardent and 
eloquent eyes, now dim and feverish, in vain sought hers. She 
looked away always at the grey misty plain, the wide waste, tree¬ 
less and sunless, swept with low driving clouds. 

“You knew it always?” ho muttered at length; “always, 
surely?” 

“Yes.” 

The single word came painfully and with hesitation from her 
lips; she put her hands on her heart to still its beating; for the 
, first time in all her years she was afraid, and afraid of herself. 

“ Yes,” she said once more. “ I knew it,lately—but I thought 
you never would speak of it to me. You should have been silent 
always—always; if I were indeed a religion to you, you would 
have been so. Men do not speak so of what they honour. Am I 
no better than my husband’s mistresses in your eyes ? ” 

She drew herself erect with a sqdden anger, and drew the skirt 
of her gown from his hands; then a shiver as of cold passed over 
her, a sob rose in her throat; she stood motionless, her face covered 
with her hands. 

He wished he had died* a thousand deaths ere he had spoken. 
He rose to his feet and stood before her. 

“ Since the day by the sea that I gathered you the'-rose, I have- 
loved you; where is the harm ? All the years I have been silent. 
Had I seen you in peace an^ in honour 1 would have been silent to 
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my grave. I Iiavo been a sinner often, but I would never have 
sinned against you. I would never ha^e dared to ask you to stoop 
and hear my sorrow, to soil your band to soothe my pain.- Lsaw 
you outragM, injured, forsaken, and your rivals the base o'rewures 
that I could buy as well as he if I chose, and yet I said nothing; I 
waited, hoping your life might pass calmly by me, ready, if of any 
defence or any use I could be. What was the harm or the insult in 
that ? You are the golden cup, holy to mo; ho drinks from the 
cabaret glasses; can you ask me, a man, and not old, and with Kfo 
in my veins and not ice, to be patient and mute when I see that, 
and find you in solitude here ? ” , 

He spoke with the simplicity and the strength of intense but 
restrained emotion. All the passion in him was on fire, but ho 
choked it into silence and stillness; he would not seem to insult 
her in her loneliness. 

Vere never looked at him. All the colour had left her face, her 
hands were crossed upon her breast above the mark which her 
husband’s blow had left there; she stood silent. 

She remembered her husband’s words: “ All women are alike 
when tempted.” For the first time in her pure and proud life 
temptation came to her assailing her with insidious force. 

“ What do you ask ? ” she said abruptly at last. “ Do you 
know what you ask ? You ask me to bo no better a thing than 
Jeanne de Sonnaz! Go—my life was empty before; now it is full 
—full of shame. It is you who have filled it. Go I ” 

“ These are bitter words-” 

“ They are bitter; they are true. What is the use of sophism ? 
You love me; yes; and what is it you would have me do? cheat 
the world with hidden intrigue, or bravo it with guilty effrontery ? 
One or the other; what else but one or the other could love be now 
for us?” 

Then, with a sudden recollection of the only plea that would 
have power to persuade or force to move him, she added— 

“ To servo me best—go back to Paris; let Jeanne de Sonnaz 
hear you in all your glory there.” 

He understood. 

He stood silent, while the large tears stood beneath hLs drooping 
eyehds. 

“ I would sooner you bade me die.” 

“ It is so easy to die,” she ^id, with a passing weary smile. “ If 
—if you love me indeed—go.” 

“At onee?” 

She bent her head. 

He looked at her long; he did not itouch her; he did not speak 
to her j and he went. 'The door of the church closed with a heavy 
sound behind Mm. 

His footsteps were lost upon the snow. 

When the old priest ent««d the l^j^ding he found the mistress 
of Szarisla kneeling before the. altar. 
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'Sbe remained so lottg motioakse tb&t at ienglib the old maa 
WM frightened and dared to touch her. 

@he vma insenrible. 

Her household thought she had fronted from the cold. 


CHAPTER XXVIL 

Ten days later* Corr4ze sang in the midnight mass of Notre Dame. 
The face of the Duchesse de Sonnaz oloud^. “ (Test une impasse," 
she muttered. 

The winter went on its course, and the spring-tiihe came. 

Corr^ze remained in Paris. 

He sang, as of old, and his triumphs were many, and envy and 
detraction could only creep after him dully and dumbly. For the 
summer he took a little ch&teau in the old-world village of Marly- 
le-Hoi; and, there, gathered other artists about him. The world of 
women found him changed. He had grown cold and almost stern; 
amours he had none; to the seductions that h.od of old found him 
so easy a prey he was steeled. 

In him, this iadiffcrence was no virtue. All women had become 
without charm to him. The dominion of a noble and undivided 
love was upon him ; that love was nothing but pain; yet the pain 
was sacred to him. His lips would never touch the golden cup, but 
the memory of it forbade him to drink of any earthly wines of 
pleasure or of vanity. 

His love, like all great love, was consecration, 

“ He will end in a monastery,” said the neglected Delilahs; and 
Sergius ZourolT heard them say it. 

A sombre jealousy began to awaken on him as it had awakened 
at the sight of the necklace of the moth on the breast of Vere. 
What right had this singer to bo feithful to the memory of his wife 
while he to his wife was faithless ? 

“ Pur amant sur terre ^gar^ I * 

murmured Jeanne de Sonnaz again, with a little laugh, when she 
saw OorrSze passing out of the Operq,-house alone, and added in the 
ear of Zouroff; “ How he shames you I Are you not ashamed ? ” 

Zouroff grew sullen and suspicious. Ho l^gan to hate the sight 
of the face of Corrbze, or that of the letters of his name on the 
walls of Paris. It seemed to him that all the world was filled with 
this nightingale’s voice. As the horses of Corr6ze passed him on 
the Boulevards, as Oorrbze entered the St. Amaud or tite Mirliton, 
when he was himself in either club; when the crowds gathered and 
waited in the streets, and h^ heard it was to see Cormze pass by 
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after some freafi success ia his art, then Zouroff began to curse 
him bitterly. 

There was a regard in the eyes of Corr&zo when they glance^ at 
his that seemed to him to say with a suiwrb scorn: “lam faithful 
to your wife. And you ? ” 

This hatred slumbered like a dull and sullen fire in him, but it 
was a living fire, and the lips of Jeanno de Sonnaz fanned it and 
kept it alive. With ridicule, with hint, with conjecture, with irony, 
one way or another she stung him a hundred times a week with 
the name of OorrSze. 

“ She is in Poland, he is in Paris; what can you* pretend there 
can be between them ? ” he said to her once, in savage impatience. 
Then she smiled. 

“ Distance is favourable to those loves of the soul. Did_ I not 
quote you Sully Prudhommc’s 

Pars amants sur terre egares ? ” 

Once in that spring-time Zouroff wrote one line to his wife. 

“ If you are tired of Szarisla you know on what terms you can 
return to Paris ? ” 

He received no answer. 

He was perplexed. 

It seemed to him impossible that she could have courage, 
patience, and strength, to remain in that solitude. 

“ It is obstinacy,” he said. “ It is stubbornness 1 ” 

“ It is love,” said Jeanne de Sonnaz, with a little smile. 

Zouroff laughed also, but ho chafed. 

“Love! for the wolves or for the Poles?” 

“ It i^ love,” said his friend. “ It is the same love that makes 
Correze live like an anchorite in the midst of Paris, which makes 
your wife live like a saint at Szarisla. It is their idea of love, it is 
not mine or yours. It is the dissipation of the soul. Have you 
never heard of it ? 

Aux ivresses invme impunics 
Vous prcfdrcz un dcuil plus beau, 

Et VOS R'vres nicme au todibeau, 

Attendcnt le droit d’etre unies. 

When our poet wrote that ho saw, or foresaw, the tragic and frigid 
loves of your wife and Corr6zft. What can you do ? It is of no 
use to swear. You cannot cite them aitx tribunnux for a merely 
spiiitual attraction, for a docile and mournful passion that is en 
deuil." 

Then she laughed and made a little^rimace at him. 

“ You qinnot keep your wife in Poland all the same,” she said, 
serionslj'. “ It diecomes ridiculous. It is not she and Corrbze who 
are so; it is you.” 

He knew that she meant what shc^ad meant at Arcachon. " ’ 
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She was that day in his house; she had calloJ there; she had 
little Claire with her, whom sho had sent to play in the garden under 
the budding lilacs; she was about to fetch Duo Paul from the Union, 
beifig a woman who was always careful to be seen often with her 
husband. Meanwhile sho was in her friend’s own suite of rooms in 
the Hotel Zouvoff; she was going about them, to and fro, as she 
talked. 

“ I must write a note to leave for Nadine,” she said as she went 
to his bureau. “ Why have you quarrelled with Nadine ? It is so 
stupid to quarrel. If one has an enemy one should be more intimate 
with him, or Jjer, than with any one else, and your rister is your 
friend though sho has an exaggerated adoration of Vera—sympathy 
through dissimilarity, the metaiihysioians call it. Oiell what have 
you here ? All women’s letters! I will bet you the worth of your 
whole'entries for Chantilly that the only woman whoso letters are 
absent from this coffer is your wife! ” 

She had seen a large old casket of tortoise-shell and gilded bronze. 
The key was in the look, it was full of notes and letters; she had 
pulled it towards her, turned the key, and was now tossing over 
its contents with much entertainment and equal recklessness. 

“ It is too scandalous,” she cried, as sho ran her eye over one here 
and there. “ If there are not one-half of my acquaintances in this 
box! How im])rudent of you to keep such things as these 1 I never 
wrote to you; I never write. None but mad women ever write 
to any man except their tailor. I shall take this box home-” 

Zouroff, who only slowly awoke to the perception of what she was 
doing, strode to the bureau with a cry of remonstrance. “ Joanne! 
what are you about ? ” he said, as he strove to get the casket from 
her. “ There is nothing that concerns you; they are all old letters, 
those, very old ; you must not do that.” 

“ Must not ? Who knows that word ? not I,” said his friend. 
“ I shall take the box away. It will amuse mo while they put on 
my hair. Novels are dull; I will send you this thing back to¬ 
morrow.” 

“ You cannot be serious! ” stammered Zouroff, as ho tried to 
wrest the box from her. 

“ I was never more serious,” said his visitor, coolly. “ Do not 
scream; do not swear. Yon know I do what 1 like. I want espe¬ 
cially to see how my friends write to my friend. It is your own 
fault; I thought men always burntJietters. 1 wonder if Paul has 
a box like this. Adieu! ” \ 

She went away, with tho coffer iit .her carriage, to fetch her 
husband on the Boulev.ard des Capucinps, and Zouroff dared not 
arrest her; and the caskot*of letters went home to the Faubourg 
with her. 

In the morning she said to him; "They were, reafiy too com¬ 
promising, those letters. You had no business to keep them. I 
Lave burned them all, and plaire has got the coffer for her dpll’s 
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trousseau. I never tliought much of my sex at any time; I think 
nothing now. And, really, they should no more bo trusted with 
ink than children with firearms. Pooh’! why are you so furious ? 
They were all old letters, from half a hundred different pedj)le; 
you have nothing to do with any one of the writers of them now; 
and of course I am as secret as the grave, as discreet as a saint-pere.'’ 

With any other woman he would have let loose a torrent of 
abuse; with her he was sullen but apparently pacified. 

After all they were old letters, and he could not very clearly 
remember whose letters had been shut away in that old tortoise¬ 
shell casket. , 

“ I thought men always burnt these things,” said Jeanne do 
Sonnaz. “ JBut, indeed, if women arc foolish enough to write them 
they deserve to be unfortunate enough to have them kept. I never 
wrote to any man, except to Paul himself—and Worth. ” 

“ You are a model of virtue,’’ said her companion, grimly. 

“ I am something better,” said his friend. “ I am a woman of 
sense. Apropos, how long will this retreat in Poland last? It 
cannot go on ; it becomes absurd. The world is already talking. 
The place of the Princess Zonroff is in the Hotel Zouroff.” 

“ It cannot bo her place,” said Zouroff, savagely. “ She is—she 
is—obdurate still. I suppose she is content; the frost has broken, 
the weather is good oven there.” 

Jeanne de Sonna;? looked him in the eyes. 

“ Weather is not .all that a woman of twenty requires for her 
felicity. The whole affair is absurd; I slrall not permit it to go 
on. I say again, what 1 said last year at Arcachon. It may end in 
tynnpromising mo, and that I will not have. You must take your 
wife b.ack to your house here, and live with her later at PdlicitS, or 
you must prov’e to .society that you are justified in separating from 
her; one or the other. As it is you are ridiculous, and I—1 am 
suspected. Faut enfinir” 

Zouroff turned away and walked gloomily to and fro the chamber. 

“ I will not take her back,” he muttered. “ Besides—probably 
—she would not come.” 

He dared not say to his companion that ho could not insist on 
Ids wife’s return without an open scandal, since she would for over 
refuse to receive or to visit the Duchesse de Sonnaz, once her guest 
and her friend. 

“Besides, probably, sheswould not cornel” echoed Jeanne de 
Sonnaz with a shrill laugh that made his sullenness rage. “ My 
poor bear! is that all your growls and your teeth can do for you ? 
You cannot master a woman of twenty, who has nothing in the 
world but what you gave her at youif marriage. Frankly, it is too 
ridiculou j. You must make a choice if you would not be the laugh¬ 
ing-stock of society; either you must have your wife here in Paris 
before all the world, and I will be the first to welcome her, or you 
must justify your separation from l^fr; one of the two.” 
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“ I shall do neither! ” 

“Then, mon and, I shall be very sorry mdocd, because to have 
been friends so long, but unless you do one or the othpr, and that 
spee&ily, I shall be obliged with infinite regret to side with your 
sister and all the House of Herbert against you. I shall be obliged 
to close my doons to you; I cannot know a man who is cruel to an 
innocent wife. There! you know I do what I say. I will give you 
a week, two weeks, to think of it. Afterwards I shall toke my 
course according to yours. I shall be very sorry not to see you any 
more, my dear Sergius; but I should be more sorry if the world were 
to think I supijorted you in injustice and unkindness to Princo.ss 
Zouroff. Please to go now; I have a million things to do, and a 
deputation about my crkJie is waiting for mo downstairs.” 

Sergius Zouroff went out of her house in a towering passion; 
yet it hever occurred to him to separate from his tormentor. She 
had an empire over him that he had long ceased to resist; he could 
no more have lived without seeing Jeanne de Sonnaz than ho 
could live without his draughts of brandy, his nights of gambling. 
As there is love without dominion, so there is dominion without 
love. , 

He knew very well thart she never wasted words; tliat she 
never made an empty menace. Uo knew that her calculations 
were always cool and keen, and that when she thought her own 
interests menaced, she was pitiless. Slio would keep her word; 
that he knew well. What could he do? It was impossible to 
recall his wife, since he knew that his wife would never receive 
Jeanne de Sonnaz. The presence of his wife in Paris could only 
complicate and increase the difficulties that surrounded him; had 
he not banished her to Poland for that very cause? He cursed the 
inconsistencies and the insolences of women. The submission of 
his wife to his will and his command had softened his heart 
towards her; he had vague impulses of compassion and of jjardon. 
towards this woman who was so unyielding in her dignity, so 
obedient in her actions, so silent under her wrongs. As the year 
before, after he had found her the victim of her mother’s falsehood, 
some better impulse, some tenderer instinct than was common with 
him, had begun once more to move him towards that mute captive 
of his will at Szarisla. But Jeanne de Sonnaz had always been 
careful to smother those impulses at their birth under ridicule; to 
arouse in their stead anger, impatience, and the morbidness of 
a vague jealousy. Without the influence of Jeanne de Sonnaz 
Zouroff would have loved his wife; not nobly, because ho was not 
noble; nor faithfully, because ho could not be otherwise thaiv 
inconstant; but still, with Ihoro honesty of affection, more in¬ 
dulgence, and more purity, than he had ever had excited in, him by' 
any other creature. But perpetually, as that better impufse'rose, 
she had been at hand to extinguish it by irony, by mockery, or 
by suggestion. He loft her hearse, now, in bitter rage, which ua 
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justicq rfipuld hayd fallen on her, but by habit fell instead upon 
his absent irifB.. Why could not Vere have been like any other of 
the many Mgh-ltorn maidens of whom ho could have ma^o a 
Princess Zduroff, and been indifferent and malleable, and wisely 
blind, and willing to kiss Jeanne de Sonnaz on the cheek, as great 
ladies salute each other all over the world, no matter what feuds 
tpay divide, or rivalries may sting them ? Why must she bo a 
woman unfitted for her century, made only for those old legendary 
and saintly days when the bread had changed to roses in St. 
Elizabeth’s hands ? 

A devilish wish that he was ashamed of, even as it rose up in 
him, camo over him, without his being able to drive it away. He 
wished he could find his wife guilty. He know her as innocent as 
children unborn; yet almost he wished he could find her weak and 
tempted like the rest. 

His course would then be easy. 

Tiiroughout the adulation of the world she had remained un¬ 
tempted, and she remained so still, in that solitude, that dulness, 
that captivity which would have driven any other to summon a 
lover to her side before a month of that joyless existence had flown. 
But then she had no lover. He was certain she had none. Not 
all the mockery and the insistence of his mistress could make him 
seriously credit any infidelity, even of thought or sentiment, in 
Vere. “ And had she one I would strangle him to-morrow,” ho 
thought, with that vanity of possession which so sadly and cruelly 
survives the death of passion, the extinction of .all love. Justify 
your so[)aration from her, said his friend; but how? Sergius 
Zouroff was not yet low enough to accuse falsely a woman ho 
believed from his soul to be innocent. lie was perplexed, and 
bitterly angered against her, against himself, against all the world. 
He had meant to break her spirit and her will by her exile; he had 
never dreamed that she would bear it in patience and in silence; 
knowing women well, he had fully expected that the strength of 
her ojipos’tion would soon wear itself out, that she would soon see 
that to meet Jeanne do Sonnaz in society and exchange the- 
commonplaces of courtesy and custom was preferable to a life in 
the snows of the north, with no one to admire her loveliness, no 
plcasiuo to beguile her days and nights; he had thought that 
one single week of the winter weather, with its lonely evenings 
in that deserted place, woulc^ banish all power of resistance in his 
wife. Instead of this, she remained there without a word, even of 
regret or of protest. 

He was enraged that he had ever sent her into exile. He would' 
not retreat from a step he had once talfcn ; he would not withdraw 
from a position ho had thought it for his dignity to assume. But 
he felt tlwt ho,had committed the worst of all errors in his own 
sight; an error that would end in making him absurd in the eyes- 
of fhe world. He could not keep Jps wife for ever at Szarisla p 
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society would wonder, her family would murmur;'even his Em¬ 
press, perhaps, require- explanation : and what excuse could he 
give ? He could not say to any of these, “ I separate from her be- 
oausfe she has justly thought herself injured by Jeanno do Sonnaz.” 

As, lost in sullen meditation, he went down the Eue Scribe to 
go to his favourite club, ho passed close by Oorr^zo. 

Corr^ze was walking with a German Margrave, who nodded to 
Zouroff with a little greeting, for they were friends; Corrfeze looked 
him full in the faeo, and gave him no salutation. 

The insolence (as it seemed to him) filled up the measure of his 
avrath. a 

“ I will slit the throat of that nighlingale,” he muttered as they 
passed. 

At that moment a friend stopped him in some agitation. “ Good 
heaven's, have you not heard? Paul do Sonnaz is dead ; his horse 
has thrown him just before the door of the club. He fell with his 
head on the kerbstone; his neck is broken.” 

Zouroff, without a word, went into the Jockey Club and into 
the chamber upstairs, whither they had borne the senseless frame 
of the Due do Bonnaz, who had died in an instant, without pain. 
Zouroff looked down on him, and his own face grew pale and his 
eyes clouded. Paul do Sonnaz had been a good, simple, unaifocled 
man, Ion prince always, and unconscious of his wrongs ; docile to 
his wife and blinded by her, cordial to liis friends and trustful of 
them. 

“Poor simpleton ! he was very useful to me,” muttered Zouroff, 
as he stood by the inanimate body of the man he had always 
deceived. It was of himself he thought, in the unchangeable 
egotism of a long life of self-indulgence. 

When Zouroff went to his own house that day he found the 
usual weekly report from his faithful servant Ivan. Ivan affirmed 
that all things went on as usual and nothing happened, but 
ventured to add— 

“ The climate docs not scorn to suit the Princess. She rides a 
great deal, but she appears to lose sti-cngth, and the women say 
that she sleeps but little.” 

Ills sister o.ime to him a little later in that day. 

“ It is of no use for us to quarrel, Sergius," she said to him. 
“I shall do Vera no good in that way. I am anxious; very 
anxious; she writes to mo as of old, qpite calmly; but Ivan writes, 
on the other hand, that she is ill and losing strength. Why do 
you not recall her? Paul do Sonnaz is dead; his wife must for 
some time bu in retreat. Vera is your shield and safety now; 
■without her, Jeanne would marry you.” 

Zouroff frowned. 

“ My wife can always return if she please,” he sajd evasively. . 

Would she return ? 

He could not see the Duch^se de Sonnaz, who was surrounded 
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by her fetinily, and that of her husband, in the first hours of her 
bereayement; and without her counsels, her permission, he dared 
do nothing. 

“I will write to Vera,” he prmnised his sister; but she eould 
not persuade him to write then and there.' “ Szarisla is healthy 
enough,” he answered, impatient of her fears. “ Besides, a woman 
who can tide for many hours a day cannot be very weak.” 

He knew.Szarisla was a place that was trying to the health of 
the strongest by reason of its bitter cold springs and its scorching 
summers, with the noxious exhalation of its marshes. But he 
would not confess it. . 

“ She could return if she chose,” he added, to put an end to the 
remonstrances of the Princess Ndlaguiue. “ As for her health, if 
you are disturbed about it send any physician you like that you 
employ to see her; she has never been so well as she was before the 
birth of that dead child in Russia.” 

“I shall not send a physician to her as if she were mad,” 
answered his sister with anger. 

“ Send CorrUzc,” said Zouroff with a sardonic little laugh which 
he knew was vile. 

“Would you had died yourself, Sergius, instead of that poor 
imbecile, whom you cheated every hour that he lived! ” 

Zouroff shrugged his shoulders. “ I regret Paul—paMvre gar- 
^on! ” he said simply, and said the truth. 

“ Why do you not regret your own sins ? ” 

“ They are the only things that have ever amused me,” he 
replied with equal truth. “ And I thought you were an esprit fort, 
Nadine ; I thought your new school of thinkers had all agreed that 
there is no such thing as sin any more; nothing but hereditary 
bias, for which no one is responsible. If we are not to quarrel 
again, pray make me no scenes.” 

“ We will not quarrel; it is childish. But you promise mo to 
recall your wife ? ” 

“ I promise you—yes.” 

“When I shall have seen Jeanne,” he added in his own 
thoughts. 

Nadine N61aguine went to her own housC angered, dissatisfied 
and anxious. She was a clever woman, and she was penetrated 
with the caution of the world, as a petrified branch ,with the lime 
that harden^ it. She smiled^ cheerfully always when she spoke of 
her sister-in-law, and ssud tranquilly in society that she had not 
Vera’s tastes, she could not dedicate herself to solitude and the 
Polish poor as Vera did. She kept her own counsel and did not 
call in others to witness her pain or iser dilemna. She knew that 
the sympathy of society is chiefly curiosity, and that when it has 
any title u) pity it is quite sure to sneer. 

She held her peace and waited, but her often callous heart ached 
with a heavy regret and anxiety. 
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“ She has so much to endure 1 ” she thought with hot tears in 
her sharp keen eyes. “ So much, so much 1—and it will pass her 
patience. She is young; she does not know that a woman must 
neveV resist. A woman should only—deceive. It is Jeanne’s 
work, all her work; she has separated them; I knew well that 
she would. Oh, the fool that he is—the fool and the brute! If I, 
and Jeanne, and Lady Dorothy, and all the women that are like 
us, were eaten by dogs like Jezebel the world would only bo 
the better and the cleaner. But Vera, my lily, my jxarl, my 
saint!-” 

In Poland the slow cold spring was leaden-footed and grey of 
hue. 

In the desokte plains that stretched around Szarisla the 
country slowly grow green with the vcrdiue of budding corn, and 
the yellow river outspread its banks, turbulent and swollen with 
the melted snows. 

She knew what it was to be alive, yet not to live. If it had 
net been for the long gallops over the plains through the cold air 
which she forced herself to take for hours every day, she would 
scarcely have known she was even alive. Little by little as time 
wont on and the household found that she remained there, and 
that her husband never visited her, the impression gained on all 
the people that she had been sent there either as captive or as 
m.ad; and a certiiin fear crept into them, and a certain dislike to bo 
alone with her, and timidity when she spoke, came upon them. 
She saw that shrinking from her, and understood what their fancy 
about her was. It did not matter, she thought, only it hurt her 
when the little children began to grow afraid too, and flee from her. 

“ I suppose I am mad,” she thought, with a weary .smile. “ The 
world would say so, too; I ought to go back to it and kiss Jeanne 
de Sonnaz on both cheeks.” 

But to do so never occurred to her for one moment as any 
temptation. 

She was made to break, perhaps, but never to bond. 

One day in the misty spring weather,' which seemed to her 
more trying than all the ice and snow ot winter, there came over 
the plains, now bright with springing grasses or growing wheat, a 
troika, with hired horses, that was pulled up before the iron-bound 
doors of Szarisla. 

From it there descended a very logely woman, with an imperti¬ 
nent, delicate profile, radiant, audacious eyes, and a look that had 
the challenge of the stag with the malice of the marmoset. 

When the servants on guard opjiosed her entrance with the 
habitual formula, “ The Prkce forbids it,” she thrust into their 
faces a card signed Sei^iis Zouroff. 

On the card was written, “ Admit to Szarisla the JUtichess (rf 
Mull.” 

The servants bowed to the ground, and ushered the bearer, of 
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that irrcristible order into the presence of their mistress, without 
preparation or permission. 

Vere was sitting at a great oak table in one of the high embra¬ 
sured windows; the dog was at her feet; some Greek books %ere 
open before her; the white woollen gown she wore fell from her 
throat to her feet, like the -robe of a nun; she had no ornament 
except her thick, golden hair coiled loosely about her head. 

&fore she realised that she was not alone her cousin’s wife 
stood before her, brilliant in colour as an enamel of Petitot, or a 
Saxe figure of Kaendler; radiant with health, with contentment, 
with animation, with the satisfaction with all existent things, 
which is the most durable, though not the most delicate, form of 
human happiness. Vero rose to her feet, cold, silent, annoyed, 
angered; she was in her own house, at least her own since it was 
her husband’s; she could say nothing that was discourteous; she 
would say nothing that was welcome. She was astonished and 
stood mute, looking down from the height of her noble stature on 
this brilliantly-tinted, porcelain-like figure. For the only time in 
all her life she who was Pick-me-up in the world of fashion was 
made nervous and held mute. 

She was impudent, daring, clever, vain, and always successful; 
yet, for the moment, she felt like a frightened child, like a chidden 
dog, before the amazed cold rebuke of those grand, grey eyes that 
she had once envied to the girl Vere Herbert. 

“ Well 1 you don’t seem to like the look of me,” she said at 
last, and there was a nervous quiver in her high, thin voice. “ You 
can’t be said to look pleased no-way, and yet I’ve come all this way 
only just to see you; there aren’t many of the others would do as 
much.” 

“ You have come to triumph over me! ” thought her bearer, 
but, with the stately old-world courtesy that was habitual to her, 
she motioned to her cousin’s wife to be seated near her and said, 
coldly— 

“ You are very good; I regret that Szarisla can offer you little 
recompense for so long a journey. My cousin is well?” 

“ Frank’s first rate, and the child too,** said Fuschia, Duchess 
of Mull, with a severe effort to recover the usual light-heartedncss, 
with which she faced all things and all subjects, human and divine. 
“ I called the boy after you, you know, but you never took any 
notice. Goo|iness 1 if it’s not like a convent here; it’s a sort of 
Bastille, isn’t it, and the windows are all barred up, and I thought 
they’d never have let me in; if I hadn’t had your husband’s order 
they never would have done till the day of doom; it’s very hard 
on you.” • 

“My husband sent you here?” stud Vere, with her teeth 
closed; sbS felt.powerless before a studied insult. 

“ Sent me ? My, no 1 I don’t do things for people’s sending,” 
said the young duchess, with some asperity, and her nattiral courage 



882 


MOTES. 


reviving in her. “ We were hound to come to Berlin, because of 
Eonald Herbert’s marriage; bo is marrying a Prussian princess— 
didn’t you know of that? Doesn’t your husband forward you on 
your letters ? And I said to myself, when I’m as near as that, I 
will go on to Poland and see her, so I got that order out of your 
husband; he didn’t like it, but he couldn’t say No very well anyhow;, 
we saw him as we came through Paris.” 

“ You were very good to take so much trouble,” said Vere, but 
her eyes said otherwise. Her eyes said,“Why do you come ta 
offend me in my solitude and insult me in my captivity ? ” 

But in tru'th her visitor was innocent of any such thought. 
Human motives arc not unmixod, and in the brilliant young duchess 
there had been an innocent vanity—a half-conscious conceit—in 
showing this high-born and high-bred woman, who had always 
disdained her, that she was above revenge and capable of a nolle- 
action. But beyond all vanity and conceit were the wish to make 
Vere care for her, the indignation at tyranny of a spirited temper, 
and the loyal impulse to stand by what she knew was stainless and 
aspersed. 

Fuschia Mull, having once recovered her power of speech, was 
not silenced soon again. She had seated herself opposite the high 
window, her bright eyes studied the face of Vere with a curiosity 
tempered by respect and heightened by wonder; she could flirt 
with princes and jest with sovereigns, and carry her head high in 
the CTcat world with all the insolence of a born coquette and a born 
revolutionary, and since the day when she had become a duchess 
she had never ceased to assert herself in all the prominence and all 
the audacity that distinguished her; yet before this lonely woman 
she felt shy and afraid. 

“ You aren’t a bit glad to see me,” she said, with a little tremor 
in -her words, that flowed fast from the sheer habit of loquacity. 
“ You never would take to me. No; I know. You’ve never for¬ 
given me about that coal, nor for my marrying your cousin. Well, 
that’s natural enough; I don’t bear malice. There wasn’t any 
cause you should like me, though I think you’d like the baby if 
you saw him; he’s a real true Herbert, but that’s neither here nor 
there. I wanted to see you because you know they say such things 
in Paris and London, and all the others are such poor dawdles; 
they’ll never do anything. Even Prank himself says I shouldn’t 
interfere between husband and wife; but people always say you 
shouldn’t interfere when they only mean you may do yourself a 
mischief, and I never was one to be afraid-” 

She paused a moment, and her bright eyes roamed over the 
dark oak panelled monastih chamber, with its carpet of lambs’ 
skins, and beyond its casements the flat and dreary plains and the 
low woods of endless firs. ■ * • 

“ My I"* she said, with a littlo shiver, “ if it aren’t worse than 
a clearin’ down West 1 Well, he’s a brut^ anyhow—— “ . 
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Vere looked at her with a regard that stopped her. 

“ It is my own choice,” she said, coldly. 

“ Yes 1 1 know it is your own choice in a way,” returned the 
other with vivacity; “ that is what I wanted to .say to you. I^old 
Frank tho other day in Berlin, ‘She never liked me, and there 
wasn’t any particular reason why she should; but I always did 
like her, and I don’t mean to stand still and see her put upon.’ 
You don’t mind my speaking so ?—you are put upon because you 
are just too good for this world, my dear. Don’t look at'me so with 
your terrible eyes; I don’t mean any offence. You know they say 
all sorts of things in society, and some say ono thing and some 
another; but I believe as how the real fact is this, isn’t it ? Your 
husband has sent you here because you would not receive Madame 
do Sonnaz ? ” 

“ That is the fact—yes.” 

“Well, you are quite right. I only know if the duke—but 
never mind that. You know, or perhaps yon don’t know, that in 
tho world they say another thing than that; they say Prince 
Zouroff is jealous of that beautiful creature, Gorreze—— ” 

“ I must request that you do not say that to me.” 

“ 'VVcll, they say it in your absence, some. I thought I’d better 
tell you. Th.at Sonnaz woman is a bad lot; poisonous as snakes in 
a swamp she is, .and of course she bruits it abroad. I cannot make 
out what your husband drives at; guess he wants you to divorce 
him; but it areti’t him so much as it’s that snake. Men are always 
what some woman or other makes them. Now you know this is 
what I came to say. I know you don’t like me, but I am the wife 
of the head of your father’s house, and nothing can change that 
now, and in the world I’m some pumpkins—I mean.they think a 
good deal of me. Now what I come to ask you is this, and the 
duke says it with mo with all his heart. Wo want you to come and 
live with us at Castle Herbert, or in London, or wherever wo are. 
It will shut people’s mouths. It will nonsuit your husband, and 
you shall never see that hussy of the Faubourg in my house, that 
1 promise you. Will you do it ? Will you? Folks mind me, and 
when I say to them the Princess Zouroff stays with me because 
her husband outrages her, the world will know it’s a fact. That’s 
so.” 

She ceased, and awaited the effect of her words anxiously and 
even nervously; she meant v^th all sincerity all she said. 

Into Vere’s colourless face a warmth came ; she felt angered, 
yet she was touched to the quick. She could not endure tho pity, 
tho protection; yet the honesty, and the hospitality, and the frank 
kincmess moved her to emotion. 

None of her own friends, none of those who had been her debtor 
for many an aat of kindness or hour of pleasure, had ever thought 
to coine to her in her exile; and the. journey was one long and 
tedious, involving discomfort and se^-sacrifice, and yet had had no 
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terrors for' tHs woman, wliose vulgarities she had' always treated 
with disdtdn, whose existence she had always ignored, whose rank 
she had sdways refus^ to acknowledge. 

'You aren’t angry ? ” said the otlier, humbly. 

“ Angry ? Oh no j you have been very good.” 

“ Then you will come with us ? Say! Your cousin will ho as 
glad as I.” 

She was silent. 

“Do come!” urged the other with wistful eagerness. “We 
are going straight home. Come with us. Of course your mother 

ought to bo the one, but then she’s -; it’s no use thinking of 

her, and, besides, they wouldn’t believe her; they’ll believe me. 1 
don’t lie. And you know I’m an honest woman. 1 mean to be 
honest all my days. I flirt, to be sure, but. Lord, what’s that! 
I’d never do what my boy would be sorry I had done, when ho 
grows big enough to know. You needn’t be afraid of me. I aren’t 
like you. I never shall be. There is something in the old countries, 
—but I’ll be true to you, true as steel. Americans aren’t mean I ” 

She paused once more, half afraid, in all her omnipotent vanity, 
of the answer she might receive. 

Vere was still silent. The great pride natural to her was at 
war with the justice and generosity that were no less her nature. 
She was humiliated; yet she was deeply moved. This woman, 
whom she had always desjased, had given her back kindness for 
imkindiicss, honour for scorn. 

With a frank and gracious gesture she rose and put out her 
hand to her cousin’s wife. 

“ I thank you. I cannot accept your offer, but I thank you 
none the less. You revenge j^onrsclf very nobly; you rebuke'me 
very generously. I see that in the past I did you wrong. I beg 
your pardon.” 

Into the radiant, bold eyes of Fuschia Mull a cloud of sudden 
tears floated. 

She btirst out crying. 

When she went away from Szarisla in the .twilight of the sultry 
day she had failed to persuade Vere, yet sue had had a victory. 

“ You are a saint! ” she said, passionately, as she stood on the 
threshold of Vere’s prison-house. “ You are a saint, and I shall 
tell all the world so. Will you give mo some little thing of your 
own just to take home to my boy frqpi you ? I shall have a kind 
of fancy as it will bring liim a blessing. It’s nonsense maybe, but 
jstill-” 

Vere gave her a silver crep. 

The long, empty, colourless days went by in that terrible 
monotony which is a blank in all after-remembrance of .it. Since 
the footsteps of Corrtee had passed away over the. snow a silence 
like death seemed to reign round her. She noticed little that rvas 
around her; she scarcely kept, any count of the flight of time; it 
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seemed to her that she had died when she had sent him from her 
to the world—the world that she would never revisit. For she 
knew her husband too well not to know that he would never 
change in the thing he demanded, and to purchase freedom byjtho 
humiliation of public tribunals' was impossible to a woman roared, 
in her childhood, to the austere tenets of an uncompromising 
honour, an unyielding pride. 

“ I can live and die hero,” she mused often. “ But I will never 
meet his mistress as my friend, and I will never sue for a divorce.” 

When Sergius Zouroif from time to time wi'otc her brief words, 
bidding her reconsider her choice, she did not consider for a. 
moment; she tore up his message. 

The worst bitterness of life had passed her when she had bidden 
Correze depart from her. After that, all seemed so easy, so trivial, 
so slight and poor. 

if her hushand had sent her into poverty and made her work 
with her hands for her bread, it would have sceiiicd no matter to 
h(T. As the summer came, parching, dusty, unhealthy, after the 
bitterness of the cold and the damjaiess of the rainy season, her 
attendants grow vaguely alarmed, she looked so thin, so tall, so 
shadowy, her eyes had such heavy darkness under them, and sho 
slept so liltlo. As for the world, it had already almost forgotten 
hci'; she was beautiful, hut strange; sho had always been strange, 
society said, and she chose to live in Poland. 

Sho thought of society now and then, of all that hurry and 
fever, .all that fuss and funic of xireccdence, all that iusatiahle appe¬ 
tite I'or now things, all that frantic and futile effort at distraction, 
all that stew of calumny and envy and couiliefc and delraction 
which togctlicr make up the great world ; and it all seemed to her 
as far away a.s Iho noise of a village fair in the valley seems to the 
climber who stands on a mountain height. Was it only one year 
ago that sho had been in it ?—it seemed to her as if centuries had 
passed over her head, since the gates of Szavisla had closed behind 
her, and its plains and its pinewoods had parted her from tho 
world. 

Even still tho i.solation was precious to her. Sho accepted it 
with gratitude and humility. 

“ If J U'cro seeing him daily in tho life of Paris,” sho thought, 
“ who can tell—I might fall into concealment, deception, falsehood 
'—I might be no stronger than other women, 1 might learn to 
desjhse myself.” * 

And the gloom and the stillness and tho lonely unlovely land¬ 
scapes, and the long empty joyless days, wore all welcome to her; 
they saved her from herself. Her loveliness was unseen, her youth 
was wasting, her portion was solitude, f)ut sho did not complain, 
since she h"d accepted this fate sho did not murmur at it. Ifcr 
womcn_ wdbdcred at her patience as tho exiled court of exiled 
sovereigns often wonder at their rulers’ fortitude. 

2 o 
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One day at the close of the month of May, she sat hy herself in 
the long low room, which served her as her chief habitation. Sho 
had come in from her ride over the level lands, and was tired; sho 
w»j very often tired now; a dull slight rain was veiling the horizon 
always dreary at its best; the sky was grey, the air was heavy 
with mist. 

It was summer-time, and all the plains were green with grass 
and grain, but it was summer without colour and without warmth, 
dreary and chilly: it was seven o’elock; the sun was setting beliiud 
a mass of vapour; she thought of Paris at that hour at that season; 
with the hoiAOward rolling tide of carriages, with the noise, the 
laughter, the gaiety; with the light beginning to sparkle every¬ 
where before the daylight had faded, with music on the air, and the 
scent of the lilacs, and the last glow of the sun shining on the 
ruined Tuilcrics. Had she ever been there with the crowds looking 
after her as her horses went-down the Champs Kl3'secs ?—it seemed 
impossible. It seemed so far awa}'. 

By the ])apers that came to her she knew that Correzo was still 
there; there in the city tliat loved him, where his glance was 
seduction, and his hours wore fdlud with victories; .she knew that 
ho was thert!, she read of the little chateau at Marly, she coinpie- 
honded why lie chose to live so, in the full light of publicitj’', for 
her sake. ,She thought of him this evening, in that dull grey light 
which spread like a veil over the mournful plains of Poland. Would 
he not I'orget as the world forgot her 'i why not ? Sho had no pride 
for liim. 

At that moment as the day do'clined, a servant hrouglit her 
letters. 

IjCtters came to Szarisla hut twice in the week, fetched hy a 
horseman from the little town. The first letter she took out of the 
leather sack was from her husband. It was very brief. It said 
mereljf— 

“ Paul do Sonnaz died suddenly last week. If you will consent 
to pay a visit of ceremony and respect to his wife in her retirement 
at Kuilhiero.s, I shall welcome you to I’aris with pleasure. If not, 
if you .still choose to disobey me and in'sult me, you mu.st remain 
at Szarisla, which 1 regret to hear from Ivan does not aj)pear to 
suit your health.” 

There was nothing more except his signature. 

The loiter was the result of the promise he had given to his 
sister. Vere tore it in two. 

^ The next she ojxjned was a long and tender one from Nadine 
Nelaguine, urging deference to his wi.shes, and advising concession 
on this point of a mere vicit of condolence to Iluilhieros, with all 
the arguments that tact and affection and nnscrupulousness could 
together sui)ply to the writer. , . 

The next three or four were unimportant, the last was a’packet 
addressed in a baud unknown to her. 
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She opened it without attention. 

Out of the cover fell three letters in her mother’s handwriting. 

Wondering and aroused, she read them. They were letters ten 
years old. Letters of her mother to Sergius Zouroff; letter? for¬ 
gotten when others were burned the week before his marriage; 
forgotten and loft in the tortoise-shell casket. 

At ten o’clock on the following night as Prince Zouroff sat at 
dinner in the Grand Circle a telegram was brought to him. It was 
from his wife. 

“ Never approach me: let me live and die here.” 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 

SzARlsi.A had hidden nnany sad .and many tr.agic lives. 

It hid that of Verc. 

To her husband she had perished as utterly as though she was 
dead. From remote dLstricls of the north, news trav(;is slowly; 
never travels at all,unless it be expressly sent; Verc had so seldom 
writhai to any one that it scarcely seemed strange that she now 
never wrote at all. The world had almost ceased to inquii'o for her; 
it thought she had withdrawn herself into retirement from religious 
caprice, or from morbid sentiment, or from an uurctnrned pa.s.sion, 
or that she had been sent into that exile for some fault; whenever 
women spoke of her they inferred to think this, they revived old 
rumours. For the rest, silence covered her life. 

Her sister-in-law wept honest tc.ars, reviled her brother with 
honest r.age, but then jilaycd musical intricacies, or gambled at 
bezique, and tried to forget that the one creature her cyniciil heart 
yearned over, and sighed for, was aw.ay in that drear captivity in 
the Polish plains. 

“ If 1 went and lived with her,” thought Nadine Ndlaguino, “ 1 
should do her no good, I should not change her ; she is taillec dans 
le marbre, I should alter her in nothing, and I should only bo 
miserable myself.” 

In country houses of England and Scotland her mother went 
.about through summer and autumn unchanged, charming, popular, 
and said with a little smile a»d a sigh, “ Oh ! my dear child—you 
know she is too good—really too good—wastes all her life in Poland 
to teach the children and convert the Nihilists; she is happiest so, 
she assures mo; you know she was always so terribly serious; it 
was Buhner that ruined her 1 ” 

And sh". believed wl>at she said. 

Jeannt de Sonnaz mourned at Ruilhi^rcs in the austere severity 
of a great lady’s widowhood in France; licard mass every day with 
her little blonde and brown-headcd,girls and boys about her in 
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solemn retreat, yet kept ter keen glance on the world, tihich site 
ted quitted pertorce for a space, and said to herself, annoyed and 
baffled, “ When will he cease to Uve at Marly ? ” 

S’or'Corrtee was always there, ■ 

Sergius Zouroff h^d been to Kustia, He only went to Livadia, 
bnt thfe world tteught he had been to his wife. He returned, and 
kept open housSiat a superb chasse he had bought in the Ardennes. 
When, people asked him for his wife, he answered fhem briefly'that 
she was well; sh? preferred the north. 

F^licitd was closed. 

The old pensant stood by her wall of furze and looked in vain 
along the field-paths under the n 2 iple-blossoms. 

“ Now the lark is dead,” she said to her son, “ neither of the 
two comes near.” 

Sd the months fled away. 

When the autumn was ended, Corroze, who was always at his 
little chfttcau with other artists about him, said to himself, “ Have. 
1 not done enough for obedience and honour ? I must see her, 
tliough slie shall never see me.” 

Coriezc lived his life in the world obedient to her will, but men 
and women went by him like shadows, and even iiis art ceased to 
liave iiower over him. 

lie was a supremo artist still, since to the genius in him there 
was added the culture of yo.ars, and tlio facility of long habit. But 
tlic joy of the artist was dead in liim. 

All his heart, all his soul, all his passion, were with that lonely 
life in the grey ^dains of Boland, whoso youth was jiassing in soli¬ 
tude, and wliose innocence was being slandered by the guilty. 

“1 obey her,” lie thought, “and what is the use? Our lives 
will go by like a dream, and w'o shall be divided even in our graves; 
tlic world will always tliink she has some sin—she lives apart from 
her husband! ” 

lie chafed bitterly at his doom; he grew feverish and nervous; 
ho fancied in every smile there was a mockery of her, in every 
word a calumny: once ho took uj) a public jirint which sjioko of 
himself mid of his retreat at Marly, and*whicli, with a hint and 
a veiled jest, quoted that lino which Jeanne de Sonnaz had by a 
laugh wafted through Paris after his name— 

Pur amant sur terre <?gard 1 

f 

Corrfeze crushed the paper in his hand, and throw it from him 
and went out; he) longed to do something, to act in some way, all 
the impetuosity and ardoui’ of his temper were panting to break 
from this.thraldom of silence and inaction. 

He would have struck Sergius Zouroff op the cheek iin the sight 
of all Paris, but he had no title to defend her. 

He would only harm her more. 

She was the wife of Zourqff, and she accepted her exile at her 
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liubband’s hands; he had no title to recent for her 'what she would 
not resent for herself. 

“ I am not her lover,” he thought bitterly; “lam nothings but 
a man who loves her hopelessly, uselessly, vomly.” 

It was late ill autumn, ^nd gh^tly, fancies seized him, vague 
terrors for. her, -that left him_ no alcop jind no- resf^ be.stan to visit 
him. Was she really at Szarisla? Was she"indeed living? He 
could not tell. There were disturbdnoes and bloodthod in the dis¬ 
affected provinces; winter had begun there in Pdland, the long, 
black silence of winter, which could cover so many na,melcss graves; 
he could bear absence, ignorance, apprehension, no longer; he wont 
to sing twenty nights in Vienna, and ten in Moscow. 

“ There I shall breathe the same air,” ho thought. 

He went over the Alps, by w£iy of the Jura.and Danphire ; he 
thought as ho p.isscd the peaceful valleys and the snow-covered 
summits that had beou so familiar in childhood to him— 

“ If I could only dwell in the mountains with her, and let the 
world and fame go by! ” 

Then he reproached himself for oven such dishonour to her as 
lay in such a thought. 

“What am I that she should bo mine?’’ ho mused. “I have 
been the lover of many women, I am not worthy to touch her 
hand. The world could not harm her—would I ? ” 

In Vienna ho had brilliant succos.ses. He thought the people 
mad. To himself ho seemed for ever useless, and powerless for art, 
his voice sounded in his cars like a bell muffled and out of tunc. 
The cities rejoiced over him and feasted and honoured him ; but it 
seemed to him all like a dream; ho seemed only to hear the beat¬ 
ing of his own heart that ho wished would break and be at peace 
for over. 

From Moscow ho passed away, under public plea that ho was 
bound for Germany, towards those obscure, dull, unvisited plains, 
that lie towards the borders of East Prussia and the BiiUic Sea, and 
have scarce a traveller to notice them, and never a poet or historian 
to save them from the ne.tious’ oblivion, but lio in the teeth of the 
north wind, vast, ill-populated, melancholy, with the profound un¬ 
changeable wretchedness of a captive people. 

Once more ho saw the wide grey plains that stretched around 
Szarisla. 

For days and weeks he lingered on in the miserable village which 
alone afforded him a roof and bed; he passed there as a stranger 
from the south buying furs; he waited and waited in the plnewoods 
merely to see her face. “ If I can see her once drive by me, and sho 
is well, I will go away,” ho said to nimself, and he watched and 
waited. Jlut she novorlcamc. 

At length ho spoke of her to the archimandrite of the village, as 
a traveller might of a great princess of whom hearsay had told him, 
Hcf learned that she was unwell, anderarely left the house. 
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CorrSze, as he heard, felt his heart numb with fsar, as all nature 
was numbed with frost around him, 

Ue could not bring himself to leave. The village population 
began to speak with wonder and curiosity of him ; he had bought 
all the fur they had to sell, and sent them through into Silesia; tlioy 
knew he was no trader, for ho never bargained, and poured out his 
roubles like sand; they began to speak of him, and wonder at him, 
and he knew that it was needful he should go. But ho could not; 
ho lived in wiLdchodness, with scarcely any of the necessaries, and 
none of the comforts of life, in the only place that sheltered travel¬ 
lers ; but from ^hat cabin he could see the stone walls of her prison- 
house across the white sea of the snow-covered plains; it was enough. 
The S])0t was dearer to him than the gay, delirious pleasures of his 
own Baris. In the world wherever he chose to go, he would have 
luxury, welcome, amusement, the rapture of crowds, the envy of 
men, the love of women, all the charm that success and art and fame 
can lend to life at its zenith. But he stayed on at Szarisla for sake 
of seeing those pale stern walls that rose up from the sea of snow. 

Those walls enclosed her life. 

The snow had ceased to fall, the frost ha<l set in, in iis full in¬ 
tensity ; one day the sun iwured through the heavy vapours of the 
eloud-eovered f-ky. 

lie wont nearer the building than he had over done. Ue thought 
it jj(issiblo llic gleam of the sun might tcngit her to the open air. 

lie stood without the gates and looked j tlje front of the great 
somhro pile seemed to frown, the casements had iron stanchions; 
the doors wore like the doors of a prison. 

“ And that brute has shut her here! ” he thought, “ shut her hero 
while he sups with Casso-unc-Croulc! ” 

Suddenly ho seemed to himself‘to he a coward, because ho did 
not strike Sergius Zouroff, and shame him before the world. 

“I have no right,” ho thought. “But docs a man want one 
when a woman is wronged ? ” 

lie stood in the shadow of some great Siberian pines, a century 
old, and looked “ his heart out through hi:«,eyes.” 

As he stood Ihere, one person and then another, and then another, 
came up and stood there; until they, gathered in a little crowd; he 
asked, in their own tongue, of one of them why they came; they 
were all poor; the man who was a cripple said to him : “ The Prin¬ 
cess used to come to us while she could; now she is ill we come to 
her; sho is strong enough sometimes to let us see her face, touch 
her hand; the sun is out; perhaps she will appear to-day; twice a 
week the charities.are given.” 

Correze cast his furs cl5se about him, so that his face was 
not seen, and stood in the shadow of the grcf.t gateway. «• 

The doors of tho building o])encd ; for a moment he 'could see 
nothing; Ids eyes wore blind with the intensity of his desire and 
his fear. 
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When the mist jiassed from liis sight he saw a tall and slender 
form, moving with the grace that ho knew so well, but very wearily 
and very slowly, come out Xrom the great doors, and through the 
gates.; tho throng of cripples and sufferers and poor of all sorll fell 
on their knees and blessed her. 

He kneeled with them, but ho could not move his lips to any 
blessing; with all the might of his anguish he cursed Sergius Zouroff. 

Vore’s voice, much weakened, but grave and clear as of old, came 
to his ear through the rarefied air. 

“My people, do not kneel to me; you know it 2 )ains me. It is 
long since 1 saw you; what can I do?” 

She spoke feelily ; she leaned on a tall cane she hore, and as she 
moved the thick veil from about her head, tire man who would have 
given his life for liors saw tliat she was changed and aged as if hy 
the jiassing of many years. He stilled a cry that rose to his lips, 
and stood an<i gazed on )ier. 

'J’he ])Oor had long tales of woe; she listened ]iatioiilly, and 
moved from one to another, saying a few words to each ; behind her 
were lier women, who gave alms to each as she directed tliem. She 
seemed to have little strength ; after a time she stood still, leaning 
on her eane, and the people grouped about her, and kissed tlio fui's 
she wore. 

(Jorreze went forward timidly and with hesitatiou, and kneeled 
by her, and tiuiched with his lips tho hem of tho clothes. 

“bVhal do you wish V” she said to him, seeing iu him only a 
.stranger, for his face we.s hidden; then as i.he looked at him a tremor 
ran through her ; she started, and quivered a Jittlo. 

“ VViio are you ? ” she said qtiickly and faintly ; and Lofure ho 
could answer muttered to him, “ Is this how you keel) word ? 
• —you are cruel! ” 

“For the love of God let me see you alone, lot me speak one 
w'ord,” he murmured, as he still kneeled on tho frozen snow. “ You 
are suffering ? you arc ill V” 

She moved a little away, apart from tho jicoplo who only saw iu 
him the traveller they kyew, and thought he sought some succour 
from tho mistress of Szarisla. He followed her. 

“ You promised-” she said wcaiily, and then her voice sank. 

“ J jiromiscd,” he murmured, “and I had not strength to keep 
it; 1 will go away now that 1 have seen you. Hut you are ill, this 
country kills you, your pooplcssay so; it is you who are cruel.”, 

Ho could scarcely see her iu the veils, and tho heavy fur-lincd 
robes that screened her from tlie cold; he could only see the delicate 
cheeks grown thin and wan, and tho lustrous eyes that were so weary 
•ud so largo. 

“ I am not ill; I atn only weak,” she said, while lier voice came 
with effort. “.Oh, why'did you come? It was cruel!” 

SKo dio])pcd her hood over her face; lie heard her weeping—it 
waa the lirst time ho had ever seen li^T self-control broken. 
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“ Why cruel ? ” he murmured. “ Dear God! how can I hear it ? 
You suffer; you suffer in health as well as in mind. What do you 
do with your life ?—is it to perish here, buried in the .snow like a 
frozen dove’s ? He is a brute beast} what need to obey him ? what 
need to bo faithful-? ” 

“ Hush—hush! there has been sin enough to expiate. Let mo 
live and die here. Go—go—go!” 

Correze was silent. He gazed at her and loved her as he Iwd 
never loved her or any other; and yet knew well tliat she was right. 
Nay, he thougjjt almost bettor could ho bear the endless niglit of 
perpetual separation than bo the tempter to lead that fair life down 
into the devious ways of hidden intrigue, or out into the bald and 
garish glare of open adultery. 

“ 0 my love, my empress, my saint! ” he murmured, .as all his 
soul that yearned for her gazed from his aching eyes. “ Long ago I 
said cursed bo those who bring you the knowledge of evil. Others 
have brought it you; I will not bring more. I love you; yes; what 
of that ? I have sung of my love all my days, and I have swi>rn it 
to many, and I have been its slave often, too often; but my love for 
you is as unlike those passions as you are unlike the world. Yet 
you ask mo to leave you here in the darkness of these ghastly 
winters; in the midst of an alien people that curse the name you 
bear; alone amidst every peril, surrounded by traitors and spies? 
Ask me any other thing; not that 1 ” 

“ It must bo that,” she said; her voice was below her breath, but 
it was lirm. 

“ No, no—not that, not that 1 ” he cried passionately; “ any 
other thing; not that 1 Let mo stay where 1 see the roof that 
shelters you. Let me stay where I breathe the same air as you 
brealho. Let me stay where, from a distance in the forests, 1 can 
watch your horses go by and see the golden gleam of your hair on 
the mists; I will perish to the world; I will be dead to men; I will 
come and live here as a hunter or a woodcutter, as a tiller of fho 
fields—what you will; but lot me live where 1 know all that befalls 
you, where I can be beside you if you need rho, where I c.an kiss the 
wind as it blows, because in its course it touched your check-” 

In all the strength of his passion, in all the melody of his voice, 
the eloquence that was as natural to him as song to a bird iroured 
itself out in that prayer. Only to dwell near her—never to touch 
her hand, never to meet her eyes, Imt to be near her where sho 
dwelt, in tins land of frost, of silence,, of darkness, of danger, of 
soiTOW—that was all ho asked. And nH“the tenderness that was in 
her, all the youth, all the wojnanhood, all the need of sympathy and 
affection that wore in her longed to grant his prayer. 

To have him remain within call; to foc^that in tkatfdark, lone, 
wintry desert his heart yas heating and his courage was'wdtchi.ng 
near her; to think that when the chill stars shone out of the mid¬ 
night clouds they would shim, on some lonely forest cabin where 
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this oae creature who loved her would bo living in obscurity for her 
sake;—this was so sweet a thought she dared not look at it, leather 
force should fail her. She gathered all her strength. Slio remem¬ 
bered all that his life was to him—so gay, so great, so full of love, 
and honouV, and triumi)h,—^^vould she bo so weak, so wicked, in her 
selfishness as to take him from the world for her, to be his living 
grave, to make him bankrupt in genius, in art, in fame ? 

She tlirust the temptation fi-om her as though it were a coiling 
snake. 

“ You mean the thing you say,” she niurnnired/aintly. “ Yes; 
and I am grateful; but all that can never bo. Ah. you can do for 
me is—to leave me.” 

“ How can I leave you—^loave you to die alone ? What need— 
what use is there in such a waste of life? No ! wdiat yoiubid mo 
do, I do. I will keep the word I gaye you; if you tell me to go, I 
go, but for the pity of heaven, tliink first what it is you ask ; think 
a little of what I sufl'er.” 

“ Have I not thought?” 

She put her hands out feebly towards him. 

“ If you love mo indeed, leave me; there is sin enough, shame 
enough, spare me more. If indeed you love me, be my good angel 
—not my tempter 1 ” 

He was pierced to the heart; he, the lover of so many w'omcn, 
knew well that moment in the lives of all women who love, and are 
loved, when they sink in a trance of ccsta.sy and paiu, and yield 
without scarce knowing that they yield, and are as easily drawn 
downward to their doom as a boat into the whirliiool. He saw that 
this moment had come to her, as it comes to every woman into who.so 
life has entered love. He saw that he might bo the master of her 
fate and her. 

Nor an instant the temptation seized him, like a flame that 
wrapped him in its fire from head to foot. But the appeal to his 
strength and to his pity called to him from out that mist and heat 
of passion and desire. All that was generous, that was chivalrous, 
that was heroic, in him, answered to the cry. All at once it seemed 
to him base—base, with the lowest sort of cowardice—to try and 
drag the pure and lofty spirit to earth, to try and make her one with 
the women she abhorred. He took her hands, and pressed them 
close against his aching heart. 

" Bettor angels than I shcfuld be with you,” he murmured; “ but 
at leaist I will try and save you from devils. No man’s love is fit 
for you. I will go, and I will never return.” 

Ho stooped, and with tremulous lips touched her hands; then 
once more ho left her, and wont away over the frozen snow. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

WiTHttOT pause Oorreze travelled straight to Paris. 

He reached there late, and had barely time to dress and pass ob 
to the stage. 

It was the opera of “ Romeo and G-iulietta.” 

He knew its music as a child knows its cradle-song. 

He ])lftyod, acted, and sang, from one end to the other of the 
long acts perfectly, but without any consciousness of what ho did. 

“ I am the mechanical nightingale,” he thought, bitterly: the 
crowded opera-house swam before his eyes. 

“ Ain you ill, Correze ? ” murmured the great songstress, who 
was his Juliet. 

“ I am cold,” he answered licr. It seemed to him as if the cold 
of those bitter plains, which wore the prison of Vcrc, and might bo 
her tomb, had entered his blood and frozen his very heart. 

When he went to his carriage the streets were lined with the 
throngs of a city that loved him. They pressed to see him, they 
shouted Ids name, they flung buiiqucts of flowers on to him ; he was 
their lloi S'lleil, their prince of song. Ho wondered was he mad, or 
were they ? His voice felt strangled in Ids throat; lie saw nothing 
of the lighted streets and the joyous multitudes, ho saw only the 
jiiteous eyes of the woman he loved as she had said to him— 

“ Be my angel, not my tempter 1 ” 

“ I cannot be her angel,” ho said to himself. “ But I will try 
and save her from devils.” 

In all his life before ho had never been at a loss, lie had 
never known before what doubt meant, or 

What hell it is in waiting to abide. 

His victories had all been facile, his love had all boon swift and 
smooth, his cai’ccr had been a via tnumx>haUs without shadow, he 
had been hajipy always, he had had romance in Ids life, hut no 
grief, no loss, no regret; ho had been the spoiled child of fate and 
of the world. 

Now the fatal tenderness, the unavailing regret, which had 
hocn no darker than a snmmer cloud when he Jiad passed away 
from the shores of Calvados, leaving thg child, Vero llorhert, in her 
mother’s hands, had now spread over all Ids present and hung over 
all the horizdn of his future in a sunless gloom that nothing would 
•ever break or lighten. 

And ho was powerless! 

If he could have acted in any way ho would have been^nsolcd. 
The elasticity and valour of his temijcramcnt would j;avc leapt up 
to action like a bright swdid from i^e scabbard. But he could do 
nothing. The woman ho adored might perish slowly of tho^ 
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nameless maladies which kill the body through the mind; and he 
could do nothing. 

He would not tempt her, and he could not avenge her. 

He who knew the world so intimately, who had seen a nAllion 
times a laugh, a hint, a word, destroy the honour of a name, knew 
well that he would but harm her more by any defence of her 
iimoceuce, any protest against the tyranny of her husband. 

Though ho gave his life to defend her fair fame, the world 
would only laugh. 

He drove through the brilliant streets of Paris at midnight, and 
shut his eyes to tlie familiar scenes with a* heaitsick weariness 
of pain. He loved cette bonne ville de Taris, which had smiled on 
him, played with him, pampered with him, as a.mother her 
favourite child; which always lamented his departure when^he left 
it, which always welcomed him with acclamation when he returned. 
He loved it with afl'oetion, with habit, with the strength of a 
thousand memories of his glory, of Ids pleasure, of his youth; yet 
as ho drove through it, almost lie cursed it; Paris sheltered the 
vices of Sergius Zouroff, and worshipped his wealth. 

He entered the club of the Grand Circle after (he opera. He 
wished to gather tidings of the husband of Vere and of what the 
world said of her in her exile. 

In one of the rooms Zourolf was seated, liis hat was on the table 
beside him; lie was s]ioaki]ig with llio Marqttis dc Werilhao. As 
Gorreze entered, Zourolf rose and put his hat on his head. “ Let us 
go to a club wl'.ero there .are no' comedians,” ho said in a loud voice 
to Hervd do Morilliao, and went out. It was an iii.soloncc witli 
intention; in the Gaiiachcs men keep their heads uncovered. 

All who wore present looked at CoriAze. llo took no notice. 
He spoke to his own acquaintances; the insult had no jjower to 
move him since he liad so long kept his arm motionless, and his 
lips mute, for her sake. 

Some men who knew him well and were curious, made a vague 
apology for the Russian. Prince. 

“ lie is jealous,” they added, with a little fatuous laugh. “ You 
come from Poland 1 ” 

“ I have snug in Moscow and Warsaw,” said Coneze, witli an 
accent that warned them not to pursue the theme. “ And it is 
true,” lie added, with a grave coldness that had its weight from one 
so careless, so gay, and so fs^ilo of tcmiwr as he was—“ it is true 
that in a part of Poland tlio Princess Vera Zouroff does live on one 
of her husband’s estates, devoting herself to the poor bec.ause she 
prefers solitude and exile to receiving as her friend the widow of 
Paul de Ponnaz, the sister of Hervd de«Merilhac.” 

For ths moment, such is the immediate force of truth, no one 
laughed.* Thare was tke silence of respect. 

Then they spoke of his retwn, of th# opera that night, of his 
stay in Vienna, of all the topics of the hour then occupying the 
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Boarcely-opened salons of Paris. No man in the Ganaches was 
hold enough to speak again in his presence of Princess Zouroff. 

“ Why did you insult Corrfize?” said the Marquis de Merilhac, 
as ZAiroff passed on with Mm to the Rue Scribe. 

“I do not choose to be in the same club with a singer,” 
answered Zouroff, with rough impatience. 

“ But ho belongs to half the great clubs of Europe.” 

" Then I will insult him in half of them! You may have 
hoard, il fait la cour d ma femme.” 

“ Jeanne told me something at Folicite,” said Hervd de Merilhac. 
“ But she said it was only romance.” 

“ Eomance I Faust or Edgardo! or, as in a Ecuaissanco drcs.s, 
he is adored by Leonora I Merci Men I I am not jealous, I am 
not unreasonable; I know the destinies of husbands. But I do not 
accept a rival in the satin and tinsel of the stage! Half a century 
ago,” added Zouroff, as ho turned in at the doors of the Jockey 
Club, “one could have had this man beaten by one’s lackeys. 
Now one is obliged to meet him at one’s cerclc and insult him as 
though he wore a noble.” 

“ He is one,” said the Marquis de Merilhac, who was perplexed 
and dissatisfied. 

“ Faugh 1 ” said Zouroff, with tho scorn of a great prince. 

The next morning, as Corroze passed through tho gardens of tho 
Tuileries, ho chanoed to see tho small, spare form of tho Princesse 
Ndlaguinc; she was seated on a bench in tho sunshine of the 
wintry morning, watching tho little children of her eldest son float 
their boats upon one of uio basins. He paused, hesitated, saluted 
her, and approached. Madame Nelaguine smiled on him. 

“Why not?’’she thought, “there is nothing true; even were 
it true she would be justified.” 

Correze spoke to her with tho compliment of daily life, which 
he, better than most men, could divest of the commonplace aud 
invest with grace and dignity. Then abruptly he said to her, 
“Princesse, I was coming to you this morning; I have been to 
Szarisla-” , 

She started,'and looked at him in surprise. 

“To Szarisla? You have seen—my brother’s wife? It is 
strange you should tcU me.” 

“ I tell you because she is your brother’s wife,” answered Cor- 
rhze; his face was pale and grave, and his tone was sad and cold, 
with an accent of rebuke, which her quick ear detected. “ May 
I speak to you honestly ? I should be your debtor if you would 
allow me.” 

She hesitated; then sent tho children and their attendants 
farther away, and motioned to him to sit besMe her. j- 

“ I suppose you know what they say,” she said to hiifl; “my 
brother would think I did ill to lis^ to you.” 

“ In what they say, they lie ” 
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“ The world always lies, or almost always; I think it lies about 
you, or I should not speak to you. You have been to Szarisla ? ” 

“ I have been there ; I have seen her for five minutes, no more, 
though I lived in the village five weeks. Madame, she ha^doath 
in her face.” 

The tears rushed into his hearfer’s keen, curious eyes, her lips 
trembled. 

“ No—^no, J'ou exaggerate! Vera dying ? You make my 
heart sick. I have feared for her health always—always—what 
did you do those five long weeks? ” 

“ I waited to see her face,” said Correze simjily. “ Madame, 
listen to mo one moment; I will try not to tiro your patience. She 
is your brother’s wife; yes, but she is dealt with as ha would never 
deal with one of his mistresses. Listen; long ago, when shp was a 
child, I met her on a summer morning; I loved Iier then; call it 
fancy, caprice, poetry, what you will'; her mother gave her, not to 
me, but to Prince Zouroff. I kept away from her; I would not 
sing in Russia whilst she was there; 1 would not approach her in 
Paris; if I had seen her in peace, seen her even respected, I would 
have tried to be content, I would for over have been silent; instead, 
1 have seen her insulted in every way that infidelity can insult a 
woman— ” 

“ I know 1 I know 1 Sparc me that; go on-” 

“At last 1 know that she was scut into exile; and why? 
because .she would no longer receive Jeanne do Sonnaz.” 

“It was a madness to refuse to receive Je.annc de Sonnaz; after 
all, what did it matter? women meet their rivals, their foes, every 
hour, and kiss them. It was madness to refuse! ” 

“ It may have been. It was noble, it was truthful, it was brave, 
it was befitting the delicacy and the dignity of her nature. For that 
act, though no one can deny that she is in the right, she is exiled 
into a laud where life is unendurable, even to yourselves, natives of 
it; where the year is divided between an endless winter and a short, 
l)arehing season of heat that it is mockery to call the summer; 
Avhero the only living creatures that surround her are servants who 
watch and chronicle her simplest action, and peasants, whose God 
is a dream, and whose homes are hovels. Did your brother wish 
for her death, or for her insanity, that he chose Szarisla?” 

“ My brother wishes that she should meet Joanne do Sonnaz. 
I am frank with you ; bo fraijk with me. Are you the lover of my 
brother’s wife ? Paris says so.” 

“ Madame, that I love her, and shall love no other whilst I live, 
I do not deny. That I am her lover is a lie, a calumny, a 
blasphemy, against her.” 

Madame Nelaguino was silent; she looked at him with search¬ 
ing, pierwhg eyes. 

“•What did you do, then, at Szarisla?” 

^ “ I went to see her face, to neaj her footsteps, to be sure that 
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she lived. I spoke to her; I laid my soul, my honour, all tho 
service of my life, at her feet, and she rejected them. That is all.” 

“All?” * 

was once more silent; she was a suspicious woman and a 
cynical, and often false herself, and never credulous j yet she 
believed him. 

“You have been unwise, imprudent; you should never have 
gone there,” she said suddenly. “ And she is ill, you say ? ” 

“ Tho priest said so; she looks so; sho is weak; she is all alone. 
I should never have gone there? I should have been a coward 
indeed if I hatl not; if I had known her so deeply wronged, and 
had not at least offered her vengeance ■ ” 

“ Her husband is my brother! ” 

“ dt is because he is your brother that I asked the grace of your 
patience to-day. Madame, remember it is very temble that at 
twenty years old an iunoccht creature, lovely as tho morning, 
should be confined in exile till she dies of ulter weariness, of utter 
loneliness, of utter hopelessness! Prince Zouroff is within his 
rights, but none tho less is ho an assassin. I believe he alleges 
that she is free to return, hut when ho couples her return with an 
unworthy condition that sho cannot accept, sho is as much his 
captive as though chains wore on her. If sho remain there, sho 
will not live, and sho will never consent to leave Szarisla, since 
sho can only leave it at the inico of all’cctcd fiiondship with tho 
Duchesso do Sonnaz-” 

“What would you have me do?” cried his hearer in a sudden 
agitation very rare with her, in which anger and sorrow strove 
togoLlier; “what is it you ask? what is it you wish? I do not 
understand-” 

“ I wish yon to speak to Prince Zouroff.” 

“Speak to Sergius?” 

“ In my name, yes; ho would not hoar mo, or I would speak 
myself. Madame, your brother knows very well that his wife is 
as innocent as tho angels, but it suits him that all tho world should 
suspect her.” 

“ Then ho is a villain! ” 

“ He is uitdcr the influence of an unscrupulous woman, that is 
nearly the same thing. Madame do Sonnaz never forgave his 
marriage; she now avenges it. Madame, what I wish is that you 
should speak to your brother as I speak to you. He would not 
hear me; that is natural. He is her husband, I am nothing; he 
has tho right to refuse to listen to her name from my mouth. But 
you, he will hear. Tell him what I have told you; tell him that, 
when the world speaks of ihe and of her it lies; and tell him—I 
can think of no better way—that to remove all jwsibility of 
suspicion, to put away all semblance of trftth fromnthc rumours of 
society, I myself will die to the world. Why not? I am'tired. 
She will never be mine. Fame is nothing to me. The very missio 
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I have adored all my life seems like the mere shaking of dried peas 
in an empty hladdor. 1 cannot forget one woman’s face, a woman 
who will never he mine. I will leave-art and the world of men; I 
will go back to the moimfains where I was bom, and live the life 
my fathers led; in a season Europe will have forgotten that it had 
ever an idol called Corr^r.e. ■ Nay, if that fail to eontent him, if he 
doubt that I shall keep my word, I will do more; I will enter one 
of those retreats where men are alone with their memories and 
with God. There is Iho Chartreuse that has sheltered greater men 
than I and nobler lives than mine. It is all alone amidst the hills; 
I should be in my native air; I could go there. * You stare; do 
you doubt? I give my word that I will die to the world; I can 
think of no other way to save her name from mine. • If that con¬ 
tent him I will do it, if he will bring her back into tho honour of 
tlie world, and never force her to see Jeanne de Sonnas. Does it 
seem so mu.ch to you to do ? It is nothing; I would die in my body 
for her, or to do her any good. Thus I shall die, only in name.” 

llo ceased to speak, and his hearer was silent. There was no 
sound but the wind blowing through tho scorched ruins of tho 
'J'uilcries, and scatlci iug on the earth the withered leaves of tho 
trees. 

“ lint what you will do is a martyrdom,” she cried abruptly; 
“ it is ileath ten thousand times over! Kotreat from the world ? 
you? tho world’s idol! ” 

“ I would do more for her if I knew what to do.” 

She held out her baud to him. 

‘‘ You are very noble.” 

“ I will do what I .siiy,” ho answered simply. 

She was silent, in the silence of a great amaze; the amazement 
of a selfish ami a corrupt nature at one th.at is unselfish and uncor- 
rn]itcd. 

“ You arc very nohle,” slio murmured once more, “ and she is 
wortl)y of yonr heroism. Alas! it will be of no use; you do not 
understand my hrotliw’s chavaeter, nor what is now moving his 
mind. You do not see that his desire is, not to save his wifo from 
you, hut to force her to divorce him.” 

“ If he were not your brother-” 

“ You would curse him as a scoundrel ? Ho is not that; he is 
a man, too rich, spoiled by tho world, and now dominated by a 
dahgorons woman. I will sj^’ak to him; I wiU toll him what you 
liavc said; but I have little hope.” 

She gave him her hand again, her eyes were wet Ho ro.so, 
bowed, and left her. Ho had done what Tie conld. 

At that moment Sergius Zourofr,'*in the smoking-room of tho 
Ganfiehes„was reading a little letter that had come to him from 
the clAt«au of Huilhieits. It was very short, it said only, “ Correzo 
has feturned to Paris; ho has been at Szarisla. Do not let his 
tqicnt, the trained talent of the stage, deceive you.” 
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Madame H4ta|p>1ae an kour later told Mm. of wkat had been 
aeld to her in the gardens of the Tuilories. She spoke with an 
eloquence she could command at will, with ah emotion that was 
rarel;p sisiMe in her. 

“This man is nohlo,” she said when she had exhausted all 
argument and all entreaty, and had won no syllable from Mm in 
reply. “ Have you no nobility to answer Ms ? His sacrifice would 
be unparalleled, his devotion superb; he will die to the world in 
the height of Ms fame, like a king that abdicates in Ms full glory 
and youth. Can you not rise for once to Ms height? Will a 
prince of our blood be surpassed in generosity by an artist? ” 

He heard his sister speak in unbroken silence. She was afraid 
with a great fear. His stormy passions usually spent themselves 
in rage that was too indolent to act, but his silence was always as 
terrible as the silence of the frost at midnight in Ms own plains, 
when men were dying in the snow. 

“ You may be the dupe of a comedian’s coup de iMdlre” was 
all that he said when she had ended; “lam not; tell Mm so.” 

Sergius Zouroff knew well when he looked into his own heart 
that he was -doing a base thing; he knew well that Vero was as 
pure of any earthly sin as any earthly creature can be; he did not 
believe any one of the daughters of men had ever been so innocent 
as she, or so faithful to the things she deemed licr duty. But he 
stifled Ms conscience, and let loose only the rage which consumed 
him; half rage against her because she was for ever lost to him, 
half rage against himself for this other tyranny, which bo had 
allowed to eat into and absorb bis life. He was sullen, angered, 
dissatisfied, a dull remorse was awake in him, and the savage 
temper which had been always uncontrolled in him, craved for 
some victim on wMch to vent itself. His wife he dared not 
approach. His fury, though uever his suspicions, foil upon Corrfeze. 

"He is not her loverf she is pure as the ice,” he said im¬ 
patiently to himself. But she was not there, and Corr4ze was 
before his eyes in Paris. A real and sombre hatred grow up in 
him; for little, for notliing, he would have killed this man as ho 
killed a bird. ' 

Currie sang tMs night at the Hrand Opera, according to his 
ong^ement. 

The opera-house was in a tumult of rapture and homage; 
flowers rained on him; women wept; Paris the cynical, Paris the 
mocker, Paris the inconstant, was faithful to Mm, worshipped him, 
loved him as poets love, aud dogs. It was the grandest night tW 
even his triun^phal life Ih**! kno^. It was the last. When 
the glittedng crowds swam before his eyes, and welcomed his 
return, in Ms heart ho said to them, “ fiwBwell.” 

As men doomed to death at dawn look M ^e snmise^of the last 
day they will ever see, so he lD<^e3l at the crowds that hung upon 
his voice. It was for the last time, he said to himself: to-morrjw 
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he would keep the word ho had given to Sergius Zouroff and would 
perish to the world, lie would sing uo more, save in the matin 
song, in the cold, white dawns, in the .monastery of the mountains 
above Grenoble. 

“She said rightly,” he thought; “it is so ea.sy to die.” 

“But to live so would be-hard.” 

He would leave the laugh of the world behind him; a few 
women would mourn their lost lover, and the nations would mourn 
their lost music, but the memory of nations is short-lived for the 
absent, and ho knew well that for the most part the world would 
laugh; laugh at Huy Bias, who chose to bury his “life for a fatal 
]mssion in the solitudes of the mountains in days when passion has 
lost all dignity and solitude all consolation. To the world he 
would seem but a romantic fool, since in this time there are peither 
faith nor force, but only a dreary and monotonous triviality that 
has no fire for hatred and has no soul’for sacrifice. 

“ I can think of nothing else,” he said to himself. Ho could 
think of no other way by which he could efface himself from the 
living world without leaving remorse or calumny upon her name. 
And to him it was not so terrible as it would have boon to others. 
He had had all the uttermost sweetness and perfection of life, ho 
had drunk deeply of all its intoxicatioms, he was now at the zenith 
of his trium[ihs. He thought that it would be better to lay aside 
the cup still full rather than drain it to the lees. He thought that 
it would not be so very bitter after all to abdicate, not one half so 
bitter as to await the waning of triumphs, the decay of strength, 
the gradual change from public idolatry to public apathy, which 
all genius sees that does not perish in its prime. And he had more 
of the old faiths in him than most men of his generation. Ho had 
something of the enthusiast and of the visionary, of Montalembort 
and of Pascal. It would not be so hard, ho thought, to dwell 
amidst the silouco of the mountains, waiting until the Unknown 
God should reveal by death the mysteries of life. Beyond all and 
beneath all, as he had often said, ho was a mountaineer; he would 
be a monk amidst the mountains. Let the world laugh. 

As the crowd of the Ojrera House recalled him, and the plaudits 
that he would never hear again thundered around him, he mur¬ 
mured— 

Jo briscrai sur nion genou 
Le sceptre avec le diadbme 
Comme un enfifiit casse un joujou, 

Uoi-mcme, en ploin rtgne, au grand jour. 

And his eyes were wet as he looked for the last time on the people 
of Paris and said in his heart—farewell! 

As he went away from the theatre, amidst the shouts of the 
exulting‘multitude—waiting as when kings pass through cities 
that hail them as victors—a note was brought to him. It was 
fr(ipa Nadine Ndlaguine. It said ^jierely: “ I have spoken to my 

2 o 
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brother, but it is of no use. He will hear no reason. Leave 
Paris.” 

The face of Corrfizo grew dark. 

“ I will not leave Paris,” he said to himself. lie saw in the 
counsel a warning or a threat. “ I will not leave Paris until I enter 
the shroud of the monkish habit.” 

And he smiled a little wearily, thinking again that when he 
should have buried himself in the Chartreuse the world would only 
see in the action a coup de theatre; a fit ending to the histrion who 
had been so often the Fernando of its lyric triumphs. 

Ho went down the street slowly on foot, the note of Nadiiw- 
Hdlaguine in his hand, his carriage following him filled with tlie 
bouquets and wreaths that had covered the stage that night. 

Uq looked up at the stars and thought: “ When I am amidst the 
snows alone in my cell, will these nights seem to me like heaven 
or like hell?” 

An old and intimate friend touched his arm and gave him a 
journal of the evening. 

“ Have you read this ? ” said his friend, and pointed to an article 
signed “ Un qui n’y croit pas!’ 

It was one of the wittiest jiapors that was sold upon the Boule¬ 
vards ; there was a brilliant social study; it was called, “Les anyes 
terresfres.” 

Under thin disguises it made its sport and jest of the Ice-flower 
away in Poland, and the Romeo of Pari.s, who was breaking the 
hearts of women by an anchorite’s coldness. 

It liad been written by a ready writer in the Rue Meyerbeer, but 
its biting irony, its merciless raillery, its gay incredulity, its spark¬ 
ling venom, had been inspired from the retreat of Ruilhifires. 

Correze turned into Bignon’s, which he was passing, and read it 
sitting in the light of the great salon. 

It would have hurt him less to have had a score of swords 
buried in his breast. 

“ If I avenge her I shall but darken her name more 1 ” he 
thought, in that agony of impotence which is the bitterest suffering 
a bold and a fervent temper can ever kno\V. 

At that moment Sergius Zouroff entered ; ho had both men and 
women with him. Amongst the women were a circus-rideaof the 
Hippodrome, and the quadroon Casse-une-Crofite. 

It was midnight. ,, 

CorrCzo rose to his feet at a bound, and approached the hus¬ 
band of Vere. 

With a movementof his hand he showed liim the article he had 
read. < 

“ Prince Zoiu-off,” ho said, between his teeth. “ Wiji you chas¬ 
tise this as it merits, or do you leave it to «ie ? ” ■ ■ 

Zoxuoff looked at him with a cold stare. He had already seen 
the p<aper. For the moment Ijc was silent. 
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“I say,” repeated Corrozo, still between his teeth. “Do you 
avenge the honour of the Princess Zomroff? I ask you in public, 
that your answer may bo public.” 

“ The honour of the Princess Zouroff I ” echoed her hushandj with 
a loud laugh. “ Mais — e'est a voui, monsieur I ” 

Correze lifted his h.and an'd struck him on the check. 

“ You are a liar, you arc a coward, and you are an adulterer 1 ” 
he said, in his clear, far-reaching voice, that rang like a bell through 
the silence of the assembled people; and he struck him three times 
as he spoke. 


CHAPTER XXX. 

To Szarisla, in the intense starlit cold of a winter’s night, a horse¬ 
man, in hot haste, brought a message that had been borne to, the 
ne.arcst city on the electric wires, and sent on by swift riders over 
many versts of snow and icc. 

It w!is a message from Sergius Zouroff to his wife, and her women 
took it to her when she lay asleep; the troubled, weary sleep that 
comes at morning ^ those whose eyes have not closed all night. 

It w.as but a few words. 

It said only; “ I have shot your nightingale in the throat. Ho 
will sing no more! ” 

She read the message. 

For a few moments she knew nothing; a great darkness fell 
upon her and she saw nothing; it passed away, and the native 
counage and energy of her character came to life after their long 
paralysis. 

She said no word to any living creature. She lay quite still upon 
her bed, her hand crushed upon the paper. She bade her women 
leave her, and they did so, though they were frightened at her look, 
and reluctant. 

It was an hour i)ast midnight. 

When all was again still she arose, and clothed herself by the 
light of the burning lamp. No man can suffer from insult as a 
woman does who is at once proud and innocent. A man can avenge 
himself at all times, unless he be a poltroon indeed; but to a woman 
there is no vengeance possible that will not make her seem guiltier 
in the eyes of others, and more deeply lowered in her own. As 
Vero rose and bound her hair closely about her head, and clothed 
herself in the furs that were to shelter her against the frightful frost, 
all her veins were on fire with a aonsuraing rage that for the 
moment almost burnt out the grief that came with it. 

Siic*had, been made a public sport, a public shame, by her 
husband, who knew her innocent, and faithful, and in temptation 
VBitemptcd 1 She had been sacrifijed in life, and jicace, and name. 
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and fame, to screen the adulterous guilt of another woman! All 
the courage in her waked up in sudden resurrection ; all the haughty 
strength of her character revived under the unmerited scourge of 
insulR 

They should not dishonour her in her ahscncc. They should 
not lie without her protest and her presence. lie who was also guilt¬ 
less should not suffer alone. Perhaps already he was dead. She could 
not tell; she read the message of her husband as meaning death ; 
she said to herself, “ Living, 1 will console him; dead, I will avenge 
him.” 

She drew the marriage-ring off her hand, and trampled it under 
her foot as Sergius Zouroff had trodden the Moth and the Star. 

There is a time in all patience when it becomes weakness; a 
time in all endurance when it becomes cowardice; then with great 
natures ]iatienco breaks and becomes force, endurance rises, and 
changes into action. 

She, proud as great queens are, and blameless as the saints of 
the ages of faith, had been made the sport of the tongues of the 
world; and he who had loved her as knights of old loved, in 
suffering and honour, was dead, or worse than dead. 

The fearlessness of her temper leapt to act, as a lightning-flash 
springs from the storm-cloud to illumine the darkness. “ 1 am not 
a coward,” she said with clenched teeth, while her eyes were dry. 
She prepared for a long and i)erilous journey. She put on all her 
fur-lined garments. She took some rolls of gold, and the jmpers 
that proved her identity as the wife of I’liuec Zouroff, and would 
enable her to pass the frontier into East Prussia. With these, 
holding the dog by the collar, she took a lamj) in her hand and 
passed through the vast, dark, silent conidors, that were like the 
streets of a catacomb. There w.as no one stirring; the household 
slept the heavy sleep of brandy-drinkers. No one heard her stej) 
down the ))assagcs and staircase. She undid noiselessly the bolts 
and bars of a small side door and went cut into the air. It was of 
a piercing coldness. 

It was midwinter and i»ast midnight. 'J’he whole landscajie was 
white and frozen. The stars seemed to burn in the steel-hued sky. 
.She wont across the stone court to where the stables lay. She 
would rouse no one, for she knew that they would ip a mau obey 
their Prince and refused to j)crmit her dop.arture without his written 
order. She went to the stalls of the horses. The grooms were 
.nil aslcc]). She led out the two that she had driven most often 
since her residence at Szarisla. Her childish training wars of use 
to her now. She harnessed them. They know her well and were 
docile to her touch, and shot put them into the light, velvet-lined 
sledge in which she had been used to drive herself through the fir 
forests and over the plains. ,i ' ■ 

Her feebleness and her feverishness h.ad left her. She felt 
strong in the intense strength which comes to women in hours of 



MOTHB. 405 

great mental ^<’ony. Her slender hands had the force of a-Hercnles 
in tliem. She Lad driven so often throuuh all the ndjneont lands 
that the plains were as well known to her ns the moors of Buliner 
had been to her in her childhood. Tim sledge and the horses’hoofs 
made no sound on the frozen snow. She entered the Bii-dgo,smade 
the dog lie covered at her feet, and, with a word to the swift young 
horses, she drove them out of the gates and into the woods, be* 
tween the aisles of birch and pine. The moonlight was strong; 
the moon was at tho full. The blaze of northern lights made the 
air clear as day. She knew tho road and took it unerringly. She 
drove all night long. No sense of mortal fear rcaclied nor. She 
seemed to herself frozen as the earth was. The howl of wolves 
I’arae often on her ears in the ghastly solitude of tho unending 
lines of dwiirfish and storra-rift trees. At any mpment some 
famishoil pack might scent her coming on the air and meet her, or 
puisuo her, and then of her life there would be no more trace than 
some blood upon tho snow, that fresher snow would in another 
hour obliterate. But she never thouglit of that. All she thought 
of was of the voice which for her was mute for eter. 

When in the faint red of the sullen winter’s dawn she arrived 
at the first posting village with her horses drooping and exhausted, 
tho postmaster was afraid to give her other horses to pass on%vard. 
She could show him no order from Prince Zouri’ff, but she had 
gold with her, and at length induced him to bring out fresh 
animals, leaving her own with him to bo sent back on tho morrow to 
Szarislii. Tho postmaster was terrified at what he bad done, and 
shuddered at what might ho his chastisement; hut tho gold had 
dazzled him. Ho gaztd after her as tho sledge flew over the white 
ground against the crimson glow of the daybreak, and prayed for 
her to Ht. Nicholas. 

Driving on and on, never pausing save to change her horses, 
never stopping cither to eat or rest, taking a.drauglit of tei and 
an atom of bread here and there at a posthouse, she at length 
reached the frontiers of East Prussia. 

Corrhzo lay on hU hod in liis house at Paris. Crowds, from 
princes and senators and marshals to workmen and lioggnrs and 
streot-arahs, came and tasked for him, and the pcoiilo stomi in the 
streets without, sorrowful and anxious. For‘the first news they 
had heard was that he would die; then they were told that the 
htcmorrhnge had ceased, that it was possible he might live, but that 
he would never sing again. , 

Paris heard, and wept for Its darling—wept yet more for its own 
lost music. 

The days and tho weeks went on, and the first emotion and 
excitement waned with time. Then the Crown-Prince of Germany 
came into the city ; there were feasts, reviews, illiinimations. Paris, 
as she fwgot her own wongs, forgot her mute ringer, lying in his 
darkened room; and the bouquets in his hall were laded and dead. 

2 D 3 
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No one left fresh ones. Only some score of poor pepple, amongst 
them a blind man and a little ugly girl, hung always, trembling 
and sobbing, about his doors, afraid lest their angel ^ould unfohl 
Ms wings and leave them for the skies. 

Ctrrdze lay in his darkness, dumb. 

He had been shot in the throat; he himself had fired in the air. 

When he had fallen, with the blood filling his mouth, he had 
found voice to say to his adversary: “ Your wife is faultless 1 ” 

Sergius Zouroff had looked down on him with a cold and fierce 
contentment. 

“ I have done you the honour to meet you, but I am not your 
dupe,” he had‘said, as he turned away: and yet in his soul he 
knew—knew as well as that the heavens were above him—that 
this man, whom he believed to be dying, spoke the truth. 

They had met in the garden of the house of Correze. They 
had ta^en only their seconds with them. It had all been arranged 
and over by sunrise. Sergius Zouroff had hastened out of the’ 
city, and over the frontiers, to malce his peace with his sovereign 
in his own country. Correze had been carried into his own house 
and laid in his own bedchamber. Their friends, according to the 
instructions given them previously, had sent to the newsirajicrs 
of the hour a story of an accident that had occurred in playing 
with a pistol; but it had been soon suspected that this was but a 
cover to a hostile account, and rumours of the truth had soon run 
through Piu-is, where the scene at Bignon’s had been the sensation 
of the hour. 

lie lay now in the gloom and silenco of his chamber. Sisters 
of charity wore watching liim: it was twilight there, though out¬ 
side in Paris the sun was shining on multitudes of people and 
divisions of troops as the city flocked to a review in the Champ do 
Mars. 

He could not speak; they would save his life, perhaps, but ho 
knew that they could never save Ms voice. 

As a singer ho was dead. 

All the joys of his art and all its powers were perished for 
evermore, all the triumph and the ecstasy of song were finished .as 
a tale that was told; all the fame of hW life and its splendour 
were snapped asunder in their prime and perfection, as a flower is 
broken off in full blossom. 

“ And I did her no good 1 ” be thought; he had lost all and he 
had done nothing! , 

He was half delirious; Ms sight languidly recognised the 
familiar room about him, and watched the stray lines of sunshine 
glimmer through the shatters; but his mind was absorbed .and 
full of dull feverish dreamsr, he thought now of St. Petersburg, 
with the rain of hothouse flowers on the ice in his ,pights of 
triumph, now of the Norman sunshine with the commen roses 
blooming against the fence of furze, now of the bleak snow-plains 
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of Szarisla. >411 was confused to him and showed like figures in 
a mist. Sometimes he thought that he was already dead, already 
in his tomb, and that about him the crowds of Paris were singing 
his own Noel. Sometimes he thought that he was in hell walking 
with Dante and with Virgil, and that doTils tried to hold him 
down as he strove to cry aloud to Christ; “Lord, she is innocent I ” 

All the while he was mute; he could scarcely breathe, he could 
not speak. 

Unconscious though they thought him, ho heard them say 
around his bod: “ Ho may speak again, perhaps, but he will never 
be able to sing a note.” 

They thought him deaf as' well as dumb. Bift he heard and 
understood. 

In his fever and his suffering he said always in his heart: “ If 
only she will think that I did well 1 ” 

Then he would grow delirious again and forget, and he ‘fancied 
that ho was called to sing to the pebple and that his mouth was 
closed with steel. 

The wintry sunshine was brilliant and clear; it was in the 
afternoon; through the dusk of his room there came the distant 
sounds of trumirets, and the boom of the cannon of the Invalides. 
All else was still. 

All Paris was interested with the pleasure of a spectacle; the 
streets were deserted, the houses were emptied, all the city was in 
the Champ do Mars, and on the cold clear air bursts of distant 
sounds from clashing cymbals and rolling drums came into the 
chamber of Corr6zo, whom Paris had forgotten. 

At the Gare do I’Est with other travellers at that moment, there 
descended from a sleeping carriage a woman clothed in furs, and 
with a dog in a leash beside her. 

She walked quickly, and with a haughty movement, across the 
crowded waiting-room; she was alone except for her dog. Her 
face was very white, her eyes seemed to burn as the stars did in 
the Polish frost. She was .praying with all the might of prayer in 
her soul. 

She might be too late to see him living; too late to tell him 
that she loved him ; she, for whose sake, and in whose defence, he 
had found death, or wor.se than death ! 

All the courage, all the fearlessness, all the generosity of het 
soul had loajMsd up into life and movement; she had ceased to 
remember herself or tho world, she only prayed to heaven, “ Grant 
him his life 1 his beautiful life, that is like sunlight upon the 
earth! ” 

She had come across the middle of Europe in tho winter 
weatlier, over the snow plains and the frozen rivers, unaided, un- 
accomnasded, making no pause, taking no rest either by night or 
day,' as she had come through Poland. 

She descended into the noise and dirt of the streets; she who 
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had ne^'er been a yard on foot, or unattended, in. a city. ITio 
movement around her seemed to her ghastly and terrible. Could 
be lie dying, and the city he loved not be still and stricken a 
mmnent? 

She mingled with the crowds and was soon lost in them, she 
who had always gone through PaHs with ^nip and splendour; she 
at whose loveliness the mob had always turned to look; eho who 
had been the Princess Zonroff. 

a'he day was drawing to its close j the troops were returning, 
the multitudes were shouting. In bis darkened room Corrdze, dis¬ 
turbed and distressed by the sounds, moved wearily and sighed. 

The door of his chamber ojiened and Vere entered. 

She threw her fura end coverings off her as she moved and 
came to the sisters of charity. The lassitude, the weakness, the 
sickness which had weighed on her, and suS'oeated her youth in 
her, were gone; there was a great anguish in her eyes, but she 
moved with her old free, prOud grace, she bore herself with the 
courage of one whose resolve is taken and whose peace is made. 

“ I am the woman for whom he fought,” she said to the nuixs. 
“ My place is with you.” 

Then she went to the side of his bod and kneeled there. 

“ It is I,” she said in a low voice. 

From the misty darkness of pain and delirium his senses 
struggled into life ; his eyes unclose and rested on her face, and 
had such glory in them as shone in the eyes of martyrs who saw 
the saints descend to tliem. 

He could not speak, ho could only gaze at her. 

She bent her proud head lower and lower and touched his band 
with hers. 

“ You have lost all for me. If It comfort you—am here 1 ” 
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CHAPTER XXXL 

In tlie.l)cart of the Alps of the Yalais there lies a little lake, namc-> 
less to the world, but beautiful; green meadows and woods of pine 
and beech encircle it, and above it rise the snow mountains, the 
glory nearest heaven that earth knows. 

A road winds down between the hills to Sion, but it is seldom 
traversed; the air is pure and clear as crystal, strong as wine; 
brooks and torrents tumble through a wilderncsff of ferns, the 
cattle-maiden sings on the high grass slopes, the fresh-water lisher- 
niau answers the song from his boat on the lake, deep/iown belo» 
and darkly green as emeralds are. 

The .singer, who is mute to the world for ever, li.stcns to the song 
without ]iain, for he is happy. 

His homo is here, above the shadowy water, facing the grand 
ainiihithcatre of ice and s»ow, that at d.aybre.ik .add at STinsct ll.ash 
like the rose, glow like the fires of a high alt.ar. It is an old house, 
built to resist all storms, yet open for the sun and summer. Simple, 
j'ct noble, with treasures of art and graces of colour, and the gifts 
of kings, and emperors, and cities, given in those years that are 
gone for ever to Correze. The waters w.ash its walls, the pine- 
woods shelter it from the winds, its terraces fac(! the Al])s. 

Here, when the world is remembered, it teonis but a confused 
ami foolish dream, ,a fretting fever, a madness of disordered minds 
and cal king discontent. What is the world beside Nature, and a 
love tliat. scarcely even fears death since it believes itself to bo 
immortal ? 

He. leans over the stone balustrade of his teiTace and watches 
the rose-leaves, shaken off by the wind, drop down into the green 
water far below, and float there like pink shells. On a marble 
table by him tliere lie some pages of written music, the score of an 
oiiera, with which he hopes to achieve a second fame in the king¬ 
dom of music which knows him no more. A great genius can 
never allogether rest without creation, and he is yet young enougli 
to win the ivy-crown twice over in his life. 

In the sunset light a wotn.an, with a dog beside her, comes out 
on to the terrace. She is clothed in white, her face has regained 
its early loveliness, her ey'cs,have a serious sweet luminance; on 
her life there will be always the sadness of a noble nature that has 
borne the burden of others’ sins, of a grand temper th.at has known 
the bitterness of calumny, and has given back an unjust scorn with 
a scorn just and severe; those shadows all the tenderness, the 
reverence,_ the religious homage of a man’s surjiassing love can 
never, wholly banish frrvn her. 

As with him, amidst his happiness, there will sometimes arise 
a wistful longing, not for the homage of the world, not for his old 
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hours of triumph, not for the sight of multitudes Waitiug on the 
opening of his lips, but for that magical power for ever perished, 
that empire for over lost over all the melody of earth, that joy' and 
strength of utterance, which are now for ever as dead in him as the 
song is dead in the throat of the shot bird, so upon her, for no fault 
of her own, the weight of a guilt not her own lies heavily, and llie 
ineffaceable past is like a ghost that tracks her steps; from her 
memory the pollution of her marriage never can pass away, and to 
her purity her life is for ever defiled by those dead years, wliich arc 
like millstones hung about her neck. 

She was innocent always, and yet-. When the moths have 

gnawed the ermine, no power in heaven or cartli oau make it ever 
again altogether what once it was. 

“You nfcvcr regret?” Vere says to him, as they stand together, 
and see the evening colours of glory shine on the snow summits. 

“I? llegret that I lost tjio gas-glare to live in heaven’s light! 
Can you ask such a thing ? ” 

“ Yet you lost so much, and . ” • 

“ I have forgotten what I lost. Nay, I lost nothing. I passed 
away off the world’s ear while 1 was yet great, how well that is— 
to be spared all the discontent of decadence, all the pain of dimi¬ 
nished triumphs, all the restless sting of new rivalries, all tho 
feebleness of a fame that has outlived itself—how well that is! ” 

She smiles ; that grave and tender smile which is rather from 
the eyes tlian on tho mouth. 

“ You say that because you are always generous. Yet when I 
think of -all I cost you, I wonder that you love me so well.” 

“ You wonder! That is l)ccause you cannot see yourself; 
humility blinds you, as vanity blinds other women.” 

“ They called me too proud-” 

“ Because you were not as they were; what could they under¬ 
stand of such a soul as yours ? ” 

“ Yon understand me, and God sees me—that is enough.” 

He takes her hands in hi.s, and his kiss on them has as reverent 
and knightly a grace as that with which he had bent to her feel in 
the day of Szarisla. 

What is the world to them? what is the bray and the tiiiscd 
of a mountebank’s show to those who watch tho stars and dwell 
in tho gracious silence of the everlasting lulls ? 

♦ * « » 4* 

In the bright evening light of the Spring-time at the same hour 
tho crowds go down the Boulevards of Paris. Tho black horses of 
Prince Zouroff go with them; he is sitting behind tliem alone. 
Ills face is gloomy, his eyes are sullen. On the morrow he marries 
ills old frienj.1 Jeanne, Duchesso do Sonnaz. 

Kussia, which permits no wife to plead against her hiisbaud, set 
liim free and annulled his marriage on the' testimony of servants, 
who, willing to please, and indifferent to a lie the more, or a lie tho 
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loss. Lore the false witness that they thought would be agreeable to 
tlioir lord. 

Too late he repents; too late he regrets; too late, ho thinks, as 
;ilas 1 we all think; “ Could I have my life back, I would do Other¬ 
wise ! ” 

In her own carriage, down the Avenue du Bois, drives the 
] incliosse de Sonnaz, with her children in front of her; her face is 
sparkling, her eyes are full of malice and entertainment; the Fau¬ 
bourg finds her approaching marriage with her lost Paul’s old friend 
one natural and fitting. With a satisfied soul she ,says to herself, 
as the setting sun_ gilds Paris— 

“ Avec un pexi d’espiit, on arrive d tout.” 

For marriage she docs not care, but she loves a •triumph, she 
enjoys a vengeance—she has both. • 

“ Je ferai danscr mon ours” she reficcts, as the eyes of her 
mind glance over her future. 

The I’rincess Fdlaguine drives also in her turmout of the avenue 
•and down the Champs Elysdes ; with her is her old comrade, Count 
Hchondorff, who says to her— 

“ And you alone know your brother’s divorced wife! Oh, surely, 
Nadine-” 

“ 1 know the wife of Correze; I know a very noble woman who 
was the victim of my own brother and of Jeanne,” answers the 
little Piussian lady with asperity and resolve. “ My dear Fritz, she 
bad no sin against my brother, no fault in her any where; I have 
told the Emperor the same thing, and I am not a coward, though I 
shall salute Jeanne on both cheeks to-morrow because life is a long 
hypocrisy. Yes, I know' Vera. 1 shall always love her; and 
honour her too. So docs the Duchess of Mull. She was the 
martyr of a false civilisation, of a society as corrupt as that of the 
Borgias, and far more di.shonest. She had chastity, and she had 
also courage. We, who are all poltroons, and most of us adulteresses, 
when wo find a woman like that gibbet her, pour encountger les 
autres.” 

At the .same hour Dady Dolly, too, rolls homo from Hyde Park, 
and ascends to her little fan-lined boudoir, and cries a little, prettily, 
with her old friend Adine, because she has just learned that Jura, 
poor dear Jura, has been killed in the gun-room at Camelot by the 
explosion of a ritto ho had taken down as unloaded. 

“ Everything is so dretaiful,” she says with a little sob and 
shiver. “ Only to think that I cannot know my own daughter! 
And then to have to wear one’s hair flat, and the bonnets are not 
becoming, say what they like, and the season is so stupid; and now 
lioor dear Jack has killed himself, Jeally killed himself, because 
nobody believes about that rifle being an accident, he has been so 
moros(f and -so strange for years, and his- mother comes and re¬ 
proaches me when it is all centuries ago, centuries! and I am sure 
% never did him anything but good 1 ” 
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Other ladies come in, all great ladies, and some men, all young 
men, and they have tea out of little yellow cups, and sip iced syrups, 
and sit and talk of the death at Camolot as they chatter between 
the fhnr walls with the celebrated fans hung all over them, amidst 
them the fan of Maria Teresa once sent to F61icit4. 

“She has so much to bear, and she is such a dear little 
woman! ” say all the friends of Lady Dolly. “ And it is very 
dreadful for her not to be able to know her own daughter. She 
always behaves beautifully about it, she is so kind, so sweet! But 
how can she Ifnow her, you know ?—divorced, and living out of 
the world with Correzo 1 ” 

So the moths eat the ermine; and the world kisses the leper on 
both cjieeks. 


THE END. 
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“ A greater genius for writing of the anecdotic kind few men have had. As 
ft fining any idea of the contents 0 / the book, it is quite impossible. Those who 
know hcno Dr. Doran used to write—it is sad to have to use the past tense of one of 
the snost cheerful of men^^will understand what we mean ; and those who do not 
must take it on trust from us that this is a remarkably entertaining volume"— 
Spbctator. 

Second Edition, deray 8vo, cloth gilt, with Illustrations, i8x. 

Dunraven’s The Great Divide: 

A Narrative of Travels in the Upper Yellowstone in the Summer of 
1874. By the Earl of Donraven. With Maps and numerous 
striking full-page Illustrations by Valentine W. Bromley. 

“ There has not for a long time appeared a better book of travel than Lord 
DunravetC s'The Great Divide.' . . . The book is full of clever observation, 
and both narrative and illustrations are thoroughly good." —Athbnjbum. 

Demy 8vo, cloth, i6i. 

Dutt’s India, Past and Present; 

with Minor Essays on Cognate Subjects. By Shoshee Chunder 
^ Dutt, K 4 i Bi-lhildoor. 

Crown 8v», cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 6s. 

Emanuel On Diamonds and Precious 

Stones : their History, Value, and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Reality. By Harky Ema{iubl, F.R.G.S. With 
numerous Illustrations, Tinted and Plain. 

Demy 410, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 36i. 

Emanuel and Grego.—A History of the Gold¬ 
smith's and Jeweller’s Art in all Ageaand in all Countries. By E. 
Emanuel and Joseph Grego. With numerous fine Engravings. 
_ _ _ [in pr eparation. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, ps. 6 d. 

Englishman’s Hous@, The: 

A,Practical Guide to all interested in Selecfing or Buildings House, 
with full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. 'By C. J. ^ICHAkOiON. 
Third Edition. With nearly 600 Illustrations. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 6s, pet Volume. 

Early English Poets. . 

Edited, with I&troductioDS and Annotations, by Rev, A. B, Grosart, 
Grpsari has sp*nt tki most laboritnts and ths most tnthusiasHe ears ot 
iks psrfset rtstoroHm and j^essrvation of ihs text; and it is very unlikely that 
any other edition of the Poet can ever be called tor. . . From Mr, Grosart we 
always expect and always receive theJSnal results ff most patient emd competent 
scholarsh^^’^XKya'unoL, 


I. Fletcher's(ailes, B.D.) Com* 

plete Poems: Christ’s Victorie in 
Heaven, Christ’s Victorie on Earth, 
Christ’s Triumph over Death, and 
Minor Poems. With Memoriai'In- 
troduction ^d Notes. OneVol. 


3. Berrlok’i (Robert) Heiperl- 

des, Noble Nwnbers, and Complete 
Collected Poems. With Memorial- 
Introduction and Notes, Steel Por¬ 
trait, Index of First LineiL and 
Glossarial Index,^c. Three Vols 


2. Davies’ (Sir John) Oomplete 

Poetical Works, including Psalms I. 
to L. in Verse, and other hitherto 
Unpublished MSS., for the first time 
Collected and Edited. Memorial- 
Introduction and Notes. Two Vols. 


4. Sidney’s (Sir Philip) Oom- 

plete Poetical Works, including all 
' those in “Arcadia.” With Portrait, 
Memorial-Introduction, Essay on 
the Poetryeof Sidney, and Notes. 
Three Vols. 


Folio, cloth extra, iis, 6 d, 

Examples of Contemporary Art. 

Etchings from Representative Works by living English and Foreign 
Artists. Edited, with Critical Notes, by J. Comyns Carr. 

" /i would not be easy to meet with a more sumptuous, and at the same time 
a more tasteful and instructwe drawing-room book .**— Nonconformist. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 6 s. 

Fairholt’s Tobacco: 

Its History and Associations; with an Account of the Plant and its 
Manufacture, and its Modes of Use in all Ages and Countries. By F. 
W, Fairholt, F.S.A. With Coloured Frontispiece and upwards of 
100 Illustrations by the Author. 

“ A very pleasant attd instructive history of tobacco and its associations, which 
we cordially recommend alike to the votaries and to the enemies of the much^ 
maligned but certainly not neglected weed. . . . Full of interest and in^ 
formation.'*— News. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 41. bd. 

Faraday’s Chemical History of a Candle. 

Lectures delivered to a Juvenile Audience. A New Edition. Edited 
by W. Crookes, F.C S. With numerous Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 41. 6 d. 

Faraday’s Various Forces of Nature. 

New Edition. Edited by W. Crookes, F.C.S. Numerous Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, ^s. 6 d. 

Finger-Ring Lore; 

Historical, Legendary, and AnecdoVal. ByWM.JONE.s, F.S.A, With 
Hiradreds of Illustrations of Curious Kings of ail Ages and Countries. 
f'^dne of ihfise gossipidg books which are as full of amusement as of Instruc- 
Athenaium, 
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One Shilling Monthly, mostly Illustrated. 

Gentleman’s Magazine, The, 

Kor January contained the First Chapters of a New Novel entitled 
Queen Cophetua, by R. E. Fkancillon : to be continued through¬ 
out the year. 

*,* Now ready, the Januaey to June, 1880, cloth extra, 

price 8j. 6rf.; and Cases for binding, price 21. each. 

The Gentleman’s Annual, coniainiiig one or more works of high- 
class fiction, is published every Christmas as an Extra Number of the Magazine, 
price ss. _ _ _ __ __ 

THE RUSK IN GRIMM .— Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6 j. 6 d .; 

' gilt edges, ys. (sd. 

German Popular Stories. 

Collec’ted by the Brothers Grimm, and Translated by KdgAr Taylor. 
Edited with an Introduction by John Ruskin. With 22 Illustrations 
after the inimitable designs of George Cruikshank. Both Series 
Complete. 

** The illustrations of this volume . . . arf oj quite sterling and admirahle 
art^ of a class precisely parallel in elevation to the character oJ the tales v/inh 
they illusUate; and the original etchU-fi^Sy as I iuive before said in the Appendix to 
my * Elements of Drawing* were unrivalled in masterfulness of touch since Rem¬ 
brandt (in sotne qualities of delineation.unrivalled even by him). . . . To make 
some^vhai enlarged copies of them, looking at them thp'ough a magnifying glass, 
and never putting two lines where Crutkshauk has put only one, would be an exer‘ 
cise in decision and severe drawing which would leave after ivards lit lie to be learnt 
tn schools**—Extractfrom Ittiroduciion by John Ruskin. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Glenny’s A Year’s Work in Garden and 

Greenhouse: Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the 
Management of the Fiower, Fruit, and Frame Gaiden. By George 
Gi.knny. 

“ A t’lrat deot of vahiahle information, conveyed in very simple language, /".■ 
amatenr ’"■’ed not loidt fora better e nioel^. —I.HRUS Mrkcukv. 

New and C lieaimr Edition, demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, yr.Oi/. 

Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, 

IJescribcd from Antique Monuments. By,.ERNST Guile and W. 
Koner. Translated from the Third German Edition, and Edited by 
Ur. F. Huekfkr. With 545 Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, js. 6d. 

Greenwood’s Low-Life D^eps: 

An Account of the Strange Fish to be found there. By James Green¬ 
wood. With Illustrations in tint by Alfred Concanen. *' 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, js. td. 

Greenwood’s Wilds? of London: 

Descriptive Sketches, from Personal Observations and Expmience, of 
Remarkable Scenes, People, and Places in London. ByJ^MEs Green¬ 
wood. With 12 Tinted Illustrations by Alfred Concanen. 
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Square i6tno (Tauchnitz size), cloth extra, ai. per volume. 


Golden Library, The; 

Ballad History of England.’ By 

W. C. Bbnnktt. 

Bayard Taylor’s Diversions of 

tlie Echo Club. 

Byron’s Don Juan. 

Emerson’s Letters and Social 

Aim.'?. 

Godwin’s CWilliam) Lives of 

tlic Necromancers. 

Holmes’s Autocrat of the 

HreaWast Table. With an Introduc¬ 
tion by G. A. Sala. 

Holmes’s Professor at the 

Breakfast Table. 

Hood’s WMms and Oddities. 

Complete. With all the original Il¬ 
lustrations. 

Irving's (Washington) Tales of 

I Traveller. j 

Irving’s (Washington) Tales of I 

the Alhambra. j 

Jesse’s (Edward) Scenes and 

Occupations of Country Life. 

Lamb’s Essays of Elia. Both 

Series Complete in One Vol. 

Leigh Hunt’s Essays : A Tale 

for a Chimney Corner, and other 
I'ieces. With Portrait, and Introduc¬ 
tion by Edmund Oj.i.ikr. 


Mallory’s (Sir Thomas) Mort 

d’Arthur: The Stories of King Arthur 
and of the Knights of tlie Round 
Table. Edited by B. Mon’^gombrib 
Ranking. 

P asoal’ a Provincial lietters, h 
New Translation> with Historical In¬ 
troduction and Notes, by T. M^Crik, 
D.D. 

Pope’s Poetical ‘^orks. Com¬ 
plete. 

Rochefoucauld’s Maxims and 

Moral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Sainth- 
Beuve. 

St. Pierre’s Paul and Virginia, 

and I’he Indian Cottage. Edited, 
with Life, by the Rev. E. Clarke. 
Shelley’s Early Poems, and 
Queen Mab, with Essay by Leigh 
Hunt. 

Shelley’s Later Poems : Laon 

and Cythna, &c. 

Shelley's Posthumous Poems, 

the Shelley Papers, &c. 

Shelley’s Prose Works, includ¬ 
ing A Refutation of Deism, Zastiozzi, 
Ht. Irvyne, &c. 

White’s Natural History of Sel- 

borne. Edited, •w’ith additions, by 
Thomas HKt>wN, K.L.S. 


Crown 8vo, cloth gilt and gilt edges, js. 6 d. 

Golden Treasury of Thought, The: 

An Kncvcl()I',i-;i)ia oh' Quotations from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Sclectf.'.d and Edited by Theodoke Tayi.oh. 

targe 4to, with 14 fac-simile Plates, price One Guinea. 

Grosvenor Gallery Illustrated Catalogue. 

Winter Exhibition (1877-^78) of Drawings by the Old Masters and 
Water-Colour Drawings by Deceased Artists of the Eritish School, 
With a Critical Introduction by J. Comyns Carr. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 41. 6(4 

Guypt’s Earth and Man; 

. or. Physical Geography in its Relation to the History of Mamkind. 
• With Additions by Professors Agassiz, . Pierce, and Gray ; 12 Maps 
and Engravings on Steel, some Coloured, and copious Index, 
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Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by: 

Maiden ncstasy. Small 4to, cloth extra, 8r. 

New Symbols. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6.f. 

Legends of the Morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6 s. 

Medium 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, yr. 6d. 

Hall’s(Mrs. S. C.)Sketches ofirish Character. 

With numerous. Illustrations on Steel and Wood by Maclise, Gil¬ 
bert, Harvey, and G. Cruiksuank. 

*'The Irish Sketches of this lady resemble Miss Miiford's beautiful Etiglish 
sketches in ‘ Our V^lage* but they are far more vigorous and picturesque atid 
Blackwood’.s Magazine. 

Post 8vo, cioth extra, 41. ; a few large-paper copies, half-Roxb., lOJ. 

Handwriting, The Philosophy of. 

By Don Felix DE.SALAMANt;A. With 134 Facsimiles of Signatures. 

Haweis (Mrs.), Works by; 

The Art of Dress, lly Mrs. II. R. Haweis, Author of The 
Art of Beamy," &c. Illustrated by the Author. Small 8vo, illustrated 
cover, 1J1.; cloth limp, is. 6d. 

**A well-considered attempt to apply canons of good taste to the costumes 
of ladies of our time. .... Mrs. Haweis writes frankly and to the 
pointf she does not mince matters^ but boldly remonstrates with her envn sex 

OH the follies they indulge in . We may recommend the book to the 

ladies whom it concerns,’*— 

The Art of Beauty. By Mrs. II. R. Haweis, Author of 

“Chaucer for Children.” Square 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, gilt edges, with 
Coloured Frontispiece and nearly loo Illustrations, los. 6^. 

Vols, I. and II., demy 8vo, izf. each. 

History of Our Own Times, from the Accession 

of Queen Victoria to the Berlin Congress. By J ustin McCarthy. 

** Criticism is disarmed before a composition which provokes littlebut afprot'al. 
This is a really good book on a really interesting subject^ and words piled on words 
could say no moic for it. . . . Such is the effect of its general justice, its breadth 
of view, and its sparkling buoyancy, that very few oftt\ readers will close these 
volumes without looking forward with interest to the two that are to follow 
Saturday Review. * 

VolB. III. and IV., completing the work, will be ready Immediately. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $s. 

Hobhouse’s The Dead Hand: 

Addres-ses on the subject of Endowments and Settlements of Propcfty. 
By Sir Arthur Hobhouse, Q.C., K.C.S.I. 

Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, as. 6d. 

Holmes’s The Science of Voice Production 

and'Voice Preservation : A Popular Manual for the Usepf SpedkeTs 
and Singers. By Gordon Holmes, L.R.C.P.E. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 41. 6rf. 

Hollingshead’s (John) Plain English. 

“ / anticipate immense enieriainmenffrom the perusal of Mr, nolHngshead's 
* Plain English^ vikich I imagined to be a philological work^ hut which I find lo 
be a series of essajfs, in the Hollingsheadian or Sledge-Hammer styU\ on those 
matters theatrical with which he is so eminently conversant .-*'—CJ. A. S. in the 
li.i.usTR,^Eij London News. _ 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7J. 6 d, 

Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works,* 

In Prose and Verse. Including the Cream of the Comtc Annualt. 
With Life of the Author, Portrait, and Two Hundrod Illustrations. 

Square crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6 j. 

Hood’s (Tom) Prom Nowhere to the North 

Pole : A Noah’s Ark®ological Narrative. With 25 Illustrations by 
W. Brunton and E. C. Barnes. 

“ The amusing letterpress is profusely interspersed with the jin filing rhymes 
which children love and learn so easily. Messrs. Brunton and Barnet do full 
justice to the writer's meaning^ and a pleasanter result of the harmonious cO’ 
operation of author and artist could not be desired.'* —Times. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, ^s. 6d, 

Hook’s (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works, 

including his Ludicrous Adventures, Bons-mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. 
With a new Life of the Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7^. 

Horne’s Orion: 

An Epic Poem in Three Books. By Richard Hrngist Horne. 
With a brief Commentary by the Author. With Photographic Portrait 
from a Medallion by Summers. Tenth Edition. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. bd. 

Howell’s Conflicts of Capital and Labour 

Historically and Economically considered. Being a History and 
Review of the Trade Unions of Great Britain, showing their Origin, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in their Political, Social, Eco¬ 
nomical, and Industrial Aspects. By George Howell. 

" Thithook is an attempt, and on the whole a successjul attempt, to place the 
work of trade unions in the past, and their objects in the future, fairly before the 
public from the working man's point of viewl^PALh Mall Gazette, 

Demy Syo, cloth extra, lat. 6d. 

Hueffer’s The Troubadours: 

A History of Provencal Life and Literature in the Middle Ages. By 

Francis Hoeffer._ _ 

Two Vols. 8vo, with 5a Illustrations ind Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 14,. 

Josephus, Th,e Complete Works of. 

■ TranslatSd by Whiston. Contaising both " The Antiquities of the 
jews" and “The Wars of the Jews." .. 
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A New Edition, Revised and partly Re-written, with several New 
Chapters and Illustrations, crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^s. fd. 

Jennings’ The Rosicrncians: 

Their Rites and Mysteries. With Ch^ters on the Ancient Fire and 
Serpent Worshippers. By Hargrave Jennings. With Five full- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illustrations. 

One ofikosi volumes which may be taken up and dipped into at randomfor half’ 
^an’haur^s reading^ or, on the other hand, appealed to by the student as a source oj 
valuable information ^ a system which has not only exercised for hundreds of years 
an extraordinary influence on the mental development of so shre^vd a people as the 
ye7vs, but has captivated the minds of some of the greatest thinkers of Christendom 
in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries Mercury. 


Small 8vo, cloth, full gilt, gilt edges, with Illustrations, 6j. 

Kavahaghs’ Pearl Fountain, 

And other Fairy Stories. By Bridget and Julia Kavanagh. With 
Thirty Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith. 

** Genuine new fairy stories of the old type, some of them as delightful as the 
best of Grimm's * German Popular Stories.* .... For the most part the 
t^.ories are do^vnriefiU thorough-going fairy stories of the most admirable kind. 

. , . Mr. Moyr Smitiis illustrations, too, are Spectator. 

Crown 8vo, illustrated boards, with numerous Plates, 2.?. 6 d. 

Lace (Old Point), and How to Copy and 

Imitate it. By .Daisy Waterhouse Hawkins. With 17 Illustra¬ 
tions by the Author. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, lor. 6if. 

Lamb (Mary and Charles): 

Their I’ocms, Letters, and Remains. With Reminiscences and Notes 
by W. Cakew Hazi.itt. With Hancock's Portrait of the F,.ssayist, 
Facsimiles of the Title-pages of the rare First Editions of Lamh's and 
Coleridge's Works, and numerous Illustrations. 

” Very many fassaget will delight those fond of literary trifles i hardly any 
fortionwill fail in interest for lovers of Charles Lamb and his sister."—^-rnn-DKiiVt. 

Small 8vo, cloth extra, sr. 

Lamb’s Poetry for Children, and Prince 

Dorii.s. Carefully Reprinted from unique copied. 

The quaint and delightful little hook, over the recot>ery of which alKhe henrif 
0/ his lovers are yet warm with rejoicing.*’—-A. C. Swinburne. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Portraits, js.td. 

Lamb’s Complete Works, « 

In Prose and Verse, reprinted from the Original Editions, with many 
Pieces hitherto unpublished. Edited, with Notes and Introduction, 
by R. H. Shepherd. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of a Page 
of the ” Essay on Roast 

** A complete edition of Lamh's writings, in prose and verse, has long been 
wanted, ^nd is now supplied. The editor appears to have taken gre^t pains 
to bring iogethcr Lamb's scattered conirihutmts, and kis collection contacts' a 
number of pieces which are now reproduced for the fi*st time since their original 
appearant e in various oldpctiodiials," —SatukdaV Kkv’ikw. 
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Demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Maps and Illustrations, i8j. 

L'amont’s Yachting in the Arctic Seaa; 

or, Notes of Five Voyages of Sport and Discovery in the Neighboui- 
hood of Spitzbeigen and Novaya Zemlya. By James Lamont, 
F.R.G.S. With numerous full-pdge Illustrations by Dr. Livesay. 

** After wading through numberless volutnes of icy /tctiout concocted narrativet 
and spurious biography of Arctic voyagers^ it is pleasant to meet with a real and 
genuine volume^ . , , He sJunus much tact in recounting his adventures, and 
they are so interspersed with anecdotes and information as to make them anythii^ 
but weartsome. * . . The book, as a whole, is the molt important addition 
made to our Arctic literature for a 47 «^//W.”—ATHENifiUM. 

Crown 8vo, clodi, full gilt, ^5, 6d, * 

Latter-Day Lyrics: 

Poems of Sentiment and Reflection by Living Writers : selected and 
arranged, with Notes, by W. DaVbnpokt Aijams. With a Note on 
some Foreign Forms of Verse, by Austin Dobson. 

Crown 8vo, elotlr, full gilt, 6 j. 

Leigh’s A Town Garland. 

By Henry S. Leigh, Author of “ Carols of Cockayne.’* 

“//■Afr. Leigh's verse survive to a future generation—and there is no reason 
why that honour should not be accorded pr&du<. Hons so delicate, so finished, and iO 
full of huniour-^their author will probably be remembered as the Poet of tl$ 
Strand, .... Very whimsically does Mr, Leigh treat the subjects which com¬ 
mend themselves to him. His verse is always admirable in rhythm, and his 

rhymes are happy enough to deserve a pLice by the best of Barham . The 

entire contents of ike volume are equally notexoorthy for humour and for dainti¬ 
ness of workmatishipP —Atiikn/V:um. 

Second Editioim.—C rown 8 vo. cloth extra, with Illustrations, ioj. 

Leisure-Time Studies, chiefly Biological. 

By Andrew Wilson, Ph.D., Lecturer on Zoology and Comparative 
Anatomy in the Edinburgh Medical School. 

“// is well when we can take up the work of a really qualified investigator, 
who in the intervals of his more serious professional labours sets himself to impart 
knowledge in such a simple and elementary form as may attract and imtruct, 
with no danger of misleading the tyro in natural science. Suck a work is this 
little volume, made up of essays and addresses ivritien and dclwered by Dr. 
Andrew Wilson, lectureg and examituir in udence at Edinburgh and Glasgow, at 
leisure internals in a busy professional life. . . . Dr. Wilson's pages teem with 

matter ^mttlaiing to a lualthy love of science and a reverence for the truths 
e? «<*/«r^.”--SATURDAY RbVIBW. _ 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, yr. 

Life in London;. 

, or. The History of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian Tom. With the 
whole of Ckuikshank's Illustrations, in Colours, after the Originals. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 

Lights on the Way: 

Seme Tales within a Tale. By the latej. H. Alexander, B.A. 
Edited,, with an* Explanatory FJote, by H. A. Page, Author of 
'■Thoreau: A Study." 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, js. (>d. 

Longlellow’s Complete Prose Works. 

Including “Outre Mer," “Hyperion," " Kavanagh," “The Poets 
and Poetry of Europe," and " Driftwood." With Portrait and lUus- 
tra tions by Valentine Beomley. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, ^s. 6d. 

.Longfellow’S Poetical Works. 

Carefully Repijnted from the Original Editions. With numerous 
fine Illustrations o n Steel and Wood. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 51. 

Lunatic Asylum, My Experiences in a. 

By a.S ane Patient. 

*' Thi story is clever and ittieretHngs sad beyond measure though the subject 
be» There is no personal bitterness, and no violence or anger. ^Aateifer may 
have been the evidence /or our author^s madness when he was consigned to an 
asylum, nothing can he. clearer than his sanity when he wrote this hook; it is 
bright, calm, and to the Spectator. 

Demy 8vo, with Fourteen full-page Plates, cloth boards, i8j. 

Lusiad (The) of Camoens. 

Translated into English Spenserian verse by Robert Ferenou Duff, 
Knight Commander of the Portuguese Royal Order of Christ. 

Macquoid (Mrs,), Works by: 

In the Ardennes. Ily Katharine S. MAoyuoii). With 

numerous fine Illustrations by Thomas R. MACfjuoin. TJuifonn with 
Picture.s and Legends," Sq. 8vo, cloth extra, xos.Od. \Jn prejaraiioH. 

Pictures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. By 
Katharine S. MAC()non>. With numerous Illustrations by Thoma.s R. 
Mac(JU 01D. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, xos. (d. 

•* Mr, and Mrs. Macquoid have been strolling in Normandy and Brittany, 
and the result of their obsen/ations and researches in that picturesque land 
of romantic associations is an attractive volume, which is neither a work of 
travel nor a collection of stories, but a book partaking almost in equal degree 
oj etich of these characters. . . . The illustratioHs, which are numerous 
are drawn, as a rule, with remarkable delicacy as well as with true artistic 
feeling.*^'—hiKiVi News. 

Through Normandy. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With 

90 Illustrations by 'J*. R. Macquoid. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 7.V. 6rf. 

One of the few hooks which can be read as a piece of literatur^fwkilst at 
the same time handy in iheknapsackf-^MmTisu Quarteri.v Review. 
Through Brittany. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With 

numerous Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid. Square 8vo, cloth 
extra, js. td. ' 

** The pleasant companionship which Mrs. Macquoid offers, while wander- 
ingfrom one point of interest to another, seems to throw a renewed charm 
around each oft-depicted scene .**— Morning Post. 

Crown 8vo, cloth ext«i, with Illustrations, 2s. 6d, 

Madre Natura v. The Moloch of Fashion. 

By'LuKE Limner. With 3a Illustiations by the Authpr, FcRiKTH 
Edition, revised and enlarged. 
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Handsomely printed in facsimile, price y, 

lAagxia Cb.axta. 

An exact Facsimile of the Original Document in the British Museum, 
printed on fine plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 3 feet wide, with the 
Arms an d Seals embl^n^ in Gold and Coloum. 

Small 8vo, 13.; cloth extra, 13. id. 

Milton’s The Hygiene of the Skin. 

A Concise Set of Rules for the Management of the Skin ; with Direc¬ 
tions for Diet, Wines, Soaps, Baths, &c. By f. L. Milton, Senior 
Surgeon to St. John's Hospital. 

By the same Authok. 

The Batyn Diseases of the Skin. Sm. 8yo^ cl. extra^r.fia'. 

Mallock’s (W. H.) Works: 

Is Life Worth Living? By William IIurrell Mallock. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, j2s. 6 d, 

“ This deefily interesting volume* .... litis the most powerful vin¬ 
dication of religion^ both natural and revealed^ that has appeared since Bishop 
Butler wrotet attd is much more useful than either the Analogy or the Ser¬ 
mons of that great divine^ as a refutation of the peculiar form assumed by 
the infidelity of the present day, .... Deeply philosopkical as the book 
/'j, there is not a heas>y page in it. The voriter is * possessed,* so to speak, 
•with his great subject, has sounded its depths, surveyed it in all its extent^ 
and brought to bear on it all the resources of a vivid, rich, and impassioned 
style, as •well as an adequate acquaintance •with the science, the philosophy, 
and the literature of the day,**^lRisH Daily News. 

The New Republic; or, Culture, Kaith, and Philosophy in an 
EnglLsh Country Hou.se, By William Hurrell Mallock. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6 s. Also a Chbaf Edition, in the " Mayfair Library,” at 2s. 6d, 
The New Paul and Virginia ; or, Positivism on an Island. By 
Wn MAM HuKftEi.L Mallock. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^s. bd. Also a 
Chkai* Edition, in the “ Mayfair Library,” at 2s. bd. 

Poema. By William Hurkell Mallock. Small 4to, bound 

in parchment, 8f. _' 

Mark Twain’s Works: 

The Choice Works of Mark Twain. Revised and Corrected 

throughout by the Author. With Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustra¬ 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. bd. 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. By Mark Twain. With 
One Hundred^llustrations. Small 8vo, cloth extra, /r. 6ff. Cheat Edition, 
illustrated boards, ar. 

A Pleasure Trip on the Continent of Europe: The Innocents 

Abroad, and The New Pilgrim’s Progress. By Mark Twain. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2.1. 

An Idle Excursion^ and other Sketches. By Mark Twain, 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2S. 

A Tramp Abroad. By Mark Twain. Two Vols., cr. 8vo, 21s. 

“ The fun and tenderness of the conception, of •which no living man but 
Mark Twain is capable, its grace and fantasy and slytiq^s. the wonderful 
feeling for animals that is manifest^n every line, make oj all this episode of 
Jim Baker atui his joys a piece (f •work that is not only delightful as mere 
fading, but also of a high degree of merit us literature. . . . J'lu' book is 

full oftgood things, and contains pi^ssages and episodes that are equal to the 
funniest of those that have gone before .**— AthknAvum. 
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Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2S, (>d, per vol. 

Mayfair Library, The: 

The New Bepubllo. By W. II. ' Funiana. By the Hon. Hugh 

Mallocic. Rowlky. 

The New Paul and Virginia. More Punlana. By the Hon. 

By W. H. Mali-ock. Hugh Rowley. 

The True History of Joshua Puck on Pegasus. By H. 
‘ Davidson. By E. I.ynn Linton. I Cholmondelev-Pknne'.l. 

Old Stories Ee-tol(J. By Walter | Muses of Mayfair. Edited by 

Thoknbury. i H. CholmondkIvEy-Pennull. 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims. | Gastronomy as a Fine Art By 

IJy H. A. Pack. ^ | Brillat-Savarin. 

By Stream and' Sea. By WiL- i Original Plays. By W. S. Gil. 

LIAM 5>KNk)K. ! BKRT. 

Jeuxd’Esprit. Edited by Henry 1 Carols of Cockayne. By Henry 

S. Leigh. ‘ S. Leigh. 

■*** Oihi'r Volumes are in preparation. 

New Novels. 

NEW NOVEL r.Y MEN LYNN LINTON. 

WITH A SILKEN THEEAD, and other Stories. By K. 
Lynn Linton. Thice Vols.. crown Kvo, 

OUIDA'S NFAV NOVEL. 

PIPISTEELLO, and other Stoiies. By Ouil)/. Cionii Svo, 

cloth c.’ctra, »o.r. (d. 

CIIAKLliS ailSBON'S NKU' NOJ'EL. 

IN PASTURES GREEN, .and other Su.ries. By CllARi.ES 

Ciir.i’.ttN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, i<ij. 6r'. ^hi the press, 

Nf.w and Chkai’ER Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, ys, Od. 

UNDER ONE ROOF. Uy James Payn. 

New and Chk.wfJs' Eiin ion, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. Cd. 

THE SEAMY SIDE. l!y the Authors of “ The Golden Biitter- 
tly,’’ “'J’hc Munks of Tlieleina,” 4 tc. 

NEW NOVEL BV JUINAN HA WE/IOENE. 

A LOVER IN SPITE OF HIMSELF, and KILDHURM’S 

OAK. By Ji i.iAN H.-\wthoknk. ^ iNcaHy lu-ady. 

.I/A’. ERANCII.LON'S NEW NOVEL. 

QUEEN COPHETUA. By K. 1 C. Fkancillon. ThrreVols., 

ciDwn Bvo \^ln prepnuitiou, 

yAMKS PAVN'S NEW NOVEL. 

A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. B) James J’ayn. With 12 

lllu.slratioiis l>y Aktui r UdI’Kins. 'J’hree Vols., crown Svo. 

[/« prepay aVon, 

MRS, IJVNTLH NEW NOVEL. 

THE LEADEN CASKET. By Mrs. Alfked W. Hunt. 

Three Vols., crown Svo. [Inpreparation. 

NEW NOVEL nv MRS. LINTON, « 

TriE REBEL OP THE FAMILY. By E. Lyhn LinVoK. 

'i hree VoU., crowii Svo. \_Jh preparation. 
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Small 8vo, cloth limp, witb< Illustrations, as. td. 

Miller’s Physiology for the Young; 

Or, The House of Life: Human Physiology, with its Applications to 
the Preservation of Health, For use in Closes and Popular Reading, 
With numerous Illustrations, By Mrs, F, Fenwick Miller. 

"An admirable inireductim ta a subject which all who value health and eujry 
life should have at theirfingers' ffwrff.”—E cho. 

Square 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, gj. 

North Italian Folk. 

By Mrs. CoMYNS Carr. Illustrated by Randolph Caldecott. 

A dflight/nlbook, of a kind which is far too rare. If anyone ivants to really 
kno7v the North Italian folk, we can honestly advise him to omit the journey, and 
sit down to read Mrs, Carr's pages instead. % . . Description with Mrs. Carr 
is a real gift, ... It is rarely that a hook is so happily illustrated 

TEMPORARY REVIEW. ‘ _ 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Vignette Portraits, price 6 j. per Voi. 

Old Dramatists, The: 

Ben Jonson’s Works. i by Algernon Cuari.ks Swinuurnk, 

With Notes, Critical and Explanatory, 1 rauslations of the Iliad 

and a Biojjrapliical Memoir by Wil- Odyssey. 

MAM Gifford. Edited by Colonel MarloWO S WorkS. 

Cunningham. Three Vols. Including his Tr.mslations. Edited, 

with Notes and Introduction, by Coi. 
Chapman’s Works. Cunningham. One Vol. 

Now First Collected. Complete in MaSSillg6r 8 PlayS. 

'PhrccVols. Vol. 1. contains the Plays From the Text of William Gifford. 

complete, including the ilmibiful onc.s; With the addition of ilie 'IVagcdy of 

Vol-11. the l\)cms and Minor Trans- 1 ** Believe as you List.** Kdilcd by 

lations, with an Introductory Essay ' Col, Cunningham. One Vol. 

Crown 8vo, red cloth extra, Sf. each. 

Ouida’s Novels.—Library Edition. 

Held in Bondage. ByOinoA. j Dog of Flanders. ByOuiiM. 
Strathmore. By Ouida. ' Fasoarel. By Ouida. 

Chandos. By Odida. Two Wooden Shoes. By Ouida. 

Under Two Flags. By Ouida. Signa. By Ouida. 

Idalla. By Ouida. In a Winter City, By Ouida. 

Cecil Oastlemaine., By Ouida. Ariadne. By Ouida. 

Triootrin. By Ouida. Friendship. By OitiuA. 

Puck.* By Ouida. Moths. By Ouida. 

Folle Pdrine. By Ouida. 

*,• Also a Cheap Edition of all but the last, post 8vo, illustrated boards, 
at Sts. e.ach. * 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, is. td. 

Parliamentary Procedure, A Popular Hand¬ 
book of. By Henry W. Lucy 
C rown 8vo, cloth extra, with Portrait and Illustrations, js. 6d. 

Poe’s Choice Prose and Poetical Works? 

■ With Baudelaire’.s "Essay.” * 
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Crown 8vo, carefully printed on creamy paper, and tastefully bound 
m cloth for the Library, price y. 6 <l. each. 

Piccadilly Novels, The. 

Papular ^tarkti bp Sc^t ^ut^ariS. 
READT-MONET MORTrBOT. By W. Besant and James Rice. 
MT LITTLE OIRL. By W. Besant and James Rice. 

THE CASE OF MR. L 0 ORAPT. By W. Besant and James Rice. 
THIS SON OP VULCAN, By W. Besant and James Rice. 
WITH HARP AND CROWN. By W. Besant and James Rice. 

THE GOLTiEN BUTTERFLY. By W. Besant and James Rice. 
With a Frontispiece by F. S. Walkki^. 

BY CELIA'S ARBOUR. By W. Besant and James Rice. 

THE MONKS OP fHELEMA. By W. Besant and James Rice. 
'TWAS IN TRAFALGAR’S BAY. By W. Besant & James Rice. 
THE SEAMY SIDE. By Wai.'im; Besant and James Rice. 
ANTONINA. ' By Wilkie Collins. Illustrated by Sir J. Gilbert 

and Alprrd Concanhn, 

BASIL. By Wilkie Collins. Illustrated by Sir John Gilbert 

and J. Mahoney. 

HIDE AND SEEK. By Wilkie Collins. Illustrated by Sir 

John Oiluert and J. Mahoney. 

THE DEAD SECRET. By Wilkie Collins. Illustrated by Sir 
John Gilbert and If. Fhkniss. 

QUEEN OP HEARTS. By Wilkie Collins. Illustrated by Sir 

John Gilbert and A. Concanhn. 

MY MISCELLANIES. By Wilkie Collins. With Steel For. 

tr.Ltt. and Illustrations l)y A, Concankn. 

THE WOMAN IN WHITE. By Wilkie Collins. Illustrated 

by Sir J. Gilbert and F. A. B'kaser. 

THE MOONSTONE. By WiLKiE Collins.' Illustrated by G. 
Du Maurier and F. A. Fraser. 

MAN AND WIPE. By Wilkie Collins. Illust. by Wm. Small. 

POOR MISS PINCH. By WiLKiE Collins. Illustrated by G. 
Du Maurier and Edwarh Huhhes. , 

MISS OR MRS. P By Wilkie Collins. Illustrated by S. L. 

Filhhs and Henry Woods. ” 

THE NEW MAGDALEN. By Wilkie Collins. lUustrated by 
G. Du Maukikr and C. S. Rhini^akt. 

THE FROZEN DEEP. By Wilkie Collins. Illustrated by G. 

Du M.>uRiRKand J. Mahonky. ' „ 

THE LAW AND THE LADY. By Wilkie ColliiSs. Illus¬ 
trated by S. L. Fildes and Sydney Hall. 
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Eiccadilly continued . 

THE TWO DESTINIES. By WiLKiK Collins. 

THE HAUNTED HOTEL. By Wilkie Collins. Illustrated by 

Arthur Hoi'kins. 

THE FALLEN LEAVES. By Wilkie Collins. 

DECEIVERS EVER. By Mrs. II. Lovett Camera n. 

JULIET’S GUARDIAN. By Mrs. II. Lovett Cameron. Illus¬ 

trated by Vai.hntine Bromley. 

FELICIA. By M. Bktham-Edwards. Frontispiece by W. Bowles. 
OLYMPIA. By R. E. Francii.lon. 

GARTH. By Julian Hawthorne. 

IN LOVE AND WAR. By Charles OinnoN. 

WHAT WILL THE WORLD SAY ? By Cuari.es GiisnoN. 

FOR THE KING. By Charles Gibuon. 

IN HONOUR BOUND. By Charles Giubon. 

UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE. By Thomas Hardy. 
THORNICROFT’S MODEL. By Mrs. A. W. Hunt. 

FATED TO BE FREE. By Jean Ingelow. 

THE QUEEN OF CONNAUGHT. By Harriett Jay. 

THE DARK COLLEEN. By Harriett Jay. 

NUMBER SEVENTEEN. By Henry Kingsley. 

OAKSHOTT CASTLE. By Henry Kingsley. With a Frontis- 

piece by Shirlky Hodson. 

THE 'WORLD WELL LOST. By E. Lynn Linton. lUustrated 

by J. Lawson and Uenky French. 

THE ATONEMENT OP LEAM DtTNDAS. By E. Lynn 

Linton. With a Frontispiece by Henry Woods. 

PATRICIA KEMBALL. By E. Lynn I.inton. With a Frontis- 

piece by G. Du Maakier. 

THE WATERDALE NEIGHBOURS. By Justin McCarthy. 
MY ENEMY'S DAUGHTER. By JusTiN McCarthy. 
LINLEY ROCKFORD. ,By Justin McCarthy. 

A FAIR SAXON. By Justin McCarthy. 

DEAR LADY DISDAIN. By Justin McCarthy. 

MISS MISANTHROPE. By Justin McCarthy. Illustrated by 

Arthur Hopkins. 

LOSJ «OSE. By Katharine S. Macquoid. 

THE EVIIJ EYE, and other Stories. By Katharine S. Mac- 

QUoiD. Illustrated by Thomas R. Mac<ju(>iu and Fkkcy Macquoid. 
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Piccadilly ’Hoveis— continued. 

OPENl "SESAME 1 By Florencb Marryat. Illustrated fey 

F. A. Fraser. 

TOUCH AND GO. By Jean Middlemass. 

WHITELADIES. By Mrs. Oliphant. With Illustrations by A, 

Hopkins and H, Woods. 


THE BEST OP HUSBANDS. By James Payn. Illu.strated by 

J. Movr Smith. . 

FALLEN POKTUNES. By James Payn. 

HAL VES. By James Payn. With a Frontispiece by J. Mahoney. 
WALTER’S WORD. By James Payn. Illust. by J. Moyr .Smith. 
WHAT HE COST HER. By James Payn. 

LESS BLACK THAN WE’RE PAINTED. By James Payn. 
BY PROXY. By James Payn. Illustrated by Arthur Hopkins. 
UNDER ONE ROO F. IJy J A M Es P AY N. 

HER MOTHER’S DARLING. By Mrs. J. II. RinnEU,. 
BOUND TO THE WHEEL. By John Saunders. 

GUY WATERMAN. By John Saunders. 

ONE AGAINST THE WORLD. By John Saunders. 

THE LION IN THE PATH. By John Saunders. 

THE WAY WE LIVE NOW. By Anthony TRoi.LnuE. Illust. 
THE AMERICAN SENATOR. By Anthony Trollope. 
DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND. By T. A. Trollope. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 

Popular Novels, Cheap Editions of. 

[WiLKiB Collins’ Novels ami Uhsant and Rice’s Novels may also be bad in 
cloth limp at M. 6 d. See, too, the 1’iccaoii.lv Novels, /or Lthrnry Editions.'] 

Maid, Wife, or Widow? By I By Celia’s Arbour. I!y Walter 

Mrs. ALicxA.NnHR. ! JliLSANT ami' Iames Kick. 


Keady-Money Mortiboy. By i 
Walter Resant and James Rice. | 
The Golden Butterfly. By Au¬ 
thors of " Ready-Money Mortiboy.” 

This Sonof Vuloan.By the same. 
My Little Girl. By the same. 
The Case of Mr. Luoraft By 
Authors of ”Ready-MoneyMortiboy.” 
With Harp and Crown. By 

Autboraof ‘ ‘Rcady-M oneyMortiboy.” 

The Monks of Thelema. I 5 y 

Walter Besant and James Rice. 


’Twas in Trafalgar’s Bry. By 
Walter Hesant and James Rice. 
Juliet’s Guardian. By Mrs. IT. 
Lovett Cameron. 

Surly 'Tim. By K. IT. Burnett. 
The Cure of Souls. By M/ic- 

LARFN CoiIllAN. 

The Woman In White. By 

Wilkie Collins. 

Antonina. By WilkieC^li.ins. 
Basil, By Wilkie Coi.lino. 
Hide and Seek. By the same. 
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, PopuLAK. Novels— contimud. 
The Queen of Hearts. By 

WiLKiK Collins. 

The Dead Secret, By the same. 
My Miscellanies. By the same. 
The Moonstone. By the same. 
Man and "Wife. By the same. 
Poor Miss Pinch. By the same. 
Miss or Mrs. P By the same. 
TheNewMagdalen. By lliesame. 
The Frozen Deep. By the same. 
The Law and the Lady. By 

W1I.KIK COLLIN.S. 

The Two Destinies. By Wilkie 

Collins. . 

The Haunted Hotel. ByW ilk us j 

Collins. 

Roxy. By Edward Eggleston. 
Felicia. M. Betham-Edwards. 
Filthy Lucre. By Alhany de 
Fonulanouk. 

Olympia. J!y R. E. P'rancillon. j 
Dick Temple. By James j 

(iKKIiNWCMJU. I 

Under the Greenwood Tree. I 

J.Jy Tiioma.s Hakdy. j 

An Heiress of Red Dog. By 

IlKltT IIaKTK. 

The Luck of Roaring Camp. 

lly liKKT IIaKTE. 

Gabriel Conroy. Bret Haute. 
Fated to be Free. By Jean 
I ngelow. 

Confidence. By IfE.VKY James, 
The Queen of Connaught. By 

Hakkiett Jav. 

The Dark Colleen. By Uak> 

KiETT Jay. 

Jtonber Seventeen. By Henry 
Kingsley. 

Oakshott Castle. By the same. 
Patricia Kemball. By Ph Lynn 

l.iN’iaiN. 

.Th^AtonamentofDeamDundas 

By E. Lynn 'Linton. 


The World Well Ldht. By E. 
Lynn Linton. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

ljyJu.sTiN McCarthy. 

My Enemy’s Daughter. By 

Justin SIcCakthy. • 

Linley Rochford. By the same. 
A Pair Saxon. By the same. 
DearLadyDisdain. By the same. 
Miss Misanthrope, ^liy Justin 
McCarthy. 

Lost Rose. By Kath vrine S. 

Macoi.'oii). 

TheEvUEye. ByPLATHARlNE 
S. Macijuoiu. 

Open! Sesame! By Florence 
Maeryat. 

Whiteladies. Mrs. Olipiiant. 
Held in Bondage. By Ouida. 
Strathmore. By Ouida. 
Chandos. By Ouida. 

Under Two Flags. By Ouida. 
Idalia. By Ouida. 

Cecil Castlemaine. By Ouida. 
Tricotrin. By O'.uda. 

Puck. By Ouida. 

Folle Parine. By Ouid.a. 

Dog of Flanders. By Ouida. 
Pascarel. By Ouida. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. By 
Ouida. 

Signa. By Ouida. 

In a Winter City. By Ouida. 
Ariadne. By Ouida. 

Fallen Fortunes. ByJ. P.ayn. 
Halves. By James Payn. 

What He Cost Her. By ditto. 
By Proxy. J!y James 1‘ayn. 

tess Black than We're Painted. 
By James Bayn. 

The Best of Husbands. By 

Jamrs Pavn. 
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Popular Novels— continued. 
Waltor’a^Word. By J. Payn. I 
The htystery of Maile Boget, \ 
By Edgar A. Poe. 

Her Mother’s Barlihg. By Mrs. 

J. H. Riddell. 

OasUght and Daylight. By 

• George Augustus Sal!a. 

Bound to'the Wheel. By John 

Saunders. 

Guy Waterman. J. Saunders. 
One Against the World. By 

John Saunders. 

The Lion in the Path. By John 

and Katherine Saunders. 


Tales for the Marines. By 
YJ alter Thorneurt. 

The Way we Live Now. By 

Anthony Trollope. 

The American Senator. By 

Anthony Trollope. 

Diamond Cut Diamond. By 

T. A. Trollope. 

An Idle Excursion. By Mark 

Twain. 

Adventures of Tom Sawyer. 

By Mark Twain. 

A Pleasure Trip on the Conti* 

nent of Europe. By Mark Twain. 


Fcap. 8vo, picture covers, is. each. 

Jeff Briggs’s Love Story. By Bret IIarte. 

The Twins of Table Mountain. By Bret Harte. 

Mrs. Gainsborough’s Diamonds. By Julian Hawthorne. 
Kathleen Mavourneen. By the Author of “Th.at I.a.ss o’ Lowrie’s.” 
Lindsay’s Luck. By the Author of “ That La.ss o’ Lowric’s.” 
Pretty Polly PembertoiL By Author of “ That Lass o’ Lowrie’s.” 
Trooping with Crows. By Mrs. Pirkis. 

Two Vols. 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, io.l 6 d. 

Plutarch’s Lives of Illustrious Men. 

Translated from the Greek, with Notes. Critical and Hi.storical, and a 
Life of Plutarch, by John and William Langiiorne. New Edi¬ 
tion, with Medallion Portraits. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. td. 

Primitive Manners and Customs. 

By James A. Farrer. 

** A hook which h really both instructive and amusing, and which will open a 
new field of thought to many readers 4 

** An admirable example of the application of the scientific method and the 
working 0/the truly scientific Saturday Review. ‘' 

Small 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 31. (>d. 

Prince of Argolis, The: 

A Story of the Old Greek Fairy Time. By J. Moyr Smith. With 
130 Illustrations by the Author. ’ 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Portrait and Facsimile, yr. (sd. 

Prout (Father), The Final Reliques of. 

Collected and Edited, from MSS. supplied by the family ofChe Rev. 
Francis Mahony, by Blanchard Jekkoli/. ' 
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Proctor’s (R. A.) Works; 

Easy Star liessons for 'Yoving Learners. With Star Maps for 

Every Night in the Year,-Drawings of the (Jonj.leUaUons, 8:c. By Ricuaki* 
A. Pkoctok. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6jr. [/« preparation. 

Myths and Marvels of A.stronomy. By Rich. A. Proctor, 
Author of “Other Worlds than Ours/’ &c. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12 s. 6d, 

Pleasant Ways in Science, By Richard A, «Proctor,* 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, zor. Cd. • 

Bough Ways made Smooth: A Series of Familiar Essays on 
Scientific Subjects. By R. A. Pkoctor. Crown 8vo, cloth, xos. (id. 
Our Place among Infinities : A Series of Ellsays contrasting 
our Little Abode in Space and Time with the Infinities Aroynd us. By 
Richard A. Proctor. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ts. 

The Expanse of Heaven : A Series of Essays on the Wonders 

of the Firmament. By Riciiakd A. Pkoctor. Crown Svo, doth. (iS. 

Wages and Wants of Science Workers'. Showing t!ie Re¬ 
sources of Science as a Vocation, and l)iscussing the Scheme f<’)r their 
Inciease out of the National Exchequer. By Riciiaku A. Proctor. 
Crown 8vo, if. (id. 

*'Mr. Proctor^ 0 / all tvriters 0 / our timet best conforms to Matthew 
Arnold,'s conception 0/ a man oj cuUuret in that he strives to humanise 
knotvled^e and divest it of whatever is harshy cruder or technical^ and so 
makes it a source of happifuss and brightness for all,” — Westminster 
Review. 


Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, js, 6d. 

Pursuivant of Arms, The; 

or, Heraldry founded upon Facts. A Popular Guide to the Science of 
Heraldry. By J. R. Planche, Somerset Herald, With Coloured 
Frontispiece, Plates, and 200 Illustrations. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, yj. 6d. 

Rabelais’ Works. 

Faithfully Translated from the French, with variorum Notes, and 
numerous characteristic Illustrations by Gustave Duke. 

‘ If is Intffoonery was not merely Brutus's rough skin^ which contained a rod 
of gold: it was necessary as an amulet against the monks and legates; and 
M must be classed with ike greatest creative minds in the world—with Shake¬ 
speare, diih Dante, and with Cervantes."— ? i . T. Colkridob. 

Crown Svo, cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, and a beautifully 
executed Chart of the various Spectra, yj. (id, 

Rambosson’s Aslronomy. 

-♦By J. Rambosson, I.^ureate of the Institute of France, Translated 
by C. H. Pitman. Profusely Illustrated. 

Sfiuare Svo, cloth ext.ti. gilt, lof. (id. 

Rimmer’s Our Old Country Towns. 

. Describ,j>d by I’cn ^nd IVncil. Witli over 50 Illuitrations by Ar.FkEl> 

KiMMEU. |/;/ prepu / w / i ^^. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, loi. 6 J, 

Richavdson’s (Dr.) A Ministry of Health, 

and other Papers. By Benjamin Ward Richardson, M.D., &c. 

** This highly interesting volufne contains uf>wards of nine addresses^ ivHiien 
in the author's 7vell-kuo‘ivu style, and full of great and good thoughts. , . . The 
work is, like all those of the author, that of a man of genius, of great fover, of 
experience, and nolle independence of thought Scirnck Review, 

Handsomely printed, price 5j; 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The; 

or, A List of the Principal Warriors who came over from Normandy 
with William the (ionqneror, and Settled in tliis Country, A.D. 1066-7. 
Printed on fine plate paper, nearly three feet by two, with the prin¬ 
cipal Arms emblaroned in Gold and Colours. 


Two Vols., large 4to, profusely Illustrated, half-morocco, /'z i6.v. 

Rowlandson, the Caricaturist. 

A Selection from his Works, with Anecdotal Descriptions of his Fatrions 
Caricatures, and a Sketch of his Life, Times, and Contemporaru**;. 
With nearly 400 T 1 lustrations, mostly in Facsimile of the Originals. By 
J{)SEPii GKEfJO, Author of “James Gillray, the Caricaturist; his Lih , 
Works, and Times." 

Mr. Gregors excellent account of the 7vorhs of Thomas Ro7vlandson . . . 

illustrated 7vith some 4<x> spirited, accurate, and clever transcripts from /)’.% 
designs. . . . The thanks of all svho care Jor ivhai is original and persona / n; 
art are due to Mr. Gret o for the pains he has been at, ana the time he has ca 
pended, in the frep -ration of this 7 'cry pleasant, 7 >ery careful, and adeq.tate 
memorial." -Va\a. Mai r, flA/HTTic. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illustrated, 4J. 6 d. each. 

“ Secret Out” Series. The. 


The Pyrotechnist’s Treasury; 

or, Complete Art of Making Fire¬ 
works. iJy Thomas Kentish. With 
numerous Illustralions. 

The Art of Amusing: 

A Collection of Graceful Arts. Games, 
Tricks, I’urzles, and Charades, By 
Frank Hei.lkw. 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky : 

Very Easy Tricks, Very Difficult 
Tricks,White Magic, SleigntofHand. 
Edited by W. H. Ckemkk. 200 Illus¬ 
trations. 

The Merry Circle: ■' 

A Book of New Intellectual Games . 
and An.u'cemcnts. HyCtAKA Bellew. { 
Many Illustrations. 


Magician’s Own Book: 

Performances with Cups and Balls, 
Eggs, Hats,,Handkerchiefs, &c. AP 
from Actual Experience. Edited hy 
W. H. Crrmbr, 300 lllusk^ 'tii 

Magic No Mystery: 

Tricks with Cards, Dice, B.alls, , 
with fully descriptive Directions ; the 
Art of Secret Writing; Training of 
Performing Animals, ftc. Coloured 
Frontispiece and many lllustrotioi'.'s. 

The Secret Out: 

One Thousand Tricks with Cards, and 
other Recreations: with Entertaining 
Experiments in Drawing-mon. - - 
"White Magic." By W. H. CxjfMFR. 
300 Engravings. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Sbnior’s Travel and Trout in the Antipodes. 

An Angler’s Sketches in Tasmania and New Zealand. By William 
Senior {'‘Red Spinner"), Author of “ Stream and Sea." 

**In every nvny a happy production. . , , What Turner cjfccted ineolouron 
canvas, Mr. Senior may be said io ejfect by the force of a priutlcal mivd, iu lor.' 
gunge that is magnificently descriptive, on his subject.* There is in both Piitnicf 
and writer the same magical combination of idealism and lealism, Und the siiine 
hearty apprecioiuot for all that is sublime and patheti< in 9 aiural uencry. That 
there IS an undut; iliore of IraveL io tlu iiumber oi Iront cait}^ht is iert<i:}iiv not 
Mr. Senior's fault; but the comparaiive scarcity of the piiiue oj fishes is 
adequately atoned for, in that the writer was led pretty «^’// Ifnoud/i all the 
glorious Set Hcry of the antipodes inquest of him. . . . So great h the i harm and 
the freshness and the ability of the book, that it is hard io put it dov^i when o/ue 
rtfci'fw Home News. 

Shakespeare and Shakespeareana: 

Shakeepeare. The First Folio. Mr. Wii.i.iam ,Shake.si’e.ake’s 

Comedies, Histories, and TraKcdies. Published according to the true 
Ongitiall Copies. Loudon, Printed by Isaac lACfiAun and Ei>. Hloiint, 
A Keprodiiction of the extremely rare original, in reduced facsimile 
by a v>hoiographic process—erisuring the strictest accuracy in every detail. 
Small l 5 vo, halLUoxburglie, los, Gd. 

** To Messrs. Cluitto and lYtndus belongs the merit of having done more 
to facilitate the critical study of the text of our great dramatist than all the 
Shakesgeare clubs and societies put together. A complete facsimile of the 
celebrated First Folio edition of x 0 ' 2 ^for haifa-guineu is at once a miracle of 
cheapness and enterprise. Being in a reduced form, the tyfe is necessarily 
rather diminulwe, but it is as distinct as in a genuine copy of the original, 
and will he found to be as useful andJar more handy to the student than the 
latter."— 

Shakespeare, The Lanadowne. Reaulifully printed in red 

and black, in '-nj.-tll but very clear type. Witli engraved iacsiinilc of 
DkORsuuin’s Portrait. Post 8vo, ciotli extra, 7.V, Gd. 

Shakespeare for Children: Tales from Shakespeare. Hy 

CiiAKi.i-.s and Maky l.AMn. Witli mimerous lllnstraiiuns, coloured and 
plain, by J. MoYR Smith. Ciown 410, cloth gilt, ntf. (nt. 

Shakespeare Mtiaio, The Handbook of. JJeiiig .'in Account of 

'J’brre Hundred and Fifty Pieces of Mumc, set to Wonls taken from the 
'“lay.s .uni poems of Shakespeare, the composition.s raiiging Ironi th<' I'diza- 
belhan Age to thePre.senlTune. P>y Alfred KotFK. 4to,h.dl-Koxburghe, 7.V, 

Shakespeare, A Study of. By Algeknon Charle.s Svvin* 

UDKNK. OowQ 8vo, clVlh cxlra, 8.t. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 10 full-page Tinted Illustrations, fs. 6d, 

Sheridan’s Complete Wjarks, 

with Life and Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, printed 
irom the Original JEditions, his Works in I*rose and Poetry, €'ransla- 
tioQS, S;>eeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. ; with a Collection of Shcridaniana. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 6 d, 

Signboards; 

Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and Remarkable 
Characters. By Jacob Larwood and John Camden Hotten. 
With nearly loo Illustrations. 

“ Even U evete ever so maliciously inclined^ we could notpich out all Messrs, 
Larwood and Ilotten's plums, because the good things are so numerous as to defy 
the most wholesale depMation.’'—Tm)S&. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6 s. 6d. 

Slang Dictionary, The: 

Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. An Entirely New 
Edition , revised throughout, and considerably Enlarged. 

“ are glad to see the Slang Dictionary ref rinted and enlarged. From a h^k 
scientific point of view this bo^ is not to be despised. Of course it cannot fail to 
be amusing also. It contains the very vocabulary of unrestrained humour^ and 
oddity t and grotesqueness. In a 7vordf it provides valuable material both for the 
siud^t of language and the student of human nature. ”— Academy. 

Exquisitely printed in miniature, cloth extra, gilt edges, zs. 6d, 

Smoker’s Text-Book, The. 

By J. Hamer, F.R.S.L. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, sr. 

Spalding’s Elizabethan Demonology: 

An Essay in Illustration of the Belief in the Existence of Devils, and 
the Powers possessed by them, with Special Reference to Shakspere 
and his Works. By T. Alfred Spalding, LL.B. 

“ v‘I very ihouyhtful and 'ivcighiy hook, lohhh cannot hut he rui'Iconic to every 
eofuest student.'* —Acaiikmy. 

Crown 4to, uniform with “Chaucer for Children,” with Coloured 
Illustrations, cloth gilt, loj. (id. 

Spenser for Children. 

By M. H. Towry. With Illustrations in Colours by Walter J. 
Morgan. ‘ 

Spenser has simply been transferred into plain prose, with here and there a 
line or stanza quoted, where the meaning and the diction are within a child's 
comprehension, and additional point is thus given to the narrative without the 
cost of obscurity. , , , Altogether the worliiz'ias been well and carefully done,** 
—Ths Times. 


Demy 8vo, cloth extra, Illu.stiated, 2\s. 

Sword, The Book of the: 

Being a History of Ihc’ Sword, and its Use, in ?11 Times and in all 
Countries. By Captain Richakd Burton. With numercAs illustra¬ 
tions. ‘ prepiirjtion. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gs. 

Stedman’s Victorian Poets: 

Critical Essays. By Edmund Clarence Stedman. 

** IVe ought to be thankful to thou who do critical work with cowfetcni 
and understandings with honesty 0/purposes with diligence and thoroughness 

0/execution. And Mr. Stedmans having chosen to work in this lines deserves the 
thaftks 0/ English scholars by these gualiiies nnd by something more ; % . . 
he is faithfuls studiouSs and discerning ."— Saturday Mkview. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7J. 6^. 

Strutt’s Sports and Pastimes of the People 

of England; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May 
Games, Mummeries, Shows, Processions, Pageants, and Pompous 
Spectacles, from llie Earhest Period to the Present'rime. With 140 
Illustrations. Edited by William Hone. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, wjth Illustratio*ns, yi. hd. 

Swift’s Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, and Facsimiles of the 
Maps in the Original Edition of “Gulliver’s Travels.” 


Swinburne’s Works: 

The Queen Mother and Rosa- 

Diond. Reap. 8vo, 5^. 

Atalsmta in Calydon. 

A New Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Chastelard, 

a Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 7s. 

Poems and Ballads. 

First Seriks. I'Vap. 8vo, pr. Also 
in crown 8vo, at same price. 

Poems and Ballads. 

Second SttKiKS. Fcap. 8vo, 9^. Also 
ill crown 8vo, at same price. 

Notes on “Poems and Bal- 

l.ids.’’ 8vo, If. 

William ^BlaEe: 

A Critical Essay. With Facsimile 
Paintings. Dcniy 8vo, iCj. 

Songs before Sunrise. 

Crown 8VO, lof. Oil. 


Bothwell j 

A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, i2f. 6ii. 

George Chapman : 

An Essay. Crown 8vo, 7s. 

Songs of Two Nations. 

Crown 8vo, 6x. 

Bssays and Studies. 

Crown 8 VO, i2f, 

Brechtheus: 

A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Note of an Bngllsh Republican 

on the Muscovite Crusade. $vo, xf. 

A Note on Charlotte Bronte. 
Crown 8vo, 6s. 

A Study of Shakespeare. 

Crown 8vo, 8f. 

Songs of the Spring*Tides. By 

Al.<.KkN<»M C. SwiNUl'KNK. C'rOWll 
8vo, cloth extra, 6 jr. 


Medium 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, yx. 

Syntax’s (Dr.) Three Tours, 

in Search of the Picturesque, in Sear^i Of Con.solation, and in Search 
of a. Wife. With the whole of Rowlandson’s droll page Ulustra- 
tidns, in Colours, aad Life of the Author by J, C. Hotten, 
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Four Vols. small 8 vo, cloth boards, 30 X. 

Taine’s History of English Literature. 

Translated by Henkv Van Laun. 

*,• Also a Poi'ULAR Edition, in Two Vols. crown 8 vo, cloth extra, isr. 
Crown 8 vo. cloth gilt, profusely Illustrated, f>s. 

Tales of Old Thule. 

Collected and Illustrated by J. Moy-k Smith. 

“ li is not oftBH i.Hit 7VP nteet with a volume of fairy tales possessing more fully 
the double rei oniwi’hdation of absorbing interest ana purity of tone than doei the 
one htfore us (outatning a collection of * Tales of Old Thule. These come, to 
say the leas\ near f-tlftllmg the idea of perfect works of the kind ; and the i/lus- 
traiions with whit h the volume is embellished are equally excellent. , . . ITe 

commend the. book to Parents and teachers as an admirable gift to their children 
and pupils."— Litukaky Wokld. 

One Vol. crown 8 vo, cloth e.xtra, js. 6d, 

Taylor’s (Tom) Historical Dramas: 

" Clancarty," “Jeanne Dare,.I'wixt Axe and Crown,” "The Fool’s 

Revenge," “ Arkwright’s Wife," “ Anne Boleyn," “ Plot and Passion. ” 
The Flays may also be had separately, at Is. each. 

Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, with Coloured Frontispiece and numerous 
Illustrations, yr. 64. 

Thackerayana: 

Not(*s and Anecdotes. Illustrated by a profusion of Sketclies by 
William Makeplack I'liACKEKAy, depicting I-Iumorous Incidents 
in his Sdiool-life. and Favourite Characters in the books of his every¬ 
day rending. With Hundreds of Wood Engravings, facsimiled from 
Mr. 'I'liackcray’s Original Drawings. 

“7/ would have been a real loss to biblto^aphical literature had copyright 
difficulties deprii>ed the general puldic of this very amusing collection. One of 
Thackeray's habits, from his schoolboy days, was to ornament the margins 
blank pages of fhe books he had in use with caricature illustrations of ihtir 
contents. This gave special value to the sale of his library, and is almost cause 
for regret that it could not have been preserved in its integrity. ‘Thackeray's 
place in literature is eminent enough to ftave made this an interest to future 
generations. The anttnymous editor has done the best that he could to compen¬ 
sate for the luck of this. It is an admirable addetidum, not cmly to his collected 
works, but also to any memoir of him that has been, or that is likely to be, 
written,**—)lkiTisn Quarterly Review. ,, 

Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, yjj ^d. 

Thornbury’s (Walter) Haunted London, 

A New Edition, edited by Edwakd Walfokd, M.A., with numerous 
Illustrations by F. W. FairhoLT, F.S.A. 

** Mr. Thtrubuey knew and lez'ed his London, . . . He had read much his¬ 
tory, and ever-y '•y-iine and every court had associations for him. His ' memory 
and his note bu ks were stored with anecdote, and, as he had singular skill in ike 
matter of narruHon it will be readily believed that when he took to writing a set 
book about the pla es he knew an.- cared lor, the said book would be charming. 
Charming the volume before us certainly is. It may be begun in the beginning, or 
midtJe. or end, it is all one: wherever one lights, there is some pleasant and 
curious bit of gossip, some amusing fragment of allusion or quotation Am’S'i 
Fair. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, with Illustrations, yr. 6a'. 

Thomson’s Seasons and Castle of Indolence. 

With a Biojjraphical and Critical Introduction by Allan (ftiNNiNG- 
HAM, and over 50 fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, js. 6 d. 

Timbs' Clubs and Club Life in London. 

With Anecdotes of its famous Coffee-houses, I-fostelries, an^ Taverns.' 
By John 'I'lMns, F.S.A. With numerous Illustrati8»ns. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, js. Cd. 

Timbs’'English Eccentrics and'Bccentrici- 

ties: Stories of Wealth and h'ashion, Delusions, Iiiiposttircs, and 
Fanatic Mi.ssions, Strange Sights and Sporting Scenes, J!^oc;<*ntnc 
Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men o*f Letters, &c. By John 'I'imks, 
F.S.A. With nearly 50 Illustrations. ^ — 

Demy 8vo, cloth’ extra, 14J. 

Torrens’ The Marquess Wellesley, 

Architect of Empire. An Historic Portrait, d'orminf; Vol. I. of Pko- 
CoNsuj. and 'i'KinuNE: Wellesley and 0 ’Connp;ll: llLstoric 
Portraits. By W. M. Torkkns, M.P, In Two Vols. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Coloured Illustrations, 'js. 6 d, 

Turner’s (J. M. W.) Life and Correspondence. 

B'ounded upon T.,etters and Papers furnished by his Friends and fellow- 
Acadcmicians. By Waltp^k Thornbury. A New Edition, con¬ 
siderably ICnlarged. With numerous Illustrations in Colours, facsimiled 
from Turner's orijjinal Drawings. 

Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Map and Ground-Plans, 14J. 

Walcott’s Church Work and Life in English 

Minsters ; and the English Student’s Monasticon. By the Rev. 
Mackenzie K. C. Walcott, B.D. 


Large crown 8vo, cloth antique, with Illustrations, yr. 6 d. 

Walton and Cotton’s Complete Angler; 

or, Ine Contemplative Man’s Recreation : being a Discourse of Rivers. 
Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, written by Izaak Walton ; and In¬ 
structions how to Angle fora Trout or Grayling in a clear Stream, by 
Charles Cotton. Witftbriginal Memoirs and Notes by Sir Harris 
Nicolas, and 61 Copperplate Illustrations. 


Carefully printed on paper to imitate the Original, 22 in. by 14 in., 2s. 

Warrant to Execute Charles I, 

An exact Facsimile of this important foocument, with the Fifty-nine 
Sij^ailures of the Regicides, and corresponding Seals. 
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20th Annual Edition, for 1880, cloth, flill gilt, 50J. 

WalfQrd’s County Families of the United 

Kingdom. A Royal Manual of the Titled and Untitled Aristocracy of 
Great Britain and Ireland. By Edward Walford, M. A., late Scholar 
of Balliol College, Oxford. Containing Notices of the Descent, Birth, 
Marriage, Education, &c., of more than 12,000 distinguished Heads of 
Families in the United Kingdom, their Heirs Apparent or Presump¬ 
tive, together with a Record of the Patronage at their disposal, the 
Officts which they hold or have held, their Town Addresses, Country 
Residences, Clubs, &c. 


Beautifully pointed on paper to imitate the Original MS., price 2J. 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of Scots. 

An exact Facsimile, including the Signature of Queen Elizabeth, and a 
Facsimile of the Great Seal. 

Crown 8vo, cioth limp, with numerous Illustrations, +5. C>tl. 

Westropp’s Handbook of Pottery and Force- 

lain : or, History of those Arts from the Earliest Period. By Hoddf.r 
M. WE.STRorp, Author of " Handbook of Archmology, ” '&c. With 
numerous beautiful Illustrations, and a List of Marks. 


Sevf.nth Edition. Square 8vo, i.t. 

Whistler v. Ruskin: Art and Art Critics. 

By J. A. MACNEILL WlIISTLF.R. 


Crown 8vo, cloth c.’ctra, with Illustrations. 

Williams’ A Simple Treatise on Heat. 

V.y W. Mattieu Wii.liams, F.K.A.S., F.C.S., Author of “ The Fuel 
of the Sun, &c. With numerous Illustrations. \hi thepresi.. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7J. 6</. 

Wright’s Caricature History of the Georges. 

(The House of Hanover.) With 400 Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, 
Broadsides, Window Pictures, &c. By Thomas Wright, M.A., F.S.A. 


Large post 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, yr. ® '. 

Wright’s History of Caricature and of the 

Grotesque in Art, Literature, Sculp^'re, and Painting, from the 
Earliest Times to the Present Day. By Thomas Wright, M.A., 
F.S.A. Profusely Illustrated by F. W. F'AIKHolt, F.S.A. 
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